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GLOSSARY 


SUCH  YANKEE    WOBDS  AND  PHBASES  AS  ABE   NOT  LIKELY 
TO  BE  GENERALLY  UNDERSTOOD  BY  ENGLISH  BEADEBS. 


AUfired.    Afl-a-fire ;  in  a  blaze ;  extremelj. 

Bantering.  Tempting  a  person  to  make  a  bidding ;  trying  hj 
chaffing  or  puffing  to  ^'  make  a  trade.*' 

Booit    To  support;  to  give  a  hoist. 

Boss  milliners.  Mistress  milliners,  who  employ  helps  or  assist- 
ants. 

Caucue.  A  political  meeting;  a  meeting  of  any  kind,  except  a 
prayer-meeting. 

Cheny,    China-ware. 

Chirk.    In  good  spirits ;  sprightly. 

Chore,    Chare ;  a  trifling  job. 

Chunk.  A  large  piece  of  any  solid  matter,  beef,  pudding,  or 
timber. 

Crank.  Carrying  more  sail  than  ballast ;  in  high  spirits ;  bounce- 
able. 

Dander.    Choler ;  anger. 

Dough'Tiuts.  What  those  dainties  are,  will  be  best  understood 
from  the  following  receipt  how  to  make  them,  extracted  from 
"  The  Cook's  Own  Book.  By  a  Boston  Housekeeper : "  — 
"  Take  three  pounds  of  sifted  flour,  a  pound  of  powdered 
sugar,  three  quarters  of  a  pound  of  butter,  four  eggs,  half  a 
large  teacupfiil  of  best  brewer's  yeast,  a  pint  and  a  half  of 
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milk,  a  tea-spoonfiil  of  powdered  cinnamon,  a  grated  nutmeg, 
a  table-spoonful  of  rose-water.  Gut  up  the  butter  in  the 
flour ;  add  the  sugar,  spice,  and  rose-water ;  beat  the  eggs 
very  light,  and  pour  them  into  the  mixture.  Add  the  yeast 
(hidf  a  teacup  or  two  wine-glasses  full)>  and  then  stir  in  the 
milk  by  degrees,  so  as  to  make  it  a  soft  dough ;  cover  it,  and 
set  it  to  rise.  When  quite  light,  cut  it  in  diamonds  with  a 
jagging-iron  or  a  sharp  knife,  and  fry  them  in  lard.  Grate 
loaf  sugar  over  them  when  done." 

Ehenezer,    The  milk  of  human  kindness  turned  sour.    (See 

Dander,) 
Eenamost,    Even  aknost ;  nearly. 

Few,  A  little.  By  the  rule  of  contrary,  much ;  to  a  consider- 
able extent. 

Fix,  A  predicament;  a  situation.  To  fix — to  place ;  to  pre- 
pare ;  to  settle ;  to  fit. 

Fixens  or  Fixings,  Appointments,  equipments,  fittings ;  a  set- 
out  at  table.  *'So  invariably  are  poultry  and  bacon  the 
dishes  at  an  Illinois  table,  that  the  first  inquiry  made  of  the 
guest  by  the  village  landlord  is  the  following :  *  Well,  stran- 
ger, what '11  ye  take, — wheat-bread  and  chichen  fixens,  or 
corn-bread  and  common  doins  f*  —  by  the  latter  phrase  bacon 
being  signified." 

Fourth  of  July,  The  anniversary  of  the  declaration  of  Ameri- 
can independence.  An  oration,  commemorating  the  event,  is 
annually  made  on  that  day  in  almost  every  town  and  village 
in  the  United  States. 

FuU  chisel.    Full  burst ;  right  onward  away. 

Orist,    A  grinding  of  com ;  a  quantity  or  considerable  number. 
Orit,    The  hard  and  rough  substratum  of  a  man*s  temper  or 
disposition. 

Handle,  To  go  ofi*  the  handle  with  laughing  or  any  other  vio- 
lent emotion,  like  the  head  of  an  axe  when  the  workman 
fetches  a  heavy  blow ;  to  go  ^' clean  past  one's  self." 

HuU,    Whole. 
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Humsick,    Home-nck, 
Kinder.    Kind  of ;  in  a  maimer. 

Lamper  eel,     A  lamprey. 

'Lasses.    Molasses. 

Livs.    As  lieve  as.    Jest  as  lives  — just  as  lieve  as. 

Long  nine.     A  kind  of  cigar. 

Miss.    A  Yankee  abbreviation  for  Missus — Mistress. 
Mitten.    A  kind  of  glove,  properly  without  fingers.    "  To  give 

the  mitten,"  instead  of  the  hand — to  reject  a  suitor,  or  desert 

a  ladje-lore. 

Over  the  hay.     Something  more  than  half  seas  over. 

Peak.    A  peep ;  a  glance. 

Peaked.    Lean  and  diminutive ;  mean-spirited. 

Pigeon-wing.    A  step  in  dancing. 

Pvssy.    Pursy;  rich;  fat. 

Riled.    Chafed ;  fretted ;  irritated. 

Booster.  A  cock,  chanticleer.  **  The  rooster's  shrill  clarion." 
—  American  reading  of  Gray's  Elegy. 

Sabherday.    The  Sabbath  day. 

Sarce.  Sauce ;  Garden  sarce  —  onions,  and  such  like  savoury 
garden  stuff.  Weathersfield  in  Connecticut  is  celebrated 
for  the  excellence  and  quantity  of  the  onions  grown  in  its 
neighbourhood. 

Shin-plaster.    Bills  or  promissory  notes. 

Shinning.    "  Raising  the  wind  "  on  bills. 

Shine.    Inclination. 

Shote.    A  young  pig. 

Slick.  Sleek;  smooth;  direct.  To  slick  up  —  to  smooth  up; 
to  put  to  rights  ;  to  make  tidy. 

Spry.    Sharp;  quick;  alert. 

Streaked.  Flustered;  confused;  abashed;  "looking  all  co- 
lours." 

Suz.    Sirs.     Breadfvi  suz —  "  quite  awfiil,  sirs." 
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Swad,    A  squad ;  a  detachment ;  a  considerable  number. 
Sioanny,  Iswanny — I  swear  nigh;    I  could  almost  swear;  I 
▼ow. 

Track,     A  path;    a  road;    a  race-course.      To  make  tracks 

towards  a  place  —  to  make  way  towards  it. 
Tu.    To ;  frequently  used  for  at :  tu  hum  —  at  home. 
Tuckered  out.    Wearied;  spent;  exhausted. 

Wamblecropped.    Sick  at  stomach. 

Yankee,  By  this  word,  in  the  United  States,  a  native  of  New 
England  is  generally  understood.  It  is  probably  a  corruption 
of  the  Indian  mode  of  pronouncing  the  word  "English"  — 
Yengees,  Yengee,  Yankee. 
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LETTER  I. 

FIRST     IMFBBSSIOKS     OF     NEW     YORK.  —  VISIT     TO      THE 

OOUNTrNG-ROOM    OF  A  CITY  COUSIN. ADVICE    TO    HIS 

CLEKK. DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY  RESIDENCE  AND  ITS 

INKATES. 


To  Mr.  Zephaniah  SKek,  Juttice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Churchy  over  to  Weathersjield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Par, 

I  ARRIVED  here  safe  and  sound,  arter  a  long  and 

tedious  voyage  down  the  river  and  along  shore  to  this 

place.     The  Captidn  left  me  to  navigate  the  sloop 

purty  much  alone.     The  lazy  coot  did  nothing  on 

arth  but  eat  raw  turnips  and  drink  cider  brandy,  all 

the  way  down.     Ill  be  whipped  if  he  wam't  more 

than  half  corned  the  hull  time.     Now  its  my  opinion 

that  the  best  thing  you  can  do  with  that  chap  is  to 

send  him   eend  foremost  about  his  bisness,  jest  as 

quick  as  he  gits  back.     He  don't  am  salt  to  his  por- 

rage^  nor  never  did.     The  first  thing  I  did  arter  the 

sloop  was  hauled  up  to  the  wharf  at  Peck  slip,  was  to 
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go  down  to  the  stores  about  Fulton  market  and  ped- 
dle off  the  cider  brandj  and  garden  sarce.  Captain 
Doolittle  wanted  to  go  with  me ;  but  you  sent  me 
down  here  as  a  sort  of  a  supercargo^  and  I  wam't 
likelj  to  let  him  stick  his  nose  into  my  bisness.  I 
know  the  critter  like  a  book,  and  I'm  sartin  that  he'd 
a  gone  home  and  told  all  about,  that  I  wasn't  capable 
of  doing  my  own  bisness  here  in  York. 

By  gracious  I  if  it  didn't  make  me  stare  to  see 
the  purty  gals  and  the  hamsome  married  wimmen  a 
walking  up  and  down  the  market  among  the  heaps  of 
beets  and  cabbages.  They  looked  aroimd  mighty 
knowing,  and  I  rather  guess  I  got  my  share  of  at- 
tention ;  but  somehow  it  made  me  feel  kinder  streaked 
to  have  them  a  looking  at  me  so  steady,  for  I  hadn't 
nothing  on  but  my  every-day  clothes ;  besides,  the 
stock  that  marm  made  me,  out  of  her  old  bombasine 
petticoal^^  pr<^ped  up.  my  chia  bo  that  I  ooiddn't  a 
stooped  to  look  into  a  woman's  face,  if  Fd  a  wanted 
ta  ever  so  much..  I  do  believe  mann  and  Judy 
White  must  a  pul/  more  than  a  peck  of  tatur  staixdi 
into,  the  liningk     It's  allfired  stiff,  that's  a^fieu^t. 

Wal,  I  sold  out  the  ladii^  tu  purty  good  adyan- 
tiige,  considering  the  timeS)  Then  I  w^!tt  down  to 
tibe  sloop,,  and  dicked  up  in  my  Sunday  clothes,  and 
started  off,  fiiU:  chisel,  to  go  and  see  cousin  JohnBeebe. 
They  told  m^  that  he  kept  store  away  do¥m  Pearl 
iltreet,  eenfonost  to  th&  Battery ;  so  I  went  on^  as 
faist  as  I  could  git  along  through  t)ie  bosea  and  bar** 
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lels  that  lay  in  the  street,  till  I  come  to  a  great  hi^ 
brick  stoie  that  had  cousin  John's  name  over  the 
door.  It  seems  tiiat  John  has  gone  into  partnership 
with'  a  Mr«  Co,,  for  that  feller's  name  is  on  the  sign, 
ailer  his'n,  as  lai^e  as  life.  I  knew  that  he  and  John 
Wheeler  went  into  company  together,  but  I  sup- 
pose they  wanted  more  chink  than  either  on  'em 
could  raise,  and  so  engaged  this  Mr.  Co  to  help  'em 


I  swan  if  it  wam't  enough  to  make  a  feller  dry 
to  see  the  hogsheads  of  rum  and  molasses,  and  the 
heaps  of  tea  boxes  and  sugar  barrels,  piled  up  inside 
Ihe  store ;  it  looked  like  living,  I  can  tell  you.  I 
went  through  dear  to  the  other  eend  of  the  store,  for 
they  told  me  that  cousin  John  was  in  the  counting- 
room,  away  back  there. 

Wal,  I' got  to  the  counting-room  at  last,  and  a 
hamsome  little  room  it  was,  all  carpeted  and  fixed 
out  like  some  of  our  best,  rooms  in  Connecticut.  I 
liaint  seen  so  party  a  store,,  scarce  ever;  John  wasn't 
there,  but  I  could  see  that  he  hadn't  got  over  all  his 
old  tricks,  for  a  lot  of  chestnut  shells  was  trod  down 
round  the  stove,  and  there  wasn't  a  few  empty  bottles 
standing  round  under  the  table  and  back  of  the 
desks.  It  was  enough,  to  torn  one's  stomach  to  look 
at  the  spit  box ;  it  was  more  than  half  filled  up  with 
pieces  of  segars,  and  ends  of  tobacco,  that  looked  as  if 
they  had  been  chawed  over  a  dozen  times  or  more. 
I  don't  see  where  oousin  John  got  that  trick  of  smok- 
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ing  and  chawing ;  I  defy  any  body  to  say  he  lamed 
it  in  old  Connecticut.  They  needn't  talk  to  us  about 
the  Yankees,  for  these  Yorkers  beat  us  all  holler  in 
them  things;  I  haint  forgot  the  time  when  John 
would  a  turned  up  his  nose  at  a  long  nine,  as  if  it 
had  a  been  pison,  but  now  he's  sot  himself  up  for  a 
gentleman,  there  is  no  knowing  what  he  haint  taken 
tu. 

There  was  a  chap  standing  by  one  of  the  desks, 
with  the  edge  of  his  dickey  turned  over  his  stock  — 
like  an  old-fashioned  baby's  bib,  put  on  wrong  side 
afore  —  and  with  his  hair  curled  and  frizzled  up 
like  a  gal's.  I  knew  in  a  minit  that  this  feller 
couldn't  be  cousin  John,  so  I  went  up  to  him,  and 
sez  I :  — 

"  Friend,  can  you  tell  me  when  Mr.  Beebe  'ill  be 
in  ?"  The  chap  took  a  watch  out  of  his  vest  pocket 
about  as  big  a  ninepence,  and  sez  he  — 

"  I  don't  know  positively,  but  I  s'pose  in  the  course 
of  half  an  hour  or  so.  It's  about  time  for  the  banks 
to  close." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  s'pose  I  may  as  well  wait  for 
him,  as  I  aint  in  much  of  a  hurry  jest  now."  So  I 
sot  down  in  a  chair  and  arter  histing  my  sole  leather 
onto  the  top  of  the  stove,  I  begun  to  scrape  acqudnt- 
ance  with  the  chap,  as  I  went  along. 

"  Tough  times  with  you  marchants,  now,  aint 
they  ?"  sez  I,  a  looking  over  the  top  of  the  paper. 

**  Very,"  sez  he,  a-mending  his   pen.     *^  It's  as 
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much  as  we  can  du  to  make  both  eends  meet  afore 
the  banks  shut  up  days.  Mr.  Beebe's  out  a  shinning 
now." 

"A  what?"sezL 
,     "A  shinning,^  says  he  —  "borrowing  money  to 
take  up  his  own  notes  with,  and  if  he  don't  git  it,  j 
don't  know  what  we  shall  du." 

"  Oh !"  sez  I  to  myself,  "  this  is  the  new  partner, 
Mr.  Co;  he  must  have  a  good  chance  of  money  in  the 
consam,  or  he  wouldn't  feel  so  oneasy." 

"We  was  doing  a  beautiful  bisness,"  sez  he,  a 
shaking  his  head,  "tiU  the  Philadelphia  banks  stop- 
ped specie  payments.     I  wish  they'd  a  been  sunk.** 

"  No,"  sez  I,  **  that  aint  fair;  but  it's  human  natur, 
I  s'pose,  to  give  banks,  as  well  as  people,  a  helping 
kick  when  they're  going  down  hill.  I  don't  under- 
stand much  of  these  things,  Mr.  Co." 

"My  name  is  n't  Co,"  sez  he,  a  staring;  "it's 
Smith." 

"What,"  sez  I,  **have  they  got  another  in  the 
company?" 

"  No,"  sez  he,  kinder  coloring  up ;  **  I'm  the  as- 
sistant book-keeper." 

I  couldn't  but  jest  keep  from  giving  a  long  whistle 
right  out.  The  stuck-up  varmint  I  "  Wal,"  sez  I, 
arter  a  minit,  "  Mr.  Smith,  let  me  give  you  one  piece 
of  advice  —  don't  be  so  ready  to  say  u?e,  and  to  talk 
over  your  employers'  business  with  strangers  next 
time.     Such  things  do  no  good  any  way,  but  they 
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may  do  agood  deal  of  hanxL  It's  the  duty  of  a  dark 
amoQg  us,  to  attend  to  that  he's  paid  for^  and  if  he 
attends  to  much  else,  we  purty  ginerally  find  out 
that  he  aint  good  for  much  in  the  long  run." 

You  never  saw  a  feller  look  so  mean  as  he  did 
when  I  said  this ;  he  turned  all  manner  of  colors,  aaai 
acted  mad  enough  to  eat  me.  I  didn't  seem  to  mind 
him,  but  took  up  a  newspaper  and  begun  to  read,  jest 
as  if  he  wasn't  in  the  room ;  and  by-«m-by  I  got  so 
deep  in  the  paper,  that  I  forgot  all  about  him  or 
'COUsin  Beebe  either. 

Look  ar-here.  Par,  if  you  haint  seen  the  New  York 
Evening  Express,  jest  stretch  your  puss-strings  a 
leetle,  and  subscribe  for  it.  It's  a  peeler  of  a  paper, 
I  can  tell  you.  You  needn't  take  my  word  for  it 
though,  for  I've  made  this  letter  so  tamal  long,  that 
it'd  cost  more  than  the  price  of  a  paper  a  hull  year 
to  pay  the  postage,  so  I've  a  notion  to  git  the  editors 
to  print  this  for  me  in  their  primest  evening  paper, 
and  so  youll  git  my  letters  and  papear  tu,  all  for  five 
cents.  I'll  jest  give  you  a  little  notion  how  they 
make  the  Express,  for  I  read  it  eenamost  through, 
afore  cousin  John  come.  The  editors  git  all  the 
papers  in  the  country  together,  jest  as  we  pick  out 
our  apples  in  cider  time,  and  they  go  to  work  and 
^t  all  that's  worth  reading  out  on  'em  and  put  it  all 
in  one  great  paper,  which  they  sell  for  two  cents ;  so 
that  a  feller  can  know  what's  said  by  every  editor 
norlh  and  south,  on  one  side  and  t'other,  with  the 
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tremble  of  reading  bnt  one  paper  ;-^  jest  as  we  caM 
git  the  juice  of  a  biudiel  of  apples  all  an  a  pint  of 
eider,  af t^*  it's  ^nce  been  tkrongk  the  miH.  I  raly 
think  it's  one  of  the  best  plans  I  e^er  heard  on,  and 
I'm  so  sartin  that  every  body  will  take  it  by-and-by, 
that  I've  a  notion  that  if  you'd  jest  as  livs  let  me 
throw  up  tibe  onicm  trade.  111  try  and  git  in  to  write 
for  it ;  but  we'll  talk  aU  that  over  by-am-by,  arter 
Pve  seen  the  editors.  Mi^or  Jack  Downing  is  wrtt^ 
ing  for  them  already,  and  :perhaps — but  I  haint  made 
up  my  mind  about  it  yit,  though  I  kept  a  thinking 
it  ov^r  all  the  while  I  was  a  reading  in  the  oonntii^ 
room. 

Wal,  I  was  jedt  taking  a  dive  inter  the  advertise- 
ments, when  cottsan  John  come  in.  I  raly  bdieve 
you  wouldn't  know  the  critter,  he's  altered  sa  He's 
grown  as  fat  and  pussy  as  old  Ltawyer  Sikes  in  our 
parts,  but  I  raly  think  he  looks  better  for  it.  I  tell 
you  what,  his  clothes  must  cost  him  a  few.  He  had 
on  a  superfine  broaddoth  coat,  that  didn't  cost  a  whit 
less  than  ten  ddlars  a  yard,  I  wouldn't  be  a£raid  to 
bet  a,  cookey.  You  could  a  seea  your  face  in  his 
boots,  and  his  hair  was  parted  aa  the  t(^  of  his  head, 
and  hung  down  on  the  sides  of  his  face  and  all  over 
his  coat  collar,  till  he  looked  more  like  a  woman  in 
men's  clothes  than  cmy  thing  else.  I  thought  I 
should  a  haw-hawed  out  a  lar&n,  all  I  could  du, 
though  it  made  me  kinder  wrathy  to  see  a  feller  make 
such  an  etamal  coot  of  himself.     I  thought  I'd  see 
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if  he'd  know  me  agin^  so  I  o'ny  jest  crossed  one  foot 
over  t'other  on  the  top  of  the  stove,  and  tipt  my 
chah:  back  on  its  hind  1^,  and  kept  on  reading 
as  independent  as  a  corkscrew,  jest  ter  see  how  he'd 
act. 

Wal,  he  cum  right  up  to  the  stove,  and  took  his 
coat  tail  under  his  arms,  and  begun  to  whistle  as  if 
there  wam't  nobody  in  the  room.  Once  in  a  while, 
as  I  took  a  peek  over  the  top  of  the  paper,  I  could 
see  that  he  was  a  looking  at  me  kinder  sideways,  as 
if  he  couldn't  exactly  make  up  his  mind  whether  he 
knew  me  or  not.  I  felt  my  heart  kinder  rising  up  in 
my  throat,  for  it  put  me  in  mind  of  old  times,  when 
we  used  to  weed  onions  and  slide  down  hill  together. 
At  last  I  couldn't  stand  it  no  longer,  so  I  jumped  up 
and  flung  down  the  paper,  and,  says  I,  ^^  Cousin 
Beebe,  how  do  you  du?" 

He  stared  like  a  stuck  pig  at  fust,  but  I  raly 
believe  the  feller  was  glad  to  see  me  when  he  found 
out  who  I  was,  for  he  shook  my  hand  like  all  natur. 
Sez  he,  "  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he,  "  I'm  glad  to  see  you 
down  in  the  city;  how's  the  deacon,  and  aunt  Eunice, 
and  the  Mills  gals?  You  see  I  han't  forgot  old 
times." 

With  that  we  sot  into  a  stream  o'  talk  about 
Weathersfield  people,  and  so  on,  that  lasted  a  good 
two  hours,  by  the  town  clock.  Arter  a  while,  cousin 
John  took  out  his  watch,  all  gold  inside  and  out,  and, 
sez  he, — 
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"  Come,  Mr.  Slick,  it's  about  four  o'clock — go  up 
and  take  a  family  dinner  with  us." 

I  rather  guess  I  stared  a  few,  to  think  of  being 
axed  to  eat  dinner  at  that  time  o'  day ;  but  as  I 
hadn't  eat  any  thing  but  a  cold  bite  aboard  the  sloop 
since  morning,  the  thoughts  of  a  good,  warm  dinner, 
wam't  by  no  means  to  be  sneezed  at. 

"  Better  late  than  never,"  sez  I  to  myself,  arter  I 
had  put  on  my  hat  and  stuck  my  hands  in  my  panta- 
loons' pockets,  ready  for  a  start  But  jest  as  we  wur 
a  going  out,  there  come  a  feller  in  to  talk  over  some 
bisness  matters,  so  sez  cousin  Beebe,  sez  he — 

"  Here,  Mr.  Slick,  is  the  number  of  our  house — 
supposin  you  go  along  and  tell  Mrs.  Beebe  that  I'll 
be  home  as  soon  as  I  can  git  through  a  little  bisness 

—  she  won't  make  a  stranger  of  you." 

"  I  rather  guess  she  won't,"  sez  I,  a  taking  the 
little  piece  of  paper  which  he'd  been  a  writing  on ; 
^^  if  she  does  there  must  a  been  an  almighty  change 
in  her  since  we  used  tu  go  to  singing  school 
together." 

John  looked  kind  a  skeery  towards  the  stranger, 
and  begun  to  fidget  about ;  so  I  told  him  I  could  find 
the  way,  and  made  myself  scarce  in  less  than  no  time 

—  for  I  thought  as  like  as  not  the  feller  cum  to  git 
him  to  put  his  name  to  a  note,  or  something  of  that 
sort ;  so  I  thought  I'd  give  him  a  chance  to  say  no, 
if  he  wanted  tu. 

By  gracious  1   Par,  I'd  give  a  quart  of  soap  if  you 
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aiid  macm  could  a  beea  with  ine  m  Broadwuy  sub  I 
went  along.  I  couldn't  h^  &om  stopping,  e&asmo^t 
e\erj  other  minit^  to  look  into  the  winders. 

JSome  of  th^n  waa  chnck  full  of  watches  and  ear- 
rings, and  sUyer  spoons  q)read  all  out  like  a  fan,  aad 
lots  <m  lots  of  finger  rings  all  stuck  OYer  a  piece  of 
black  doth  to  n^e  'em  shine.  I'll  be  darned  if  it 
didn't  make  mj  eyes  ache  as  if  I'd  been  snow  blind 
a  week,  osAjje^t  to  look  at  'em,  as  J  wait  al(Hig  I  I 
stepped  into  one  store  jest  bj  the  Park,  and  bought 
a  silver  thimble  for  nuxnn;  and  it  was  as  much  as  I 
could  du  to  keep  from  going  into  one  of  the  stores 
wh^:e  I  saw  such  a  heap  of  calicos,  to  git  her  a  new 
gown  tu.  But  I  can't  b^in  to  write  more  than  a 
priming  of  what  a  feller  maj  see  as  he  goes  up  Broad- 
way. It  fairly  made  me  ashamed  of  <Hir  horses,  oUL 
Polly  in  pertickr^  when  I  saw  the  hamsome  critters 
that  the  niggers  drive  about  ih^n  coaches  with  here. 
I  tell  you  what,  they  make  a  glistening  and  shining 
when  they  go  through  the  streets  chuck  full  of  gals 
all  in  their  feathers  and  furbelows !  That  Broadway 
is  a  leetle  lengthy,  and  no  mistake.  I  believe  I 
footed  it  more  than  two  miles  on  th^n  tamal  hard 
stun  walks,  and  afore  I  got  to  Bleecker  street,  where 
Cousin  Beebe  lives,  I  swan  1 1  thought  my  feet  would 
a  blistered. 

Wal,  arter  all,  I  thought  I  never  should  a  got  into 
the  house  when  I  did  git  to  it.  It  was  soalMred 
high,  and  a  heap  of  stun  steps  went  up  to  the  door. 
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with  a  kind  of  picket  fence  made  out  of  iron,  all  ctcr- 
leeued  oyer  on  the  sides.  I  looked  all  over  the  door 
for  a  knocker^  but  couldn't  find  nothing  in  the  shape 
of  one,  only  a  square  chunk  of  silver,  with  cousin 
Beebe's  name  writ  on  it  I  rapped  with  mj  fist  till 
die  skin  eenamost  peeled  off  my  knuckles,  but  no* 
body  seined  to  hear,  and  I  begun  to  think  the  folks 
warn't  to  hum,  and  that  I  should  lose  my  dinner 
arter  all.  I  was  jest  beginning  to  think  it  best  to 
make  tracks  for  Peck  slip  agin,  when  a  feller  come 
by  and  kinder  slacked  tackle,  and  looked  as  if  he  was 
a  going  to  speak. 

'^  Look  a  here,  you  sir,"  sez  I,  ^'can  you  tell  me 
whether  the  folks  that  live  here  are  to  home  or  not  ? 
I  can't  make  nobody  hear." 

"  Why  don't  you  ring  the  bell  ?"  sez  he,  a  looking 
at  me  as  if  be  never  see  a  man  afore. 

I  went  down  the  steps  and  looked  up  to  the  ruff 
of  the  house,  but  it  was  so  darned  high  that  I  couldn't 
a  seen  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  a  belfry,  if  there'd 
been  a  dozen  on  'em. 

**  I'll  be  darned  if  I  can  see  any  bell,"  sez  I  to  the 
man,  and  then  he  kinder  puckered  up  his  mouth,  and 
looked  as  if  he  was  a  going  to  larf  right  out. 

"  You  seem  to  be  a  stranger  in  the  city,"  sez  he, 
a  trying  to  bite  in,  for  I  s'pose  he  see  that  my  dander 
was  a  gitting  up. 

''  Yes,"  sez  I,  **  I  am,  and  what  of  that  ?" 

"Oh,  nothing,"  sez  he,  a  hauling  in  his  horns 
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quite  a  considerable.  ^^  Jest  pull  that  little  silver 
knob  there,  and  I  rather  think  you  can  make  them 
hear." 

With  that  I  went  up  the  steps  agin,  and  give  the 
knob,  as  he  called  it,  an  ahnightj  jerk,  for  I  felt  a 
little  riled  about  being  larfed  at.  It  wam't  half  a 
jifiy  afore  the  door  was  opened,  and  a  great  strapping 
nigger  stood  inside,  staring  at  me  as  if  he  meant  to 
swaller  me  hull,  without  vinegar  or  gravy  sarce. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  you  snow  ball  you,  what  are  you 
staring  at  ?  Why  don't  you  git  out  of  the  way  and 
let  me  cum  in?" 

"  Who  do  you  want  ?  "  sez  he,  without  so  much 
as  moving  an  inch,  —  the  impudent  varmint  I  - 

**  What's  that  to  you,  you  darned  lump  of  char- 
coal? "  sez  I ;  "jest  you  mind  your  own  bisness,  and 
git  out  of  the  door."  With  that  I  give  him  a  shove, 
and  went  into  the  entry-way.  When  the  nigger  had 
picked  himself  up  agin,  I  told  him  to  go  and  tell 
Miss  Beebe  that  her  cousin  Jonathan  Slick,  from 
Weathersfield,  Connecticut,  wanted  to  see  her. 

I  wish  you  could  a  seen  how  the  feller  showed  the 
whites  of  his  eyes  when  I  said  this.  I  couldn't  keep 
from  larfin  to  see  him  a  bowing  and  a  scraping  to  me. 

^^  Jest  step  into  the  drawing  room,"  sez  he,  a  open- 
ing a  door,  ^'  I  will  tell  Miss  Beebe  that  you  are 
here." 

By  the  living  hokey  1  I  never  stepped  my  foot  in 
such  a  room  as  that  in  all  my  born  days.     I  ndy 
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thought  my  boot  was  a  smkiiig  inter  the  floor^  the 

carpet  was  so  thick  and  soft.     It  seemed  jest  like 

walking  over  the  onion  patches,  when  they've  jest 

been  raked  and  planted  in  the  spring  time.     The 

winder  curtains  were  all  yaller  silk,  with  a  great  heap 

of  blue  tossels  hanging  round  the  edges ;  and  there 

was  no  eend  to  the  little  square  benches,  about  as 

big  as  mama's  milking  stool,  all  kivered  over  with 

lambs  and  rabbits  a  sleeping  among  lots  of  flowers, 

as  nat'ral  as  life.     The  backs  of  the  chairs  were  solid 

mahogany  or  cherry-tree  wood,  or  something  like  it, 

and  they  were  kinder  rounded  off  and  curled  in  like 

a  butter    scoop    turned  handle  downward.     Then 

there  were  two  chairs,  all  stuffed  and  kivered  with 

shiney  black  doth,  with  a  great  long  rocker  a  poking 

out  behind ;   and  on  the  mantle  shelf  was  something 

that  I  couldn't  make  out  the  use  on,  —  it  was  a  heap 

of  stuff  that  looked  like   gold,  with  a  woman,  all 

kivered  over  with  something  that  made  her 'shine  like 

a  gilt  button,  lying  on  the  top.     I  wanted  to  finger 

it  awfully,  but  there  was  a  glass  thing  put  over  it, 

and  I   could'nt;    but  I  hadn't  peeked  about  long 

afore   I   found  out  that  it  was  one  of  these  new 

fashioned  clocks  that  we've  heard  about ;  but  it's  no 

more  like  them  clocks  that  our  Samuel  peddles,  than 

chalk  is  like  cheese. 

There  were  two  other  things,  kinder  like  the  clock, 
on  both  eends  of  the  mantle  shelf,  but  they  wam't 
nigh   so    big,   and  they  had'nt  no  pointers  nor  no 
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woman  <m  the  top,  and  insted  of  the  glaas  kiver 
there  was  long  cb^mlrg  o'  glass  b«-T»gi«g  down  all 
round  them,  like  iddes  xound  the  noee  of  our  pump 
in  the  winter  time.  I  giye  one  on  'em  a  little  lift 
jest  to  find  out  what  it  was,  but  the  glasses  begun 
to  gingle  so  that  it  scared  me  out  of  a  year's  growth, 
and  I  sot  down  agin  mi^ty  quick,  I  can  t^  you. 

Wal,  arter  a  while  I  begun  to  grow  fidgety,  so  I 
sot  down  on  a  settee  all  kivered  over  with  shiney 
cloth  like  the  chairs,  but  I  guess  I  hopped  up  agin 
spry  enough.  I  never  saw  anything  giv  as  the  seat 
did,  I  thou^t  at  first  that  I  was  a  sinking  clear 
through  to  the  floor,  clothes  and  alL  It  makes  me 
fidgety  to  be  shut  up  in  a  room  alone,  so  I  b^un  to 
fix  a  little ;  but  all  I  could  du,  them  new  cassimere 
pantakx)ns,  that  Judy  White  made  for  me,  would 
keep  a  slipping  up,  eenamost  to  the  top  of  my  boots. 
I  don't  see  how  on  arth  the  chaps  in  New  York  keep 
their  trousers'  legs  down  so  slick ;  one  would  think 
they  had  been  dipped  into  'em  as  marm  makes  her 
taller  candles,  they  fit  so. 

Wal,  arter  I'd  worked  long  enough  on  the  tamal 
things,  I  went  up  to  a  whapper  of  a  looking-glass, 
that  reached  eenamost  from  the  top  to  the  bottom  o' 
the  room,  and  jest  took  a  peep  at  a  chap  about  my 
size  on  t'other  side.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  the  feller 
there  wam't  to  be  sneezed  at  on  a  rainy  day,  if  he  did 
cum  from  the  country;  though,  for  a  sizfooter,  he 
looked  mighty  small  in  that  big  looking-glass.     I 
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gaess  you'd  a  larfed  to  a  seen  him  trying  to  coax  his 
dickey  to  curl  over  the  edge  of  that  pkguey  stiff 
bombazine  stock  that  mann  made^  and  to  a  seen  him 
a  puUing  down  them  narrer  short  risbands  so  as  to 
make  diem  stick  out  under  his  cnS,  and  a  slicking 
down  his  hair  on  each  side  of  his  face  with  both 
hands;  but  it  wouldn't  stay  though.  Nothing  on 
arth  but  a  hog  is  so  contrary  as  a  feller's  hair^  when 
it  once  gits  to  sticking  up,  I  du  think. 

I'd  fixed  up  purty  smart,  considering,  and  was  jest 
sticking  my  breast-pin  a  leetle  Hu>re  in  sight,  when 
the  door  opened  and  cousin  Mary  come  in.  K  I 
hadn't  expected  it  was  her,  I'm  sartin  I  shouldn't 
a  known  her  no  more  than  nothing,  she  was  so 
puckered  up.  She  had  on  a  silk  frock,  ruffled  round 
the  bottom,  and  her  hair  hung  in  great  long  black 
curls  down  her  neck,  eenamost  to  her  bosom,  and  she 
had  a  gold  chidn  wound  all  round  her  head,  besides 
one  a  hanging  about  her  neck,  and  her  waist  wam't 
bigger  round  than  a  pint  cup.  I  never  was  so  struck 
up  in  my  life,  as  I  was  tu  see  her.  Instid  of  coming 
up  and  giving  me  a  good  shake  o'  the  hand  or  a  buss 
—  there  wouldn't  a  been  any  harm  in't  as  we  were 
cousins  —  she  put  one  foot  for'ard  a  little  and  drew 
t'  other  back  kind  o'  catecomering,  and  then  she  sort 
o'  wri^led  her  shoulders,  and  bent  for'ard  and  made 
a  curchy,  city  fashion.  Sez  I  tu  myself,  ^^  If  that's 
what  you're  up  tu,  TU  jest  show  you  that  we've  had 
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a  dancing  school  in  Weathersfield  since  you  left;  it. 
Miss  Beebe."  So  I  put  out  my  right  foot  and  drew 
it  up  into  the  holler  of  t'other  foot,  and  let  my  arms 
drop  down  a  sort  a  parpindicular,  and  bent  for'ard  — 
jest  as  a  feller  shuts  a  jack  knife  when  he's  afeard  of 
cutting  his  fingers  —  and  keeping  my  eyes  fixed  on 
her  face,  though  I  did  have  to  roll  'em  up  a  leetle, 
I  reckon  I  give  her  a  purty  respectable  sample  of  a 
Weathersfield  bow  to  match  her  York  curches. 

"  Pray  be  seated,  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  she,  a  screwing 
her  mouth  up  into  a  sort  of  a  smile ;  but  when  I  saw 
how  she  was  stuck  up,  I  wam't  a-going  to  be  behind 
hand  with  her,  so  I  puckered  up  my  mouth  tu, 
though  it  was  awful  hard  work,  and  sez  I,  "  arter 
you  is  manners  for  me.  Miss  Beebe." 

With  that  she  sot  down  in  one  of  the  rocking 
chairs,  and  stuck  her  elbow  on  her  arm  and  let  her 
head  drop  into  her  hand,  as  if  she  war^'t  more  than 
half  alive;  and  sez  she — 

"  Take  an  ottoman,  Mr.  Slick." 

I  guess  I  turned  red  enough,  for  I  hadn't  no  idee 
what  she  ment,  but  I  sot  down  on  one  of  the  foot- 
stools at  a  venter,  and  then  she  said, 

"  How  do  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Slick  du  ?  I  hope  they're 
well." 

I  felt  my  ebenezer  a  gittirig  up  to  hear  her  call  her 
husband's  own  imcle  and  aunt  sich  stuck  up  names, 
and  sez  I, 
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'^  Your  uncle  and  aunt  are  purty  smart,  so  as  to 
be  jogging  about,  thank  you.  Miss  Beebe."  I  hadn't 
but  jest  got  the  words  out  of  my  mouth  when  there 
was  a  bell  rung  so  as  to  make  me  jmnp  up,  and  in  a 
minit  arter  cousin  John  come  in. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  IL 

THE  FAMILT  DINNEB  AND  mPFECTS  OF  JULY  CYDER. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  SUck,  JugHee  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weaihersfidd,  in  the  Stale  of  Connecticut  : 

D£AB  PaB, 

**  Wal,  I  see  youVe  found  the  way,  cousin  Slick," 
sez  he,     "  Mary,  my  dear,  is  dinner  ready  ?  " 

She  hadn't  time  to  speak  before  two  great  doors 
slid  into  the  partition,  and  there  was  another  room 
jest  as  much  like  the  one  we  was  in,  as  two  peas  in  a 
pod.  A  table  was  sot  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  all 
kivered  with  rale  China  dishes,  and  first  rate  glass 
tumblers,  and  a  silver  thing  to  set  the  pepper  box  in 
— you  haint  no  idee  how  stilish  it  was.  But  as  true 
as  you  live,  there  stood  that  etamal  nigger,  close  by 
the  td)le,  as  large  as  life.  I  didn't  know  what  to 
make  on  it,  but  sez  I  to  myself,  ^  if  cousin  John's  got 
to  be  an  abolitionist  and  expects  me  to  eat  with  a  nig- 
ger, hell  find  himself  mistaken,  I'll  be  darned  to  dar- 
nation  if  he-  don't  I '  But  I  needn't  a  got  so  wrathy ; 
the  critter  didn't  offer  to  set  down,  he  only  stood 
there  to  git  any  thing  that  we  wanted. 

"  Do  you  take  verminsilly,  Mr.  Slick  ?  "  says  Miss 
Beebe,  biting  off  her  words  as  if  she  was  afraid  they'd 
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bum  her.      With  that  she  took  the  kiver  oflp  one  of 
the  dishee^  and  began  to  ladle  oat  some  soup  with  a 
great   silver  dipper  as  bright  as  a  new  fifty  cent 
piece. 

"No,  thank  you,"  says  I,  "but  111  take  some  of 
that  are  soup  instead,  if  youVe  no  objection.**  The 
critter  was  jest  beginning  to  pucker  up  her  mouth 
again,  as  if  she'd  found  out  something  to  poke  fun  at, 
but  cousin  John  looked  at  her  so  eternal  cross  that 
she  was  glad  to  choke  in.  I  s'pose  cousin  John  see 
that  I  felt  dreadful  oneasy,  so  he  said,  kind  a  coax- 

"  ^le  meant  venninsilly  soup,  cousin  Slick.     Let 
her  help  you  to  some,  I'm  sartin  you'll  Kke  it." 

*'  Wal,"  says  I,  "I  don't  care  if  I  du."    So  I  took 
up  a  queer  looking  spoon  that  lay  by  my  plate,  and 
tried  to  eat,  but  all  I  could  du,  the  soup  would  keep 
aruBning  through  the  spoon  into  the  dish  agin.   I 
tried  and  tried  to  git  one  good  mouthful,  but  I  mi^t 
jest  as  well  have  deta<rmined  to  dip  up  the  Connecti- 
cut river  in  a  sieve,  and  the  most  I  could  git  was  two 
or  three  sprangles  of  little  white  things  that  I  stirred 
up  from  the  bottom  of  the  plate,  that  didn't  taste 
bad,  but  to  save  my  life  I  couldn't  make  out  what 
^ey  were  made  out  of.    Arter  I'd  been  a  fidiing  and 
(fiving  ever  so  long,  a  trying  to  git  one  good  spoon- 
ful, so  that  I  could  tell  what  it  was,  I  looked  up,  and 
there  was  the  nigger  showing  his  teeth,  and  rolling 
about  his  eyes,  like  a  black  cat  in  the  durk.    It  made 
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me  wrathy^  for  I  surmized  that  he  was  a  larfing  to 
see  me  a  working  so  to  git  a  mouthful  of  something 
to  eat.  I  couldn't  hold  in  any  longer,  so  I  jumped 
up  and  flung  down  the  spoon  upon  the  floor,  as  spite- 
ful as  could  be,  and  sez  I  to  the  nigger,  sez  I, 

**  What  do  you  stand  a  grinning  at  there,  woolly 
head  ?  go  and  git  me  a  spoon  that  hoint  got  no  slits 
in  it,  I'd  as  lief  eat  with  a  rake  as  that  are  thing." 

"  Ha,  ha,  haw  I "  larfed  out  the  eternal  black  var- 
mint, "I  thought  you  would  not  make  the  fork 
hold." 

With  that  Miss  Beebe  giggled  right  out,  and 
cousin  John  looked  as  if  he  would  a  burst  to  keep 
from  larfing  too. 

"  Stop  your  noise,  sir,"  says  he  to  the  nigger, 
**pick  up  the  fork,  and  give  Mr.  Slick  a  spoon." 

I  begun  to  feel  awful  streaked,  I  can  tell  you ;  but 
I  sot  down  agin,  and  took  up  the  real  spoon,  which 
lay  on  a  kind  of  towel  folded  up  by  my  plate,  and  I 
begun  to  eat,  without  saying  a  word,  though  I'd  a 
gin  a  silver  dollar  if  they  would  a  let  me  got  up  and 
licked  the  nigger. 

Wal,  arter  I'd  got  a  good  mouthful  of  the  soup,  I 
couldn't  make  out  what  it  was  made  of,  for  I  couldn't 
remember  of  ever  seeing  the  name  Miss  Beebe  called 
it  by,  in  the  dictionary.  *  Maybe  it's  Latin,'  says  I, 
to  myself,  and  then  I  tried  to  think  over  what  it 
could  mean,  and  if  nobody  had  told  me  what  the 
definition  was  in  the  Latin  school  which  you  sent 
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me  tu  there  in  Weathersfield.  Verminsilly  1  Vermin- 
silly  1  Venninsilly  I  kept  a  nmning  through  my  head 
all  the  time.     I  knew  what  silly  meant  well  enough, 
and  then  it  popped  into  my  head,  all  at  once,  that 
vermin  comes  from  the  Latin  vermis^  which  means 
worms.     Worm  soup  1  my  gracious,  the  very  idee  of 
it  made  me  feel  awful  bad  at  the  stomach  I    But  I 
might  have  known  it  by  the  looks,  and  I  should  if 
rd  ever  heard  of  sich  a  thing,   for  the  little  slim 
critters   swinmiing  round  in  the  liquor,  looked  as 
much  like  angle-worms  biled  down  white  as  could  be. 
Arter  I  found  out  what  it  was  made  of,  I  rather 
guess  they  didn't  catch  me  a  eating  any  more  of  their 
venninsilly  soup ;  so  I  pushed  it  away  half  across  the 
table,  and  wiped  my  mouth  purty  considerably  with 
my  pocket  hankercher.     The  nigger  took  the  whole 
on't  away,  and  I  declare  I  was  glad  enough  to  get  rid 
of  it 

^^  What  on  arth  have  they  put  this  towel  here 
for?"  says  I  to  myself;  and  then  I  stole  a  sly  look 
over  to  cousin  Beebe,  to  see  if  he'd  got  one,  or  if 
they  only  gave  towels  to  company.  Cousin  John 
had  one  jest  like  mine,  but  he'd  spread  it  out  on  his 
lap,  so  I  jest  took  up  mine  and  kivered  over  my 
cashmeres  with  it  tu. 

Considering  there  was  no  onions  on  the  table,  I 
made  out  a  purty  fair  dinner.  I  was  a  beginning  to 
think  about  moving  when  the,  nigger  brought  a  lot 
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of  blue  glass  bowls  about  half  fiill  of  water,  and  sot 
one  down  by  each  of  us.  What  they  could  be  for 
I  hadn't  the  least  notion,  but  I  kept  a  bright  look 
out  to  see  what  cousin  John  did,  and  when  I  saw 
him  dip  his  fingers  into  his  bowl  and  wipe  'em.  on  a 
sort  of  red  towel  which  the  ni^er  brought  along 
with  the  bowls,  I  jest  went  over  the  mancBuvie  as 
natural  as  life. 

Wal,  while  we  were  talking  about  the  banks,  and 
old  times,  and  Weathersfield  folks  dying  off  so^  that 
coot  of  a  nigger  cleared  the  table  right  off  as  slick  as 
a  whistle ;  and  afore  I  hardly  knew  what  the  fellow 
was  up  tu,  he  come  along  and  sot  down  a  set  of  de- 
canters, and  two  cider  bottles  with  the  necks  all 
kivered  over  with  sheet  lead,  and  then  he  brought 
two  baskets  made  out  of  silver,  one  on  'em  was  filled 
chuck  full  of  oranges  and  tother  was  heaped  up  with 
great  purple  grapes ;  I  declare  it  eenamost  made  my 
mouth  water  to  see  the  great  bunches  a  han^g  over 
the  edge  of  the  basket.     I'd  jest  put  a  whopper  of  a. 
bunch  on  the  little  China  plate  which  the  feller  set. 
for  me,  and  was  considering  whether  it  would  be 
genteel  to  cut  the  grapes  in  tu  with  the  cunning 
little  silver  knifa  which  was  put  by  the  plate,  when, 
all  tu  once,  pop !  went  something,  eenamostr  as  loud, 
as  a  pistol,  close  by  me.     I  jumped  up  about  the 
quickest,  I  can  tell  you ;  but  it  was  only  the  nigger 
a  opening,  one  of  the  cider  bottles;  he  poured  out 
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some  for  me  in  a  great  long  glass  with  a  spindle  neck, 
and  I  dmnk  it  all  at  a  oonple  of  swaUen^  without 
stopping  to  breathe.  Bj  jingo  I  but  it  was  capital 
ddet;  arter  Pd  drunk  one  glass  I  begun  to  feel  as 
spry  as  a  cricket. 

**  Here,  snowball,"  sez  I,  "give  us  another;  these 
glasses  are  awful  small ;  now,  I  like  to  drink  cider 
out  of  a  pint  mag." 

"  Take  care,"  says  cousin  Beebe,  "Pm  afeard  you'll 
find  the  cider,  as  you  call  it,  rather  apt  to  get  into 
yomr  head." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  sez  I,  '<  I  can  stand  a  quart  any 
day.  Here,  cousin  Mary,  take  another  glass,  you 
haint  forgot  old  times  have  you  ?  though  I  s'pose  they 
don't  have  applecuts  and  quiltmgs  here  in  York,  du 
they?" 

I  don't  remember  what  she  said,  but  I  know  this, 

my  eyes  begun  to  grow  allfired  bright,  and  afore  I 

got  up  to  go  hum,  that  nigger  must  have  put  more 

than  twenty  baskets  of  grapes  on  the  table,  and  the 

oranges  seemed  to  grow  bigger  and  bigger  every 

minit,  and  I  know  there  wur  more  than  three  times 

as  many  glasses  and  decanters  on  the  table,  as  there 

uras  at  fust.     I  ruther  think  it  was  purty  nigh  tea 

time  when  I  got  up  to  go  back  to  the  sloop  agin.    I 

insisted  on  giving  cousin  Mary  a  buss  afore  I  went ; 

and  I  won't  be  sartin,  but  I  kinder  seem  to  remember 

gh^Hng  hands  with  the  nigger,  consam  him  1  jest  afore 

I  went  down  the  steps. 
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I  don't  feel  very  bright  this  monmig5  and  I  begin 
to  think  that  maybe  I  shall  come  back  to  Weathers- 
field  arter  all.  The  .York  cider  don't  seem  to  agree 
with  me.  I've  felt  dredful  peaked  ever  since  I  drunk 
it,  and  kinder  hum  sick  tu  boot. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  III. 

JONATHAN   VISITS  THE  EXPRESS  OFFICE.  —  SENSATIONS  ON 
SEEING  HIHSELF   IN  PRINT. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Juttiee  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  ooer  to  ffeaiherefield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Deab  Pak, 

Since  I  wrote  my  last  letter  there's  been  no  eend 
to  the  things  that  I've  had  to  du.  Arter  thmking 
about  it  eenamost  two  nights,  I  about  made  up  my 
mind  tu  settle  down  here  in  York  a  spell,  and  send 
you  a  grist  of  letters  now  and  then,  which  I  mean 
to  git  printed  in  the  New  York  Express,  the  way  I 
told  you  of. 

I've  been  up  to  see  the  editors,  and  they  want  me 
to  stay  properly,  and  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  git  so 
good  a  chance  to  take  up  this  literary  way  of  gitting 
a  living,  as  they  call  it,  if  I  don't  snap  at  this  offer 
tu  once. 

I  thought  at  first  that  I'd  try  some  other  news- 
paper, and  see  if  I  could  git  a  higher  bid,  but  some- 
how I'd  taken  a  shine  to  the  Express,  and  thought  it 
wasn't  worth  while.  It  wam't  because  there  wasn't 
papers  enough,  for  you  can't  step  three  steps  here  in 
York,  without  stumbling  over  a  little  stuck  up  news- 

VOL.  I.  C 
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paper  oflSce.  Besides,  there's  no  eend  to  the  papers 
carried  round  in  the  streets.  You  can't  go  any  where 
but  some  little  dirty  shaver  or  other,  about  knee  high 
to  a  toad,  will  stick  a  paper  out  under  your  nose,  and 
ask  you  to  buy  it,  as  crank  as  can  be.  Somehow,  it 
kinder  seemed  to  me  that  the  New  York  Express 
took  the  shine  off  the  papers  that  I'd  seen  among  'em 
all,  though  they  was  as  thick  as  toads  arter  a  rain 
storm.  I  had  a  notion  to  write  for  it  from  the  first, 
because,  think  sez  I,  that  prime  feller.  Major  Jack 
Downing,  writes  a  good  deal  for  it,  and  I  rather 
think  we  shall  hitch  tackle  like  any  thing. 

Wal,  jest  as  soon  as  I  made  up  my  mind  about  it, 
I  went  right  off,  full  chisel,  up  to  the  Express  OflSce. 
I'd  been  up  there  once  afore  to  put  my  t'other  letter 
into  the  Post  OflSce,  and  so  the  minit  I  come  to  a  high 
peaked  sort  of  a  house,  and  see  "  New  York  Express 
OflSce "  writ  on  the  eend,  I  knew  it  was  the  oflSce 
without  asking.  So  I  crossed  over,  and  kinder  hung 
about  a  leetle,  jest  to  make  my  heart  stop  a  beating 
so,  afore  I  went  in.  I  swanny  if  I  ever  felt  so  in  my 
life !  I  was  so  anxious  about  that  long  letter  that  I 
sent  to  them  to  get  printed  for  you,  that  I  was 
dreadful  loth  to  go  in,  and  eenamost  made  up  my 
mind  to  turn  about  and  make  tracks  for  the  sloop 
agin! 

Wal,  sez  I  to  myself,  it  won't  do  any  hurt  jest  to 
take  a  look  about  the  premises  afore  I  go.  A  feller 
can  find  out  a  good  deal  about  a  man's  natur,  by  the 
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looks  of  things  about  the  place  he  lives  In ;  so  I  drew 
up  before  a  board,  all  stuck  over  with  picteis,  and 
pieces  of  old  newspaper,  by  the  eend  of  the  building, 
and  putting  my  hands  in  my  pockets,  I  stood  still, 
and  looked  up'ards  to  see  what  I  could  make  out. 
Wal,  now,  says  I  to  myself,  I  rather  think  a  purty 
smart  wind,  sich  as  I've  seen  in  old  Connecticut, 
when  Squire  Sike's  bam  was  turned  bottom  eend 
up'ards,  would  make  this  house  shake  a  few.  I 
shouldn't  like  to  be  up  in  the  top  story  in  a  heavy 
gale,  anyhow.  Now,  what  on  arth,  sez  I,  looking 
down  into  a  leetle  pen,  boarded  off  the  eend  of  the 
office,  can  the  editors  want  to  du  with  this  ere  ? 

By  the  hokey,  sez  I,  arter  thinking  a  minit,  I've 
made  it  out !  These  Editor  chaps  have  jest  cut  their 
eye-teeth,  and  begin  to  find  out  the  difference  be- 
tween good,  solid  broadside  pork,  fatted  with  ginuine 
Injun  com,  and  the  lean,  peaked,  slunk-up  critters, 
that  go  about  here  a  rooting  among  the  dirt  and  a 
wallering  in  the  gutters  till  a  feller  darsent  put  on  a 
white  pair  of  trousers,  for  fear  the  dirty  varmints 
will  run  agin  him. 

Sez  I  to  myself,  these  Editors  know  what  they're 
about ;  they  mean  to  fat  their  own  pork,  and  then 
they'll  know  what  it's  fed  on.  Somehow  the  sight 
of  the  empty  pen  put  me  in  mind  of  old  times,  and  I 
begun  to  think  about  the  cattle  and  the  spring  shotes 
that  Judy  White  used  to  take  sich  care  on,  till  the 
tears  eenamost  cum  into  my  eyes,  I  was  so  hum-sick, 
c  2 
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Wal,  I  was  standing  there  on  the  stun  walk^  with 
both  hands  buried  considerable  deep  in  my  trousers' 
pockets,  a  looking  up  at  the  sign  writ  out  on  the 
yaller  eend  of  the  office,  when  a  feller  cum  up  and 
begun  to  read  the  pieces  of  paper  stuck  on  the  board 
jest  outside  the  pig-pen.  So  I  wiped  the  tarnal  tears 
away  with  the  cuff  of  my  coat, — ^for  it  made  me  feel 
kinder  cheap  to  have  anybody  see  a  feller  of  my  size 
boo-hooing  in  York  streets  because  he  happened  to 
think  about  hum  and  old  times, — and  I  got  up  a  leetle 
grit,  and  went  right  straight  for'ard  into  the  office. 
A  chap  that  sot  back  of  a  sort  of  counter,  where 
there  was  a  lot  of  papers  folded  up,  lifted  his  head 
(XQce,  and  went  to  writing  agin  as  if  I  wam't  nobody. 

"  Do  you  print  the  Evening  Express  here  ?"  sez  I 
kinder  low,  for  I  felt  so  dreadful  anxious  about  the 
letter,  that  I  was  eenamost  choked. 

"  Yes,"  sez  he,  a  gitting  up ;  "  do  you  want  one  ?" 

"  Wal,  I  don't  caire  if  I  take  one,"  sez  I,  a  forking 
out  a  fourpence-halfpenny  from  my  trousers'  pocket. 
"  Anything  particular —  that  is  purty  smart  in  it  to- 
day?" 

"  Nothing  very  remarkable  to-day,"  sez  he ;  "  but 
if  you  call  to-morrow  we  shall  print  a  capital  letter 
from  one  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick  of  Weathersfield." 

I  swanny  if  my  heart  didn't  jump  like  a  rabbit  at 
the  sight  of  a  piece  of  sweet  apple  in  snow  time  f 
"  You  don't  say  so,"  sez  I,  and  I  tried  not  to  look 
tickled  all  I  could,  but  somehow  my  mouth  wouldn't 
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stay  still;  and  I  haint  the  least  doubt  but  that  I 
kept  grinning  in  the  feller's  face,  jest  like  a  monkey 
over  a  hot  chesnut.  It  was  as  much  as  I  could  du 
to  keep  from  jumping  over  the  counter  and  hugging 
him,  I  was  so  allfired  glad. 

He  didn't  seem  to  mind,  but  sot  down  and  begun 
to  write  agin  as  if  nothing  was  the  matter,  and  so  I 
took  up  the  paper  and  went  off;  but,  I  ruther  guess 
I  stepped  high,  for  I  kept  thinking  what  you  and 
marm  and  Judy  White  would  say  when  you  saw 
yourselves  all  in  print,  as  large  as  life. 

When  I  went  out,  there  stood  the  chap  a  reading 
the  pieces  of  newspapers  yit.  I  wanted  to  go  up  and 
shake  hands  with  him  and  tell  him  all  about  it,  I 
was  so  full  of  what  the  chap  inside  said  about  my 
letter,  but  I  didn't  though.  I  went  down  to  the 
sloop,  and  I  wanted  to  tell  Captain  Doolittle  about 
it.  But,  sez  I  to  myself.  111  choke  in  to-day ;  but  if 
his  eyes  don't  stick  out  to-morrow,  I'll  lose  my  guess. 

I  ruther  think  that  I  didn't  let  the  grass  grow 
under  my  feet,  when  Thursday  cum,  but  up  I 
went  at  the  Express  Office,  like  a  house  a-fire.  It 
ndy  seem'd  as  if  my  heart  would  bust,  I  was  so 
dreadful  anxious  to  see  the  paper.  I  didn't  stop  to 
ketch  breath  but  went  right  into  the  office,  and 
there  sot  a  couple  of  fellers  that  looked  as  stiff  and 
knowing  as  could  be,  back  of  the  counter.  Sez  I  to 
myself,  I  guess  I've  found  the  editors  this  time,  any 
how. 
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**  I  want  to  get  five  papers  right  off,"  sez  I  (laying 
a  quarter  o'dollar  on  the  counter) ;  with  that  one  of 
the  editors  got  up,  as  mealy-mouthed  as  could  be,  and 
he  put  the  quarter  back  in  my  hands — sez  he, 

'^  Air.  Slick,  we  shan't  take  money  from  you;  here 
are  the  papers — come,  take  a  seat  back  of  the  coun- 
ter here — we  want  to  have  a  little  talk  with  you." 

Wal,  I  went  back,  and  the  tallest  of  the  two  chaps 
got  up  and  gin  me  his  chair,  and  says  he,  ^^'Mr.  Slick 
we've  printed  your  letter,  and  should  like  to  have 
some  more  on  'em." 

I  hitched  a  little  in  my  chair,  and  sez  I,  '^  wal,  if 
we  can  agree  about  the  price,  I  don't  care  if  I  send 
you  a  few  more,  now  and  then." 

"What  subjects  do  you  mean  to  take  up,  Mr. 
Slick  ?"  says  the  shortest  one. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  *^  I  haint  made  up  my  mind  yit,  but 
I  reckon  a'most  anything  that  turns  up." 

"  Supposing  you  try  politics,"  sez  the  tall  feller. 
"  Major  Jack  Downing  has  done  purty  well  in  that 
line.  The  'lection  comes  on  soon,  and  itil  be  a  gogd 
time  for  you  to  begin." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I'll  go  about  a  little,  and  see  how 
I  like  it."  * 

"That's  settled  then,"  sez  t'other.  "Now  Mr. 
Slick,  if  we  aint  making  too  bold,  I  should  like  to 
know  how  long  you  have  been  in  New  York?" 

I  kinder  larfed  in  my  sleeve  to  hear  the  sly  coot 
^^  to  come  round,  and  find  out  who  I  was,  and 
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all  about  me.      Sez  I  to  myself,  I  aint  quite  sartin 

about  the  tall  chap  there,  but  111  be  blamed  if  youVe 

the  least  bit  of  Yankee  in  you.     Now  a  feller  of  rale 

ginuine  giit  woiild  cum  up  to  the  mark  tu  once^  and 

would  a  jest  asked  a  feller  right  out  who  he  was,  and 

where  he  cum  from,  and  how  much  he  was  worth, 

and  how  much  he  owed,  besides  some  cute  questions 

about  his  wife  and  children,  if  he  wanted  tu.     Wal, 

thinks  I,  the  man  haint  been  brought  up  to  these 

things,  and  he  haint  to  be  blamed  for  not  knowing 

how.     So  I  put  one  leg  over  t'other^  and  sez  I, 

**  Wal,  gentlemen,  it  haint  of  no  use  to  go  cir- 
cumventing round  the  subject,  as  old  Deacon  Miles 
used  to  in  his  exhortations,  that  hadn't  neither  eend, 
middle,  or  beginning.  So  111  jest  up,  and  tell  right 
out  who  I  am,  and  what  I  mean  to  du. 

"  I  s'pose  you've  heard  of  Samuel  Slick,  the  feller 
that  wrote   that  tamal  smart  book  about  Canada, 
wooden  clocks,  and  matters  and  things  in  gineral  ?  " 
*'  Sam  Slick,  you  mean,"  sez  the  tall  editor. 
"  No  I  don't,"  sez  I,  setting  up  straight ;  "he  was 
baptized  Samuel  in   the  old  Presbyterian  Meeting 
House  in  Weathersfield,  and  nobody  but  the  news- 
paper chaps  ever  thought  of  calling  him  Sam.  It's  too 
bad  this  notion  of  cutting  off  the  latter  eend  of  a  feller's 
name ;  it's  a  whittling  things  down  a  little  too  close, 
and  it  looks  as  if  a  feller's  father  was  so  awful  poor, 
that  he  couldn't  afford  to  give  a  hull  pame  to  his  poste- 
rity.     Wal,  S^uel  Slick,  Esquire,  is  my  own  bom 
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brother — I  halnt  no  idee  of  bragging  about  my  rela- 
tion, because  it's  my  notion  that  in  a  free  country 
every  feller  ought  to  cut  his  own  fodder ;  but  when  a 
man's  relations  is  getting  up  in  the  world,  its  of  no 
use  to  be  mealy-mouthed  about  owning  'em." 

"  Yes,"  says  the  tall  chap.  "  Mr.  Samuel  Slick  is  a 
relation  which  any  man  might  be  proud  to  own." 

I  larfed  a  little.  "  Sartinly,"  sez  I,  "  Samuel  has 
contrived  to  cum  his  *  soft  sodder'  over  you  news- 
paper chaps  about  the  nicest.  I've  a  notion  too  that 
they'll  find  out  that  I  haint  much  behind  hand  with 
him ;  but  T  mean  to  write  something  about  my  life 
in  Weathersfield  one  of  these  days,  and  send  it  to 
you  to  print. 

*^Now,  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  I've  a  notion  to  hire 
an  office  somewhere  down  in  Cherry-street,  and  if 
you'll  print  my  letters,  why,  I  reckon  I  can  make  out 
to  get  a  living  out  of  these  Yorkers,  by  hook  or  by 
cropk.  I  mean  to  du  things  above  board  and  in 
an  independent  way,  jest  to  see  how  the  experiment 
'ill  work,  but  if  I  find  that  it  won't  du  I'll  take  up 
Samuel's  plan  and  go  the  soft  sodder  principle ;  his 
mode  'ill  work  tarnation  well,  and  if  they  don't  find 
Jonathan  Slick  —  your  most  obedient  servant  to  com- 
mand —  a  chip  from  the  same  block;  I'U  lose  my 
guess,  that's  all  I " 

When  I'd  said  this,  I  got  up  and  put  on  my  hat, 
and  then  I  happened  to  think  about  the  fourpence- 
hapenny,  and  I  turned  to  the  chap  that  sot  writing, 
and  sez  I, — 
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"  Look  a  here  !  I  believe  I  forgot  to  take  change 
for  fourpence  t'other  day.  I'll  take  that  three  cents 
now,  if  youVe  no  objection."  The  feller  handed  over 
the  three  coppers,  and  I  pocketed  'em  as  I  went 
out  of  doors.  **  A  penny  saved  is  worth  two  amed," 
sez  I  to  myself. 

The  very  minit  I  got  into  the  street,  I  couldn't 
hold  in  any  longer.  So  I  jest;  stopped  on  the  walk 
by  the  Post-office  and  opened  one  of  the  papers.  By 
the  living  hokey,  if  the  first  thing  I  see  wasn't  a 
picter  of  my  ovm  self,  as  large  as  life  and  twice  as 
nat'ral,  a  standing  up  on  the  top  of  the  paper  as  crank 
as  could  be !  There  was  the  Express  office  and  the 
teenty  pig  pen,  and  all  jest  as  it  was  when  I  fust  see 
it.  I  swan,  if  I  didn't  haw-haw  right  out  loud  in 
the  street  1  Down  I  went  to  the  sloop,  about 
the  quickest,  and  I  up  and  told  Captin  Doolittle 
all  about  it.  I  thought  the  tamal  critter  would 
a  gone  off  the  handle,  he  larfed  so  when  he  saw  how 
nat'ral  the  picter  looked ;  but  he  larfed  on  t'other 
side  of  his  mouth,  I  reckon,  when  he  read  what  I'd 
said  about  him  in  the  letter.  He  got  awful  wrathy, 
but  I  only  sot  still  and  took  it  as  if  nothing  had  been 
the  matter. 

"Look  a  here,  Captin  Doolittle,"  sez  I,  "aint 
Editors  and  Lawyers  always  abusing  one  another  in 
print  ?  Don't  they  call  each  other  all  kinds  o'  names, 
and  then  don't  they  shake  hands  and  come  soft  sodder 
over  each  other  when  they  come  face  to  face  ?     If  you 
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have  the  honor  of  going  about  with  a  man  that  writes 
for  the  newspapers,  you  must  be  an  etamal  coot  if 
you  git  mad  because  he  prints,  that  you  love  cider- 
brandy  and  eat  raw  turnips.  I  can  tell  you  what, 
you  wouldn't  find  many  newspaper  chaps  that'd  stick 
to  the  truth  as  dose  as  I  did.  So  jest  haul  in  your 
boms,  and  I'll  write  a  private  letter  to  Par,  and  tell 
him  all  I  said  about  you  was  *  poetical  license,'  as  the 
editors  call  it  when  they've  told  a  whopper,  or  a  leetle 
too  much  truth  —  for  one's  as  bad  as  t'other  now-a- 
days." 

"Wal,"  sez  he,  "if  you'll  du  that,  I'll  make  up; 
but  its  allfired  hard.  But  I  say,  Jonathan,  you'll 
stand  treat,  wont  you?" 

I  felt  sorry  for  the  critter,  and  so  I  went  to  a  gro- 
cery with  him,  and  I  guess  the  long  nines  and  the 
New  England  rum  that  I  called  for  sot  all  things  tu 
rights  in  less  than  no  time. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  IV. 

THE   POLITICAL   MEETING  AND  ITS  DISASTERS. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weatherefidd,  in  the  StaU  of  Connecticut. 

Deab  Par, 

Wal,  a  few  nights  ago,  I  thought  I'd  try  one  of 
them  political  meetings  the  Editors  wanted  me  to  at- 
tend and  see  how  they  carried  on  there.     So  Captin 
Doolittle  and  I  went  to  one  of  the  great  halls  hired 
for  caucuses,  and  crowded  in  by  degrees,  for  the  hull 
buUding  was  jammed  full  of  human  live  stock  long 
afore  we  got  there.     Arter  a  good  deal  of  scuffling, 
we  got  up  by  one  of  the  winders  where  we  could  see 
purty  much  all  that  was  going  on.     I  never  in  all  my 
bom  days  saw  sich  a  lot  of  horned  cattle  together. 
Some  on  'em  was  barefooted,  and  a  good  many  hadn't 
more  than  a  coat  and  a  pair  of  trousers  among  four 
or  five  on  'em.     One  feller  close  by  me  had  the  rim 
of  his  hat  ripped  off  till  it  hung  down  on  his  shoulders- 
the  top  was  stove  in,  and  he  had  a  black  eye,  besides 
another  that  wouldn't  see  straight.     "  Look  a  here," 
sez  he  to  me,  "  why  don't  you  shout  when  we  du  ?  " 

"Because  I  aint  a  mind  tu,"  sez  I,  "how  are  you 
gomg  to  help  yourself?"     Jest  then  a  leetle  pussy 
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lawyer  cum  a  crowding  through  the  gang,  and  at  the 
sight  of  him  they  all  sot  up  a  noise  that  made  my 
hair  stand  on  eend. 

I  never  heard  anything  like  it,  they  yeUed  and  hol- 
lered enough  to  split  the  ruff  off  the  house.  The 
chunked  feUer,  with  his  hat  knocked  into  the  middle 
of  next  week,  pokea  about  with  his  elbows  till  he  got 
room  to  draw  his  fiddle  bow  across  a  rickety  fiddle, 
that  had  two  of  the  strings  broke  off  and  was  cracked 
from  eend  to  eend.  Squeak,  squeak,  went  the  fiddle 
close  to  my  ear>  like  a  pig  when  he's  being  yoked. 
With  that,  a  lot  of  fellers,  some  with  their  coat  tails 
tore  off,  and  some  with  their  trousers  held  up  with  a 
piece  of  list  instead  of  galluses,  and  every  one  on  'em  as 
ragged  as  year  old  colts,  begun  to  dance  up  and  down 
the  room,  but  such  double  shuffles  and  pigeon  wings, 
was  enough  to  make  a  feller  die  a  larfin.  Our  old 
Avhite  cow  used  to  dance  twice  as  well  when  she  got 
into  one  of  her  tantrums.  *^  Hurra  for  our  side ! 
hurra  1  hurra  1 "  yelled  out  a  tall  feller  close  by  the 
fiddler,  with  a  mouth  that  twisted  one  way  and  his 
nose  curling  off  on  t'other  side,  as  if  they  hated  each 
other  like  cats  and  dogs ;  and  with  that  he  took  off  his 
old  straw  hat  and  shied  it  off  into  the  middle  of  the 
dancers.  It  lodged  on  the  top  of  a  feller's  head  that 
was  jest  then  trying  to  cut  a  pigeon  wing  over  one  of 
the  benches. 

"  Helloa,  you  feller  you,  jest  toss  back  that  hat. 


BX   JONATHAN   SLICK^  E8Q.  37 

will  you  ?  "  sung  out  the  tall  feller,  a  pitching  for'ard 
head  over  heels  arter  his  hat. 

"  No  I  wont.  111  be  rumbusticated  if  I  du,"  sez 
the  t'other  chap,  a  pushing  toward  the  door,  holding 
the  hat  down  with  both  hands,  as  if  he  wam't  used  to 
them  kind  o'  things ;  '^  all  fair  in  lection  time.  Hurra 
for  equal  rights  I " 

Jest  then  there  cum  in  a  grist  of  fellers  a  yelling 
and  a  kicking  up  their  heels  like  all  possessed  They'd 
brought  in  some  more  lection  news. 

"Who  on  arth  can  these  critters  be?"  sez  I  to 
Captin  Doolittle. 

"  O,  that's  a  squad  of  Irishmen  ;  don't  you  see  how 
the  hair's  all  worn  off  their  heads  a  carrying  brick 
hods  on  'end  ?  "  says  the  Captin. 

"  You  don't  say  so  I  now  by  gracious  how  they  du 
blather  out  their  words,  don't  they?"  sez  I,  but  I 
might  as  well  a  been  talking  to  a  stun  fence,  for  jest 
that  minit  the  hull  on  'em  sot  up  a  noise  that  was 
enough  to  make  a  feller's  eye  teeth  jump  out  of  his 
head. 

Did  you  ever  hear  four  hundred  thousand  wild  cats 
and  bears,  and  wolves,  and  screech  owls,  a  squalling, 
and  a  howling,  and  a  squeaking  together  ?  J£  you 
haint,  there's  no  use  trying  to  make  you  have  the 
least  idee  how  that  etarnal  crowd  of  critters  did  hoot 
and  yell.  There  they  were  a  screaming,  and  a  stamp* 
ing,  and  a  dancing,  and  a  fiddling,  all  in  a  heap,  till 


38  HIGH  LIFE   IN  NEW   YOBK. 

a  feller  couldn't  hear  himself  thinks  and  wouldn^t  a 
known  what  he  was  thinking  about  if  he  did  hear. 

"  Now,"  says  a  leetle  man  by  the  winder,  "  clear 
your  pipes,  feller  citizens ;  let's  give  'em  a  song.  I've 
got  one  printed  off  here  so  that  you  can  all  jine 
in.  Them  that  can't  read,  or  don't  know  the  tune, 
can  sing  Yankee  Doodle  or  Hail  Columbia." 

With  that  he  flung  a  hull  grist  of  papers  among 
the  crowd  and  begun  tu  raise  his  ebenezer  rather 
strong  afore  the  rest  sot  in.     By-am-by  they  all  got 
a  going  and  the  way  they  roared  out  the  song  was 
awful,  I  can  tell  you.     Some  of  'em  sung  in  one  tune 
and  some  in  another — every  man  went  on  his  own 
hook.  The  pussy  little  feller  pulled  away  on  the  fiddle 
like  all  natur,  and  the  chap  with  the  skewed  nose 
made  a  plaguey  squeaking  with  a  split  fife  that  he 
had.     The  feller  that  hadn't  no  crown  in  his  hat  bel- 
lered  out  Auld  Lang  Syne,  and  I  see  another  chap 
holding  his  paper  upside  down,  and  blowing  away  at 
Old  Hundred  like  all  natur.     When  they  begun  to 
drop  off,  for  it  wam't  to  be  expected  that  sich  a  heap 
of  critters  could  stop  all  together,  the  pussy  feller 
with  the  fiddle  yelled  out,  "  Hurra  for  the  song  1  — 
Three  cheers  for  singing  1"     And  then  they  went  at 
it  agin,  a  hooting  and  tossing  up  their  hats  —  them 
that  had  'em — as  if  Old  Nick  himself  had  kicked  'em 
on  eend.     By  gracious  !  I  don't  believe  such  a  lot  of 
white  Injuns  ever  got  together  before,  or  ever  will 
agin.     There  was  one  great  feller,  as  pussy  as  a  bag 
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of  bran  in  harvest  time,  tliat  roared  out  his  words  like 
a  hog  that  had  been  lamed  to  talk. 

"  That's  a  Yorkshireman,''  sez  Captin  Doolittle, 
"I'Utreat  if  itaint." 

^^  Wal^  who  on  arth  is  that  feller  there  a  talking  to 
that  little  stuck  up  chap  with  the  peaked  nose? 
What  in  the  name  of  natur  does  he  mean  by  his 
spracks  and  his  yaws  f  K I  was  the  little  feller,  I'd 
jest  thank  him  not  to  bark  in  my  face  that  way ;  he 
opens  his  mouth  as  if  he  was  a  going  to  swaller  the 
poor  critter  hull,  every  time  he  speaks  —  du  tell, 
who  can  he  be,  Captin  ?** 

"  Wal,"  sez  the  Captin,  **I  don't  know  sartin,  but 
I  ruther  guess  he's  one  of  them  Dutch  fellers,  by  his 
lingo." 

**  There,  now,  look  a  there,"  sez  I,  a  pinting  to  a 
feller  that  had  jest  come  up  to  the  Dutch  chap.  He 
wasn't  over  clean,  anyhow,  but  he  had  a  great  brass 
hankercher-pin  stuck  in  his  bosom,  and  he  strutted 
so  that  a  common  chap  couldn't  a  touched  him  with  a 
ten  foot  pole.  I  poked  my  elbows  into  Captin  Doo- 
little's  ribs,  to  try  and  make  him  tell  me  what  he 
was ;  but  he  was  a  lookiag  t'other  way,  and  wouldn't 
mind  me.  By-am-by,  the  feller  begun  to  talk  to  the 
Dutch  chap.  He  kept  a  flinging  his  arms  about 
every  which  way,  and  a  jabbering  over  a  mess  of 
lingo  that  Tvas  enough  to  make  a  man  larf  in  his  face. 
The  words  all  run  together  like  marm's  curd  when 
the  cheese  gets  contrary  and  wont  set.     The  Dutch 
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feller  kept  a  opening  his  mouth,  and  once  in  a  while 
a  word  would  come  out  full  chunk,  right  in  t'other's 
face.  Think,  sez  I,  if  this  aint  a  touch  of  the  dead 
languages,  it  ought  to  be,  that's  all  —  for  it's  enough 
to  make  a  feller  die  right  off  to  hear  it.  He  seemed 
to  be  ashamed  of  himself  at  last,  and  begun  to  try  to 
talk  ginuine  American,  but  he  made  awful  work  on't. 
By-am-by  I  found  out  that  he  was  a  Frenchman ;  for 
a  tall  laathy  feller,  that  I'd  a  took  my  Bible  oath  cum 
straight  off  the  Green  Mountains,  went  up  to  him, 
sort  o'  wrathy,  and  sez  he,  **Hold  your  yop,  you 
tamal  Frenchman  I  if  you  don't  like  this  country  and 
what  we're  a  doing,  you'd  better  go  back  hum  agin. 
I  haint  no  doubt  but  you  can  git  enough  frog  soup 
without  coming  here  to  run  us  down." 

The  French  feller  turned  as  red  as  a  turkey's  top- 
ping, and  he  began  to  sputter  away,  as  mad  as  he 
could  be.  But  t'other  chap  jest  put  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  and  sez  he  —  "  You  go  to  grass !  "  I  don't 
know  what  else  he  said,  for  that  minit  they  all  sot  up 
one  of  their  ahnighty  roars  and  yelled  out  "A 
speech,  a  speech  I "  Then  a  feller  with  spectacles  on, 
got  up  to  make  a  speech,  and  arter  rolling  up  his  shirt 
sleeves  and  spitting  on  his  hands  as  if  he  was  going 
to  chopping  wood,  he  went  at  it  shovel  and  tongs. 

Ill  be  dam'd  to  damation  if  it  didn't  make  my 
blood  bile  to  hear  how  he  went  on.  Sich  a  stream  o' 
talk  I  never  did  hear  cum  from  one  human  critter. 
At  last  I  got  so  wrathy  that  I  couldn't  stand  it  no 
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longer,     and     bust    right  out    the,  minit  he'd  got 
through. 

**  Feller  citizeiis  of  New  York,**  sez  I,  a  moimtiiig 
myself  on  the  ^winder  sill,  and  sticking  my  right  aim 
out  as  stiff  as  a  crowbar,  ^^  I  aint  much  used  to  public 
speaking,  but  I  must  say  a  few  words." 

**  Hurra  for  the  Yankee  —  go  it  green  horn  —  tip 

us  a  speech,  a  rale  downright  roarer  I "  sung  out  more 

than  a  dozen  on  'em,  and  all  the  men  about  me  turned 

their  jaws  up,  and  opened  their  mouths  as  if  I'd  been 

lusted  up  there  for  a  show. 

"  Feller  citizens,"  sez  I,  "  I've  been  a  listening  to 

you  here  this  night  (they  kept  as  still  as  mice  now) 

and  the  rale  American  blood  has  been  blling  in  my 

heart  to  see  sich  carryings  on,  and  to  hear  sich  things 

said  as  that  feller's  been  a  talking,  —  (^  Hustle  him 

out,'  sez  they,  *  throw  him  over :  go  it  ye  cripples  I ') 

but  when  they  got  stiU,  sez  I,  "  Since  I've  cum  here 

to  this  city  Fve  almost  made  up  my  mind  that  there 

aint  a  ginuine  teetotal  patriot  among  ye  all,  on  one 

side  or  t'other,  and  that  the  least  shake  of  a  truth 

would  suit  a  downright  politic  feller  as  well  as  water 

would  a  mad  dog,  and  no  better ! "    (« Hurra  for  the 

Yankee  I '  sez  they.)     «  Now,"  sez  I,  a  sticking  out 

both  arms  tu  once,  **  In  revolutionary  times  it  was 

worth  while  to  a  public  character  to  turn  solger,  or 

patriot,  or  politician,  for  in  them  times  folks  foimd  so 

much  to  du  that  they  couldn't  git  time  to  lie  so  like 

all  natur  as  they  du  now-a-days.     In  them  glorious 
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times  a  feller  could  shoulder  his  bagonet  and  write 
out  his  politics  on  the  heart  of  the  innemj,  and  there 
wam't  no  mistake  in  the  handwriting.  (What  a 
clapping  and  stomping  they  made  here!)  When 
they  sung  out  liberty  1  I  reckon  the  British  knew  the 
meaning  on't.^  (*  Three  cheers  for  the  Yankee,' 
sez  they  again,  *  Three  cheers  for  the  Yankee  1 '  and 
then  they  hollered  and  yelled,  and  whooped  and 
stomped,  and  whooped  and  yelled  agin  and  agin,  like 
so  many  Injuns  jest  broke  loose,  —  then  sez  I  —  for 
I  was  skeered  by  the  noise  they  made,  and  my  hair 
stood  up  an  eend  I  felt  so  dandery.)  <^  Feller  citizens, 
as  true  as  I  live,  it  eenamost  makes  me  cuss  and  swear 
to  think  on't.  When  the  people  of  these  times  sing 
out  liberty,  a  feller  can't  tell  whether  they  mean  to 
tear  down  a  flour  store,  or  roast  a  nigger  alive."  (But 
don't  you  think,  that  when  I  got  as  fur  as  here,  as 
much  as  two  thousand  on  'em  was  taken  dreadM  sick 
all  tu  once,  and  groaned  out  in  rale  agony,)  "  But," 
sez  I,  "  I  don't  wonder  the  old  Kevolutionary  Patriots 
die  off  so.  What  I've  seen  of  politics  is  enough  to 
send  every  one  on  'em  into  the  grave  with  their  tough 
old  hearts  broken,  and  their  foreheads  wrinkled  with 
shame,  at  the  news  they  have  got  to  carry  to  Gineral 
Washington  in  t'other  world  1 " 

I  stopped  to  catch  a  little  breath,  and  was  jest  poking 
out  my  arm  agin  to  go  on,  for  I  felt  as  bold  as  a  lion, 
and  the  words  cum  a  flowing  into  my  mouth  so 
thick,  I  couldn't  but  jest  find  room  for  'em.     But  the 
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etamal  pack  of  varmints  set  up  a  jeU,  that  would  a 
fiighteued  any  man  out  of  a  year's  growth ;  and  afore 
I  knew  which  eend  my  head  was  on,  they  got  hold  on 
me  and  pitched  me  down  stairs,  and  left  me  a  wal- 
lering  in  the  gutter.  The  first  thing  I  knew,  I  felt 
something  floundering  about  under  me,  and  a  great 
black  hog  that  had  been  a  lying  in  the  gutter  give  a 
grunt,  and  pitched  me  for'ard  on  my  face  and  went 
off  squealing  a  little,  as  if  he  was  used  to  being  driv 
up  by  company  any  time  of  night  in  them  quarters, 
Wal,  I  picked  myself  up  as  well  as  I  could,  and 
I  went  down  to  the  Express  oflBce  like  a  streak  of 
chalk.  I  found  the  tall  editor  a  setting  there  count- 
ing up  some  'lection  figgers,  and  he  looked  eenamost 
tuckered  out  Sez  I,  «  Mister  Editor,  look  a  here," 
and  with  that  I  showed  him  where  they'd  bust  out 
the  back  of  my  coat  a  flinging  me  down  stairs,  and 
how  that  plaguy  hog  had  kivered  my  new  cassimere 
trousers  all  over  with  mud.  Sez  he,  and  he  couldn't 
help  from  larfing,  "  don't  mind  it,  Mr.  Slick ;  I've 
got  wuss  usage  than  that  many  a  time." 

"  Yis,"  sez  I,  as  wrathy  as  all  natur,  "  but  I  guess 
you  haint  been  pitched  head  for'ard  into  the  gutter 
with  that  tamal  hog." 

**  Wal,"  sez  he,  a  trying  to  keep  from  larfin  all  he 
could,  **  try  it  again,  Mr.  Slick,  you'll  get  used  to 
these  things  by-am-by." 

"  I'll  be  darned  to  damation  if  I  du,  and  that's  the 
eend  on't ! "  sez  I,  a  doubling  up  my  fist     "  If  I 
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can't  find  nothing  but  politics  to  write  about,  TU  go 
back  to  Weathersfield  about  the  quickest,  I  can  tell 
you  that." 

Wal,  the  long  and  the  short  on  it  was,  I  got  back 
to  the  sloop  and  turned  in  awfully  womblecropped, 
and  as  sore  all  over  as  a  bile.  I  can't  go  out  to-day, 
so  I  have  writ  this  letter. 

From  your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  V. 

A   LITTLE    OF    JONATHAN'S  PRIVATE  LOVE  AFFAIBS. 
To  tht  Editors  of  the  Expreu. 

WaLt,  you  see  I'm  as  good  as  my  word.     I  hadn't 

hardly  read  t'other  letter  through,  afore  I  eot  right  down 

and  begun  another  right  off  the  reel    By  the  living 

jingo !  how   it  makes  the  blood  bile  and  tingle  in  a 

feller^s  heart  to  see  his  writing  printed,  and  to  hear 

people  a  talking  about  it.     I  wish  you  could  a  seen 

my  office  the  morning  arter  that  fust  letter  cum  out. 

I  thought   my  neck  would  've  got  the  cramp,  I  had 

to  bow  so  much  to  the  folks  that  cum  in  to  give  me 

advice  about  my  letters.    One  feller  got  awful  wrathy 

about  what  I  writ  about  politics,  but  I  jest  told  him 

to  mind  his  own  bisness,  for  I  guessed  my  eye  teeth 

was  cut,  if  I  did  cum  from  the  country.     He  begun 

to  get  a  leetle  imperdent,  so  I  got  up  and  showed 

him  the  door ;  and  when  he  wouldn't  go  peaceably,  I 

jest  give  him  a  specimen  of  Weathersfield  sole-leather, 

—  but  it's  no  use  writing  about  such  varmint. 

Now  you  know  who  I  be,  you  won't  think  it  very 
odd  when  I  tell  you  how  awful  womblecropped  I  felt 
to  think  what  a  chance  the  old  folks  gave  Samuel  to 
see  the  world,  while  they  kept  me  tied  down  to  the 


46  HIGH  LIFE  IN  NEW  YORK. 

onion  beds,  as  tight  as  marm  Jones  used  to  be  to  that 
leetle  squalling  joungen  of  hem^  that  was  so  cross 
that  it's  teeth  couldn't  cut  straight^  but  stuck  out, 
catecornering,  all  round  its  gums. 

It  made  me  choke  awfully  to  see  Samuel  drive  off 
with  his  waggon  chuck  fv3l  of  wooden  clocks,  all 
painted  and  yamished  up  as  neat  and  shining  as  one 
of  your  New  York  gal's  faces  on  a  Sunday.  I  could 
bit  a  tenpenny  nail  right  in  two  without  feeling  it  a 
morsel;  but  it  was  no  use  quarrelling.  The  old 
man  said  I  hadn't  got  my  growth  yit,  which  was  true 
enough,  for  it  kinder  stunted  me  to  be  always  a 
bending  over  the  damation  onion  patches.  It  was 
awful  hard,  I  can  tell  you.  I  do  believe,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  the  resting  spells  I  got  in  the  winter,  I 
should  a  been  as  bow-backed  as  an  ox  yoke.  I'll  be 
darned,  if  it  didn't  take  me  from  fall  till  planting 
time  to  get  the  kinks  out  of  my  back. 

Wal,  I  grinned,  and  bore  it  purty  well,  considering; 
and,  to  own  the  truth,  it  wasn't  so  terrible  hard  while 
Judy  White  lived  with  marm.  For  a  hired  gal,  Judy 
was  a  tamal  smart  critter ;  there  wasn't  a  gal  in  all 
Weathersfield  could  pull  an  even  yoke  with  her  a 
stringing  onions.  Nothing  on  arth  puts  a  feller  to 
his  stumps  like  pulling  in  the  same  team  with  a  purty 
gal  —  and  between  us,  it  aint  no  ways  tiisagreeable 
to  set  down  in  the  middle  of  a  patch  of  onions  all 
running  to  seed,  to  work  with  a  gal  like  Judy.  I 
say  nothing,  —  but,  by  gracious  I  if  my  heart  hasn't 
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beat  like  a  partridge  on  a  dry  log,  sometimes,  when 
IVe  catched  her  a  looking  at  me  from  under  her 
great  sun-bonnet ;  but  as  for  courting  or  any  thing 
of  that  sort,  she  kept  a  feller  at  a  distance,  I  can  tell 
you.  I  rather  guess  my  ears  catched  it  once,  but  I 
guess  I  won*t  tell  of  that  though ;  it's  better  to  think 
about  than  talk  over. 

I  don't  mean  to  say  that  Judy  had  any  thing  agin 

sparking^  in  a  regular  way,  on  Sunday  nights  in  the 

east  room,  when  the  paper  curtains  was  all  down, 

and  the  old  folks  had  gone  to  bed.     It  cum  kinder 

nateral  to  set  up  till  two  or  three  o'clock,  and  Judy 

warn't  by  no  means  old-maidisL  But,  by-am-by,  the 

old  woman  begun  to  make  a  fuss,  cause  we  burnt 

out  so  many  of  her  candles.     She  needn't  a  made 

such  a  rout,  for  they  wam't  made  of  nothing  but 

soap  grease  with  tow  wicks ;  and  I'm  sartin  it  wasn't 

my  fault  if  we  burnt  so  many.     I'd  a  been  glad 

enough  to  have  sot  in  the  dark,  but  Judy  wouldn't 

hear  a  word  on't. 

The  old  woman  got  into  a  tantrum  one  Monday 
morning  afore  breakfast  She  called  Judy  all  sorts 
of  things  but  a  good  gal  and  a  lady,  and  twitted  her 
about  being  poor  and  setting  her  cap  for  me.  At 
last  Judy  got  her  grit  up,  and  I  ruther  guess  she 
finished  off  the  old  woman  in  fine  style.  I  suffered 
a  few  between  them,  I  can  tell  you.  The  old  woman 
begun  to  brag  about  Samuel,  — for  she's  felt  mighty 
crank  about  him  ever  since  he  had  that  great  dinner 
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give  to  him  down  on  the  Canada  line  there  —  and 
eez  she  to  Judj,  aez  she, 

'^  I  don't  see  how  on  arth  70U  aim  to  think  of  such 
imperdence  as  sitting  up  with  my  Jonathan.  Why^ 
idnt  my  Samuel  one  of  the  biggest  authors  in  the 
country,  aint  he  hand  and  glove  with  all  the  judges 
and  lawyers,  and  the  New  York  editors,  and  all  the 
big  bugs,  fur  and  near  ?  I'd  have  you  to  know,  my 
boys  aint  men  of  the  common  chop,  and  I  guess  any 
on'  em  will  look  a  plaguey  sight  higher  than  to  take 
up  with  a  hired  gal.  Why,  who  knows  but  Jonathan 
will  be  as  illustrated  a  man  as  his  brother,  one  of 
these  days  1 " 

I  couldn't  begin  to  give  the  least  idea  of  the  stream 
o'  talk  the  old  woman  let  out  on  the  poor  gal.  But, 
by  gracious,  I  rather  guess  she  missed  it  a  few.  I 
wish  you  could  a  seen  Judy  White's  face,  for  by 
the  living  hokey,  if  it  didn't  turn  five  hundred  colours 
in  a  miniti  I  raly  thought  the  critter  would  a 
jumped  out  of  her  skin,  she  was  so  awful  mad. 

"  I  don't  care  that  for  your  son,  Miss  Slick,"  sez 
she,  a  snapping  her  fingers  in  the  old  woman's  face, 
**  I  can  marry  his  betters  any  day.  I  wouldn't  have 
him,  not  if  every  hair  in  his  head  was  shining  with 
diamonds ;  no,  not  if  he'd  go  down  on  his  knees  to 
me  I  You  make  a  terrible  fuss  cause  Sam's  gone 
sneaking  about  among  decent  people,  but,  after  all, 
what  is  he  but  a  wooden  clock  pedler,  and  as  for  you, 
you  old  vinegar-faced  good  for  nothin ^." 
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She  was  a  going  on  to  give  poor  marm  an  awftildrub* 
blng,  but  I  always  think  a  feller  must  be  a  mean  shote 
that  'ill  stand  mum,  and  hear  any  body  call  his  mother 
names^  whether  she  desarves  them  or  not.  So  I 
stepped  up  and  stood  right  afore  Judy^  and  I  looked 
her  right  in  the  face,  and,  sez  I,  "  Miss  Judy,"  sez  I, 
"  I  don't  want  to  hear  no  more  of  this  ere ;  come 
now,  you  and  marm  jest  hush  up,  and  don't  let  me 
hear  another  darned  word,  for  I  won't  stand  it." 

With  that  marm  put  her  linsey  woolsey  apron  up 
to  her  face,  and  begun  to  boo-hoo  right  out,  and,  sez 
she,  "  It  comes  awful  tough  to  be  trod  on  in  one's 
own  house  ;  I  won't  bear  it,  so  there  now  I  " 

"  Now,  Judy,"  sez  I,  kinder  coaxing,  "jest  go  and 
make  up;  marm's  a  good-hearted  critter,  and  you 
know  it's  kinder  nateral  for  wimmin  folks  to  git  a 
little  crabbed  once  in  a  while." 

By  gracious  1  if  I  wouldn't  rather  break  a  yoke  of 
steers  any  day,  than  try  to  make  up  a  quarrel  be- 
tween two  wimmin  when  they  once  git  their  dander 
up ;  and  of  all  homed  cattle,  Judy  White  did  take 
the  rag  off  the  bush  when  she  once  got  a  going. 

"  Git  out  of  my  way,  you  mean,  sneaking  critter 
you  I "  sez  she,  hitting  me  a  slap  over  the  chops  that 
made  my  teeth  rattle ;  "  I  won't  make  up,  nor  touch 
tu ;  I  only  feel  sorry  that  I  ever  demeaned  myself  to 
set  up  with  you;  111  leave  the  house  this  minit." 

Out  of  the  room  she  went  like  a  she-hurricane ; 
and  after  she   had  picked  up  her  duds  she  made 

VOL.  I.  D 
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tracks  for  home,  without  as  much  as  biddmg  one  of 
us  good  bye. 

It's  curios  how  men  will  ^t  used  to  eenamost  anj 
thing ;  now  I  don't  purtend  to  say  that  I  hadn't  a 
kind  of  a  sneaking  notion  after  Judy  White,  and 
somehow  when  I  seen  the  tears  come  into  the  old 
woman's  eyes,  dimming  her  old  steel-bowed  spectacles, 
the  water  always  would  start  into  my  own  eyes,  spite 
of  all  I  could  do  to  keep  it  out ;  so  it  wasn't  to  be 
expected  that  I  should  not  feel  disagreeable  when 
they  two  got  their  dander  up,  and  went  into  such  a 
tantrum  with  each  other.  But  there  sot  the  old  man 
9  chonking  an  apple,  and  kinder  larfin  inside  of  him 
all  the  time,  jest  as  he'd  a  looked  on  to  see  two  cats 
scratch  and  spit  at  one  another.  I  axed  him  how  he 
could  du  so,  and  he  tossed  the  apple  core  out  of  the 
winder,  and  puckered  up  his  mouth  and  said,  **I 
hadn't  got  used  to  the  wimmin  folks  yit;  the  best 
way  with  them  kind  o'  things  was  to  let  'em  alone." 

Now  it  wouldn't  a  been  much  of  a  chore  to  have 
gone  over  to  old  Mr.  White's  two  or  three  times  a 
week ;  and  if  Judy  had  done  the  clean  thing  toward 
the  old  woman,  I  don't  know  but  I  should  a  gone  to 
see  her  over  there,  but  somehow  a  gal  kicks  over  the 
milk  pail  when  she  lets  her  ebenezer  git  up  before  a 
feller,  jest  as  he's  beginnuig  to  hanker  arter  her.  I 
couldn't  make  up  my  mind  to  tackle  in  with  a  critter 
that  had  shown  such  an  allfired  spiteful  temper,  so 
the  next  Sunday  night  I  let  her  go  home  from  sing- 
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ing  school  alone.  I  saw  her  look  back,  kinder  anxious, 
two  or  three  times,  and  jest  for  the  minit  mj  heart 
riz  up  in  my  throat  till  it  eenamost  choked  me.  But 
I  kept  a  stiff  upper  lip,  and  went  on  without  seeming 
to  mind  her ;  and  then  she  tossed  up  her  head  and 
'  b^un  to  sing,  as  if  she  wanted  to  show  me  that  she 
didn't  care  a  cent  for  all  I  could  da 

I  felt  awful  bad  for  a  day  or  two,  but  a  feller  must 
be  a  sap-head  if  he  can't  make  up  his  mind  to  give  a 
gal  the  mitten  when  he  thinks  she  desarves  it.  Kow 
if  Judy  had  had  the  small-pox,  and  had  been  pitted 
all  over  like  a  honey-comb,  I'd  a  stood  by  her  to  the 
last  nunit ;  but  somehow  I  couldn't  git  over  the  awfol 
basting  she  gin  marm.  I  do  like  to  see  old  folks 
treated  well,  let  'em  do  what  they  will,  and  a  gal 
can't  be  fit  to  bring  up  a  family  if  she  doesn't  know 
how  to  keep  her  own  temper.  Besides,  she  hasn't 
much  true,  ginuine  love  for  a  chap,  when  she  won't 
try  to  put  up  with  the  faults  of  his  relations  for  his 
sake. 

Wal,  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  was,  I  gin  Judy 
White  the  sack  right  off  the  reel,  without  stopping 
to  chew  the  matter  a  bit. 

Wal,  arter  this,  working  alone  grew  awftd  tedious, 
and  I  begun  to  hanker  to  see  the  world.  So  as  father 
was  loading  up  a  sloop  to  send  down  to  New  York, 
I  came  a  little  of  Samuel's  soft  sodder  over  the  old 
man,  and  told  him  how  much  better  I  could  sell  off 
the  onions  and  red  cabbages,  than  eenamost  any  body 
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eke ;  and  at  last  he  said  I  might  come  down  as  a 
kinder  supercargo.  So  he  filled  up  the  hold  with 
potaters,  real  blue  noses,  I  can  tell  jou,  and  piled  up 
a  whole  crop  of  garden  sarce  on  the  deck,  and  we  sot 
sail  down  the  river. 

Now,  rd  made  up  my  mind  to  stay  in  the  city 
when  I  once  got  clear  of  the  humstead,  but  you  may 
guess  I  didn't  let  out  a  word  to  the  old  folks,  for  it 
al'es  hurts  my  feelings  to  see  marm  take  on,  and  I 
didn't  like  to  make  the  old  man  rip  out  too  much,  for 
he  was  a  deacon  of  the  Presbyterian  Church.  We 
was  three  days  a  coming  down  the  river,  and  it  made 
me  awful  wrathy  to  see  that  lazy  old  critter,  "  the 
Cleopatra,"  go  by  us  on  her  way  to  the  city  and  back 
agin  before  we  got  into  the  East  river.  We  give  her 
two  cheers  each  time,  but  neither  on  'em  come  from 
below  the  palate,  I  can  tell  you.  We  got  into  Peck 
slip  at  last,  safe  and  sound,  and  if  I  didn't  jump  on  to 
the  wharf  as  spry  as  a  cricket,  then  there's  no  snakes 
on  the  green  mountain,  that's  all. 

I  am  your  humble  servant  to  command, 
Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  VI. 

Jonathan's  opinions  of  ministebial  intebfebence. — 
a  card   of    invitation,  and  an  eyenina  party  at 

COUSIN     BEEBE'S,     in  WHICH    JONATHAN    MAKES    SOME 
MISTAKES   AND   A  LADY  ACQUAINTANCE. 

To  'Mr,  Zephamah  Slickf  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Churchy  over  to  Weaiherefidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Pab, 

I  HAVE  just  received  your  letter,  and  so  I  sot  right 
down  to  answer  it;  for  what  you  writ  about  my 
treating  Captin  Doolittle,  and  using  sich  bad  lan- 
guage, made  me  feel  bad  enough.  I  don't  know  the 
reason  on  it,  but  when  a  feller's  away  from  himi,  it 
makes  him  feel  awful  oneasy  to  think  that  he's  done 
any  thing  to  hurt  his  par  or  mar's  feelings. 

Now,  about  that  Captin  Doolittle  business,  I  don't 
think,  arter  all,  I  was  much  to  blame.  What  I  writ 
about  liim  hurt  the  critter's  feelings  a  good  deal,  and 
I  didn't  know  of  any  way  to  make  up  but  to  treat, 
and  so  I  did  give  him  a  drink  of  New  England  and 
a  long  nine  or  so,  but  I  didn't  drink  any  myself,  not 
a  single  horn,  and  it  wam't  more  'an  half  fair  for  the 
minister  to  begin  at  you  about  it  arter  meeting  last 
Sunday,  and  to  tell  you  that  you  hadn't  brought  me 
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up  in  the  virtue  and  admonition  of  the  Lord^  and  to 
Bay  that  **  you  be  darned  "  and  **  damation^"  is  jest 
88  bad  as  cussing  and  swearing  right  out.  For  him 
to  take  it  on  himself  to  twit  you,  and  say  that,  ^^  jest 
as  the  twig  is  bent  the  tree's  inclined,"  is  consamed 
mean,  and  I  wouldn't  bear  it  nor  a  touch  tu  if  I  was 
you.  He  knows  as  well  as  can  be,  that  if  I  wam't 
bent  right  it  wasn't  no  fault  of  your*n,  for  I'm  sartin 
it  wouldn't  a  been  in  the  natur  of  things  to  have 
twisted  me  any  other  way  than  head  for'ard,  if  you 
calculated  on  my  weeding  the  onions  as  they  ought 
to  be. 

Now,  the  truth  on  it  is,  I  begin  to  think  that  your 
ministers  there  in  Connecticut  pull  the  bit  on  the 
church  members  a  leetle  too  tight  sometimes,  and 
instid  of  giving  you  good  holesome  doctrine,  right 
pure  out  of  the  Bible,  and  taking  the  potaters  and 
apples  and  wood  and  chickens  and  turkies  that  the 
deacons  and  old  maids  send  to  them  as  part  pay,  they 
sometimes  contrive  to  make  their  being  ministers  an 
excuse  for  poking  their  fingers  into  every  body's  pie 
as  well  as  their  own. 

I  am  afeard  you  won't  like  to  hear  me  say  so ;  but 
it  does  make  me  awful  wrathy  to  hear  that  the  mi- 
nister threatened  to  turn  you  out  of  the  church  if  you 
let  me  go  on  so;  —  but  you  needn't  be  abit  consamed 
about  that.  He'd  no  more  turn  you  out  of  the  meet- 
ing than  he'd  strike  his  own  granny,  not  as  long  as 
you  own  the  best  farm  in  ail  Weathersfield,  and  send 
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him  a  fat  turkey  everj  thanksgiviiig  daj,  besides 

paying  pew  tax  and  aQ  the  other  taxes,  as  you  du. 

I  don't  know  what  he  might  dn  if  yon  was  to  fail 

and  bust  up;  for  as  soon  as  a  man  begins  to  git 

foor,  the  ministers  grow  awful  partidar  about  his 

morality  and  religion ;  but  there's  no  fear  of  that. 

So  jest  tell  him^  the  next  time  he  threatens  to  diurch 

you  for  wbat  Fm  a  doing  down  here  in  York,  that 

youH  aarve  him  as  the  parliament  in  England  used 

to  fix  their  King  when  he  begun  to  grow  obstropulous, 

and  as  they  would  sarve  that  little  skittish  Queen  of 

theim  if  she  wamted  to  have  a  way  of  her  own. 

ICell  him  you'll  **  stop  his  supplies."    Don't  send  him 

a  turkey  next  thanksgiving,  and  tell  marm  not  to 

carry  a  single  dough-nut  nor  a  skein  of  toe  yam  to 

the  next  spinning-bee  that  his  church  members  make 

for  him.     I  ruther  guess  that  this  will  bring  him  to 

his  senses.     As  for  me,  tell  him  to  go  to  grass  and 

eat  bog  hay  till  he's  as  fat  as  Nebuchadnezzar.     I 

aint  one  of  his  church  members  any  how,  and  if  I 

was,  I  shouldn't  ask  him  to  take  care  of  me.    I  know 

what  I'm  about,  and  he  needn't  be  scared  on  my 

account.     I  know,  as  well  as  he  does,  that  York  has 

a  tamal  sight  of  bad  people  in  it;  and  I  know,  too, 

that  there's  a  good  many  rale  down-right  honest, 

hull-hearted  fellers  here,  tu.     As  for  the  wimmin, 

though  they  are  dreadfully  stuck  up,  and  eenamost 

ruin  their  husbands  with  dressing  fine  and  giving 

parties,  there's  some  of  them  that  aint  to  be  sneezed 
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at  in  a  fog,  I  can  tell  you.  I  don't  want  to  saj  any 
thing  to  hurt  the  minister's  feelings,  but  he  needn't 
cum  his  church  threats  over  me,  for  it  won't  du  no 
good.  111  be  darned  if  it  will. 

Wal,  now  that  I've  gin  the  minister  a  piece  of 
my  mind,  free  gratis  for  nothing,  I  may  as  well  write 
what's  been  a  going  on  down  here  in  York. 

One  morning  a  little  black  boy  cum  into  my  office 
with  a  heap  of  letters,  and  he  give  me  one  without 
speaking  a  word,  and  went  off  agin.  I  opened  the 
letter,  and  there  dropped  out  a  square  piece  of  white 
pasteboard,  and  on  it  was  printed,  in  leetle  finefied 
letters,  "Mrs.  Beebe  at  home — Thursday  evening." 

Wal,  sez  I  to  myself,  if  this  don't  take  the  rag  off 
the  bushl — cousin  Mary's  got  to  gadding  about  so 
much,  that  she  has  to  send  round  word  when  she  is 
a  going  to  stay  at  hum  one  evening.  I  do  wonder 
how  Mr.  Beebe  can  stand  it.  I  shouldn't  blame  him 
if  he  took  to  drink,  or  got  into  bad  company,  if  his 
wife  goes  on  so ;  for  if  a  woman  won't  stay  to  hum 
o'nights,  and  keep  every  thing  nice  and  snug  agin  her 
husband  comes  away  from  his  bisness,  a  feller  must 
have  an  allfired  good  heart,  and  a  good  head  tu, 
if  he  don't  go  off  and  git  into  scrapes  on  his  own 
hook. 

I  sot  down  and  histed  my  feet  on  the  top  of  the 
stove,  and  begun  to  think  it  all  over,  till  it  seemed  to 
be  my  duty  to  go  and  talk  to  cousin  Mary  about  the 
way  she  was  a  going  on.     I  remembered  what  a 
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party,  smart  little  critter  she  used  to  be  when  she 
lived  in  Connecticut,  and  how  kind  hearted  she  was ; 
and  then  I  thought  of  her  queer  stuck  up  ways  since 
I'd  seen  her  here  ;  and  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  du 
to  keep  the  tears  out  of  my  eyes,  for  if  cousin  Mary 
had  been  my  own  sister,  I  couldn't  a  liked  her  better 
than  I  did  when  she  was  a  gaL 

Wal,  arter  thinking  it  all  over,  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  go  and  ask  John  if  he  didn't  think  it  best 
for  me  to  go  and  talk  to  her,  for  I  felt  kinder  loth  to 
meddle  with  his  bisness,  if  he  didn't  want  me  tu ; 
and  anyhow,  I  didn't  expect  much  thanks  for  giving 
her  advice — for  when  a  feller  steps  in  between  man 
and  wife,  it's  like  trying  to  part  a  cat  and  a  dog,  and 
he  is  lucky  enough  if  he  don't  git  scratched  by  one 
and  worried  to  death  by  t'other ;  but  I  looked  at  the 
piece  of  pasteboard  agin,  and  made  up  my  mind  that 
something  ought  to  be  done,  and  if  John  didn't  take 
it  up,  I  would ;  for  if  there's  any  thing  I  du  hate  on 
arth,  it's  a  gadding  woman — and  I  didn't  feel  as  if  I 
could  give  cousin  Mary  up  quite  yit. 

Wal,  I  took  my  hat,  and  put  my  hands  in  my 
trousers'  pockets,  and  walked  along  kinder  slow 
through  Cherry  Street,  till  I  cum  to  Franklin  Square. 
I  didn't  seem  to  mind  any  body,  for  my  heart  felt 
sort  a  heavy  with  thinking  of  old  times.  I  kept  a 
looking  down  on  the  stun  walk,  and  felt  eenamost  as 
much  alone  as  if  I'd  been  in  a  Connecticut  cramberry 
swamp ;  yit  there  was  more  than  fifty  people  a  walk- 
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ing  up  and  down  the  Square.  I'd  got  jest  agin  the 
old  Walton  House,  that  was  built  afore  the  reyolu* 
tionary  war,  but  was  so  busy  a  thinking,  that  I  for- 
got to  look  up  at  the  arms  and  figgers  carved  out  orer 
the  door,  eyerjr  one  of  'em  put  up  there  by  a  Kitiah 
tory  family  afore  Gineral  Washington  droye  them 
out  of  house  and  hiun — when  all  to  once  somebody 
hit  me  a  ship  on  my  shoulder  that  made  me  jump 
eenamost  into  the  middle  of  next  week.  I  looked  up, 
and  there  was  cousin  Beebe  a  krfin  Eke  all  natur  be- 
cause he'd  made  me  jump  so. 

** Hello,  cousin  Jonathan  1"  says  he,  "what  the 
deuce  are  you  thinkiiig  about  ?  " 

"  About  that,"  says  I,  a  forking  out  the  piece  of 
pasteboard  from  my  trousers'  pocket,  "a  little  stuck 
up  nigger  jest  gin  me  that  ere." 

"Wal,  what  of  it?"  says  cousin  John,  "it's  all 
right  I  see,  I  suppose  you'll  come  of  course  ?  " 

"Yes,"  says  I,"  I  was  a  jest  a  going  down  to  see  yon 
about  it,  and  if  you'd  jest  as  liys  I'll  go  right  straight 
up  and  talk  to  her  now ;  I  feel  as  if  I  could  saj 
enough  to  break  her  heart,  if  it  has  got  ever  so 
tough." 

With  that  Cousin  Beebe  bust  right  out  a  larfin. 
"  That's  right,"  says  he,  "you're  coming  on  bravely, 
don't  talk  about  one  heart,  I  havn't  the  least  doubt 
but  you'll  break  a  dozen— you  literary  chaps  carry- 
all before  you  in  that  way." 

I  felt  kinder  unsartin  how  to  take  his  meaning,  for 
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it  seemed  as  if  he  was  a  pokLng  fan  at  me,  for  want- 
ing to  give  his  wife  some  good  advice ;  at  last  I  spoke 
up,  and  sez  I  — 

^^  If  cousin  Mary  has  got  one  good  sound  heart  left 
to  break,  since  she  come  here  to  York,  she's  a  good 
deal  better  off  than  I  took  her  to  be." 

With  that  John  began  to  stare,  and  at  last  he  bast 
out  a  larfin  agin. 

"  Why,"  862  he,  ''you  haxnt  no  idee  of  getting  up 
a  flirtation  with  Mary,  have  you  ?  Upon  my  word, 
cousin  Slick,  you  are  a  shaking  off  all  your  steady 
habits  in  a  hurry.  It  ginerally  takes  a  feller,  thoagh, 
some  months  training,  in  fashionable  society,  before 
he  can  bring  himself  to  make  love  to  another  man's 
wife." 

"Now,"  sez  I,  "cousin  Beebe,  what  on  arth  do 
you  mean  ?  as  trae  as  I  live  I  shall  git  wrathy  if  you 
keep  on  in  this  way.  Aint  my  father  a  deacon  of 
the  church  ?  Aint  I  sot  under  Minister  Smith's 
preaching  since  I  was  knee  high  to  a  toad?  It's  an 
allfired  shajne  io£  you  to  talk  to  me  as  if  I  was  a 
going  to  demean  myself  by  making  love  to  anybody, 
much  less  to  another  man's  wife.  When  I  du  make 
love,  sir,  I  can  tell  you  what,  it  will  be  with  a  hull 
heart  and  an  honest  one  tu ;  I'll  never  be  afeard  to 
look  a  gal  in  the  face  when  I  ask  her  to  take  me, 
or  to  let  her  look  in  mine  for  fear  shell  see  villain 
writ  out  in  my  eyes.  As  for  your  married  women, 
they  needn't  be  afeared  that  anybody,  I  don't  care 
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how  imperdent  he  is^  will  make  love  to  them^  without 
they  begin  first  Now^  Cousin  Beebe>  seeing  as 
we've  gone  so  far,  just  look  a  here,  see  what  your 
wife  has  sent  to  me  I " 

With  that  I  give  him  the  paper  which  the  paste- 
board was  done  up  in,  where  Cousin  Mary  had  writ, 
"  Mrs.  Beebe  hopes  Mr.  Slick  will  not  fail  to  come." 

Cousin  John  read  it,  and  sez  he,  "Wal,  what 
harm  is  there  in  this  ?  I'm  sure  it  was  very  thought- 
ful of  Mary,  and  I'm  glad  she  did  it.  You  will  go  of 
course ;  there  will  be  a  good  deal  of  company,  and 
they  are  all  anxious  to  see  you  since  your  letters  come 
out  in  the  Express." 

"  What,"  sez  I,  **  is  Miss  Beebe  a  going  to  have 
a  party —  why  didn't  she  say  so  then  ?  " 

<^  Oh,  it's  only  a  swarry,  she  often  has  them,"  says 
he.  • 

"  A  what  ?  "  sez  I. 

**  A  swarry  —  a  conversationanny^  sez  he.  I 
couldn't  think  what  he  meant,  but  I  remembered  that 
jest  afore  Mary  was  married,  she  used  to  have  hys- 
teric fits,  now  and  then,  and  I  thought  they  give 
them  things  some  other  name  down  here  in  York. 

«  Dear  me,"  sez  I,  "  I'm  sorry,  but  if  I  can  do  any 
good  I'll  come  up,  I  s'pose  you'll  have  a  doctor." 

"  Oh  yes,"  sez  he, "  therell  be  two  or  three,  besides 
lots  of  lawyers,  and  poets,  and  editors." 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  sez  I,  "  why  what  will  you  du 
with  them  all?" 
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*'  Oh  Mary  will  take  care  of  them,'*  sez  he ;  "she 
does  those  things  very  well,  indeed,  considering  she 
was  brought  up  in  the  country.*' 

"But  I  thought  you  wanted  us  to  take  care  of 
her,"  sez  I. 

"  Why,  of  course,  you  will  all  make  yourselves  as 
agreeable  as  you. can ;  there  will  be  lots  of  hamsome 
winunin  there,  and  I  haint  the  least  doubt  we  shall 
have  a  pleasant  party." 

"A  party  !**  sez  3,  **is  Miss  Beebe  a  going  to  have 
a  party  ?  *' 

"Certainly,"  sez  he,  a  looking  puzzled;  "didn't 
you  understand  that  by  the  card  and  the  note?  "  I 
felt  my  heart  rise  up  in  my  mouth,  and  I  could  have 
begun  to  dance  on  the  stun  walk.  I  do  believe  no- 
thing on  arth  makes  a  feller  feel  so  happy  as  to  find 
out  that  somebody  he  can't  help  but  like,  but  has 
been  a  thinking  hard  things  about,  don't  desarve 
them.  Cousin  John  kept  a  looking  at  me,  and  I  be- 
gun to  feel  awful  streaked,  for  it  seemed  to  me  as  if 
he  suspected  all  that  I'd  been  a  thinking  agin  his 
wife.  Arter  a  minit,  I  up  and  took  my  hand  out  of 
my  pocket,  and  I  took  hold  of  his'n,  and,  sez  I — 

"  Cousin  John,  I've  been  a  making  a  darned  fool  of 
myself;  I  didn't  know  what  this  ere  piece  of  paste- 
board meant,  and  I " — 

"  Never  mind,  Cousin  Jonathan,"  sez  he,  all  of  a 
sudden  shaking  my  hand,  "  you  know  what  it  means 
no^ — so  come  up  on  Thursday.    Now  I  think  of  it 
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— you  had  better  git  a  new  suit  of  clothes ;  that  blue 
coat  and  those  shiny  brass  buttons  did  very  well 
for  Weathersfield ;  but  here  something  a  little  more 
stylish  will  be  better — supposing  you  go  over  to  the 
Broadway  tailors,  and  let  them  fit  you  out." 

'^  Not  as  you  know  on/'  sez  I^  a  taking  hold  of  the 
edge  of  my  coat^  and  a  dusting  off  the  buttons  with 
my  red  silk  pocket  hankercher.  ^*  The  picter  that 
they  printed  of  me  in  the  Express  newspaper  was 
taken  in  these  clothes;  and  if  you'd  jest  as  Hys^  111 
keep  'em  on." 

Cousin  John  wam't  to  be  put  off  so^  and  at  last  he 
cum  his  soft  sodder  over  me,  till  I  agreed  to  git  an- 
other suit  of  clothes.  New  York  cut,  for  parties  and 
meetings.  So  we  shook  hands,  and  he  turned  and 
went  back  to  his  store  agin,  for  he  was  a  coming  up 
to  my  office;  and  I  jest  turned  into  a  narrer  street, 
and  took  a  short  cut  across  to  the  Express  Office. 
The  Editors  give  me  some  money,  for  they  aint  no 
ways  mean  about  paying  me  for  what  I  write  for 
their  paper ;  and  they  put  on  the  soft  sodder  purty 
strong  about  my  letters.  They  said  that  everybody 
was  a  reading  them,  and  a  trying  to  find  out  some*- 
thing  about  me,  and  that  lots  of  young  ladies  had 
seen  my  picter,  and  were  a  dying  to  git  acquainted 
with  me.  I  wam't  much  surprised  at  it.  Arter  put- 
ting the  poetry  into  my  letters  so  strong,  I  was  sartin 
that  all  the  gals  would  be  a  talking  about  me.  No- 
thing takes  with  them  like  poetry.     I  had  my  eye 
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teeth  eat  when  I  wrote  that,  I  caa  tell  you.  I 
couldn't  help  but  fed  tickled  to  hear  them  pnunng 
me  so ;  but  somehow  one  gits  need  to  being  puffed 
up,  and  arter  a  little  while  a  feller  don't  seem  to  care 
80  much  about  it* 

Wal,  I  pocketed  the  cash  and  went  to  the  tailcar's 
store ;  it  was  a  plaguy  hamsome  place,  and  there 
were  two  or  three  spruce-looking  chaps  standing 
about ;  but  they  looked  at  me  kinder  slanting,  as  if 
they  thought  I  didn't  want  to  buy  anything ;  and  I 
could  see  one  on  them  looking  amestly  at  my  coat, 
as  if  he  didn't  like  the  fit  on't.  I  declare  I  begun 
to  get  ashamed  of  the  old  blue,  when  I  cum  to  see 
the  hamsome  ooats  and  vests  and  trousers  hangiTig 
around. 

"  Have  you  got  any  first  rate  superfine  broadcloth 
coats  and  trousers  to  sell  here  ?  "  sez  I,  a  chinking 
the  loose  change  in  my  trousers'  pocket  a  leetle,  jest 
to  show  them  that  I  was  as  good  as  the  city  banks, 
and  held  out  spede  payments  yit. 

**  Yes,"  sez  one  of  the  clerks,  a  bowing.  **  What 
color  do  you  wish  to  look  at  ?  " 

«Wal,"  sez  I,  "I  rather  thmk  I'll  take  that  color 
that  looks  so  much  like  burnt  coffee,  or  else  a  rale 
indigo  blue,  I  aint  particular;  only  I  want  it  in  the 
tip  of  tbe  &shion  —  a  rale  hamsome  fit,  and  all 
that,  for  I'm  a  going  to  a  swarry  and  a  conversation'- 
anny,  and  I  want  to  shine  like  a  new  pin." 

While  I  was  a  talking,  a  knowing  sort  of  a  feller 
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cum  out  of  the  back  room,  and  when  he  see  me  a 
looking  at  a  coat  that  I  seemed  to  take  a  notion  tu^ 
he  cum  up  and  begun  to  talk  about  it — he  pinted  out 
the  silk  lining  and  the  way  it  was  stuffed  and  quilted 
under  the  arms,  and  would  have  me  try  it  on.  So 
I  stripped  off  the  old  coat  and  put  the  new  one  on. 
I  can  tell  you  it  sot  as  slick  as  grease ;  there  wam't 
a  wrinkle  or  a  pucker  in  it,  from  the  top  of  the,  velvet 
collar  to  the  eend  of  the  flap.  I  looked  as  trim  and 
as  genteel  as  could  be  in  it ;  when  it  was  buttoned 
over  tight,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  wam't  bigger  round 
than  a  quart  cup. 

Sez  the  gentleman,  sez  he,  '^that's  a  capital  fit, 
sir,  you  wont  du  better  than  to  take  it." 

«  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  don't  know  as  I  shall,  I  kinder 
seem  to  like  myself  in  it — how  much  do  you  ask, 
hey?" 

*'  Why,"  sez  he,  "  that's  a  fust  rate  coat,  superfine 
cloth  and  beautiful  trimmings;  but  the  times  are 
hard,  and  I'll  let  you  have  it  low  for  cash ; "  and  then 
he  sot  his  price;  "but,"  sez  he,  "you  musn't  tell 
how  cheap  you  got  it,  for  I  couldn't  sell  any  more  at 
that  price." 

"Wal,"  sez  I,  "I  ruther  guess  I'll  take  it;  now 
let  us  look  at  some  of  your  vests  and  trousers.  I 
shall  have  to  beat  you  down  a  leetle  on  them,  for  I'm 
raly  afeard  my  money  won't  hold  out." 

"  Not  much  fear  of  that,"  sez  he,  and  he  opened  a 
drawer  and  took  out  an  allfired  heap  of  trousers. 
Arter  Td  tumbled  'em  over  awhile,  I  picked  out  a 
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pair  of  rale  hamsome  checkered  ones,  and  then  I 
bought  a  black  vest  with  yaller  stripes  all  over  it,  and 
between  us,  I  ruther  guess  it  made  a  considerable 
hole  in  the  money  that  I  got  from  the  editors  of  the 
!Ekpress,  to  pay  for  'em  alL  The  man  had  done  'em 
up,  and  I  was  jest  a  going  to  take  them  hum  under 
my  arm,  but  sez  he  — 

"  Where  will  you  have  them  sent,  sir?  " 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  arter  thinking  a  minit,  **  you  may 
direct  them  to  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick,  and  send  them 
round  to  the  Express  office,  if  you've  no  objection." 

I  wish  you  could  a  seen  the  feller !  he  seemed  to  be 
all  struck  up  into  a  heap  when  I  said  this,  and  the 
clarks  looked  at  each  other,  and  cum  toward  us  as 
if  they  had  never  seen  anybody  that  wrote  for  news- 
papers afore. 

^'Mr.  Slick,"  sez  the  head  man  making  a  bow 
eenamost  to  the  ground,  "  I'm  much  obliged  for  your 
custom,  and  I  hope  you'll  cum  agin.  If  you  find  the 
clothes  suit  you,  perhaps  youll  send  any  of  your 
friends  to  our  establishment,  who  happen  to  want 
any  thing  in  our  line.  We  shall  always  be  happy  and 
proud  to  sarve  Mr.  Slick  or  any  of  his  friends." 

Here  he  made  another  bow,  and  I  stepped  back, 
and  bent  for'ard  a  trifle,  jest  to  let  him  see  that  his 
soft  sodder  wam't  put  on  at  all  coarse ;  and,  sez  I, 
"  Wal,  111  try  the  clothes,  and  if  they  turn  out  fust- 
rate,  mebby  I'll  mention  where  I  got  them  in  one  of 
my  letters-     There  is  a  good  many  chaps  jest  a  going 
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to  be  married  about  Weathersfield,  and  it  won't  do 
them  no  harm  to  know  where  to  come  for  the  wed- 
ding dothes." 

With  that  the  tailor  bowed  agin^  and,  sez  he, 
**  Mr,  Slick,  where  shall  I  have  the  honor  of  sending 
you  one  of  my  fust-rate  vests,  or  a  pair  of  hamsome 
pantaloons  ?  I'll  take  your  measure,  and  have  them 
made  on  purpose  for  you." 

'*  Wal,  now,  I  don't  know  as  I  can  afford  to  buy 
any  more  jest  yit,"  sez  I ;  "  but  when  these  are  wore 
out,  I  think  as  likely  as  not  I  shall  cum  agin." 

'^  Oh,"  sez  he,  a  rubbing  his  hands  a  little,  and  a 
smiling  and  bowing  agin,  "  let  us  take  your  measure, 
and  we  shan't  quarrel  about  the  pay,  we  shall  be 
most  proud  to  supply  you  with  a  good  article ;  and  if 
you  will  accept  of  them,  the  honor" — 

*'0h,"  sez  I,  a  bowing,  "you  are  very  obli^ng, 
I'm  sure,  Mr. ." 

**  Where  shall  we  send  them  when  they  are  done?" 
says  he, 

"  Direct  them  as  you  did  the  others,  to  Mr.  Jona- 
than Slick,  to  the  care  of  the  Editors  of  the  Express. 

And  look  a  here,  Mr. ,  I  wish  you'd  try  and 

make  the  trousers  so  they  will  stay  down,  and  not 

keep  a  hitching  up  to  the  top  of  my  boots,  if  you 

can." 

^t  "Depend  on  it  they  will  please  you,"  sez  he,  a 

foUering  me  to  the  door,  "  Good  morning,  Mr.  Slick, 

I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  calling ; "  and  with 
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that  he  made  another  bow,  and  I  give  him  one  back 
agin,  and  made  trades  for  Cherry  Street,  as  tickled  as 
could  be. 

Wal,  when  Thursday  cum,  I  begun  to  feel  mighty 
anxious  about  the  party ;  I  had  aU  the  clothes  sent 
down  to  my  office,  besides  a  prime  hat,  which  I  got, 
and  a  pair  of  real  dandy  boots  that  sot  to  my  foot 
like  wax. 

As  soon  as  it  was  dark  I  shut  myself  up  and  be- 
gun to  fix.  I  declare  I  never  did  see  anything  fit  as 
them  checkered  trousers  did ;  they  sot  to  my  legs 
like  the  tin  moles  to  a  pair  of  tallow  candles  in  freez- 
ing time,  and  I  felt  as  if  I'd  been  jest  corked  up  in 
a  junk  bottle,  foot  foremost.  Arter  I  got  them  on, 
and  all  buttoned  up  tight,  I  begun  to  think  that  I 
should  have  to  go  to  the  party  in  the  blue  mixed 
socks  that  marm  knit  for  me,  the  last  thing  afore  I 
cum  away  from  hum ;  for  my  feet  had  got  hung  in  a 
slip  of  leather,  that  was  sowed  across  the  bottom  of 
the  trousers'  legs,  and  how  to  get  'em  out,  so  as  to 
put  oa  my  boots,  I  couldn't  teU.  I  pulled  and  kicked 
till  I  eenamost  bust  off  my  gallows'  buttons,  but  they 
wouldn't  give  a  morsel,  and  at  last  I  jest  took  hold 
on  the  leathers,  and  I  give  them  an  allfired  jerk  till 
they  slipped  over  my  heel,  and  arter  that  I  made  out 
to  roll  up  the  trousers'  legs  till  I  could  pull  my  boots 
on.  When  I  pulled  them  down  agin  the  leathers 
stuck  out  from  the  heel  of  my  boot  behind,  as  if  I 
had  got  spurs  on;  I  didn't  exactly  like  the  feel  of  it. 
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but  "  Who  cares,"  sez  I  to  myself,  **  a  feller  may  as 
well  be  out  of  the  world  as  out  of  the  fashion,  espe- 
ciallj  down  here  in  York." 

As  soon  as  I'd  got  my  trousers  party  well  braced 
up  I  put  on  the  vest,  and  it  sot  like  a  button,  for 
there  wur  holes  behind  and  strings  that  laced  up  like 
a  gal's  corsets,  and  I  girted  up  purty  tight  I  can  tell 
you.  I  snuggers  I  them  yaller  sprigs  did  glisten,  and 
arter  I'd  put  on  the  new  stock  that  I  bought  along 
with  the  clothes,  I  ruther  guess  I  cut  a  dash.  It  was 
all  bowed  off  and  curlacued  over,  with  red  and  yaller 
sprigs,  and  it  made  my  neck  look  as  slim  and  shiney 
as  our  big  red  rooster's  used  to  when  he  stretched  his 
head  out  in  the  sun  to  see  how  many  old  hens  and 
spring  pullets  he'd  got  about  him. 

I  swanny,  if  I  hadn't  been  in  such  a  hurry  to  git 
on  my  new  things  that  I  forgot  to  wash  my  hands 
and  face  till  jest  as  I  was  a  putting  on  my  coat !  I 
peeked  in  the  little  looking-glass  that  I've  got  hung 
up  in  my  office,  and  my  hair  was  standing  out  every 
which  way ;  and  somehow  my  teeth  looked  as  yaller 
as  if  I'd  been  chawing  tobacco  a  hull  week.  What 
to  du  I  couldn't  tell,  but  I  picked  up  the  Express, 
and  looked  into  the  advertisements  to  see  if  I  could 
find  out  anything  to  make  my  grinders  white  —  there 
wam't  nothing  there ;  but  I  happened  to  think  that 
I'd  seen  Doctor  Sherman's  tooth-paste  puffed  up  ui 
some  of  the  papers ;  and  though  I  don't  mean  to 
patronize  anybody  that  don't  advertise  in  our  paper, 
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I  thought,  seeing  as  I  was  in  a  hurry,  perhaps  it 
would  be  as  well  to  go  out  and  git  some  of  it.  I 
slipped  on  my  old  coat,  and  down  I  went  into  Nassau 
street,  eenamost  to  the  comer  of  Fulton  street,  and  I 
bought  a  little  chenj  box  full  of  red  stuff,  about  as 
thick  as  hasty  pudding,  and  as  sweet  as  honey,  and 
back  I  went  agin  to  the  office  like  a  streak  of  light- 
ning. 

I  didn't  know  how  to  use  the  stuff,  but  think,  sez 
I,  they  must  rub  it  on  their  teeth  somehow,  so  I 
spread  some  on  the  comer  of  my  towel,  and  began  to 
polish  away  like  all  natur.  It  wam't  two  minits  afore 
my  teeth  was  as  white  as  a  nigger's ;  so  I  jest  washed 
them  off  in  the  hand  basin,  and  went  at  my  hsar, 
tooth  and  naiL 

How  on  arth  these  York  chaps  make  their  hair 
curl  so,  I  can't  guess  — I  tried  to  coax  mine  to  twist 
up  a  little  on  each  side  of  my  face,  but  it  wam't  of 
no  use.  I  combed  it  out  with  a  fine  tooth  comb,  and 
I  put  some  hog's  lard  scented  with  some  of  the 
essence  of  peppermint  that  marm  give  me  to  use  if  I 
should  git  the  stomach  ache  down  here,  and  I  twisted 
it  round  my  fingers,  but  it  wouldn't  stay  curled  a 
minit ;  so  at  last  I  giv  it  up  for  a  bad  job,  and  put 
on  my  new  coat,  as  mad  as  could  be. 

I  rather  guess  you  couldn't  have  found  a  better 
looking  chap  of  my  size  anywhere  about,  than  I  was, 
when  I  put  on  my  yaller  gloves,  and  fixed  my  new 
red  silk  hankercher  in  my  coat  pocket,  so  as  to  let 
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one  eend  hang  out  a  leetle,  arter  I'd  put  a  few  of  the 
peppennint  drops  on  it ;  and  the  way  I  pulled  foot 
up  Pearl  Street  and  toward  Broadway,  wasn't  slow  I 
can  tell  you.  It  takes  a  feller  forever  to  fix  here  in 
York  —  I'd  rather  slick  up  for  twenty  quiltings  and 
apple-bees,  than  for  one  swarry,  I  can  tell  you.  I 
was  a'most  scared  to  death,  for  fear  I  should  be  too 
late,  for  it  was  eenajest  dark  afore  I  left  the  office, 
so  I  didn't  let  the  grass  grow  under  my  feet  on  the 
way  to  cousin  Beebe's,  you  may  be  sartin. 

When  I  got  to  cousin  Beebe's  door,  I  pulled  the 
silver  knob  kinder  softly,  for  I  felt  a  sort  of  palpita- 
tion of  the  heart  at  going  into  a  room  chuck  full  of 
quality;  and  I  jest  pulled  up  my  dickey  a  little,  and 
felt  to  see  if  my  hankercher  hung  out  of  my  pocket 
about  right,  afore  the  nigger  opened  the  door.  At 
last  he  made  out  to  cum,  and  when  I  asked  if  all  the 
folks  was  tu  hum,  be  begun  to  show  his  chalkies  jest 
as  he  did  afore,  and  sez  he, 

"  Yes,  but  they  haint  come  down  yit. " 

With  that  I  pitched  in,  and,  sez  I,  **  Look  a  here, 
Cuffy,  none  of  your  grinning  at  me,  but  jest  mind 
your  own  bisness.  I've  come  to  see  the  swarry  that 
Mr.  Beebe's  been  a  buying  to  treat  his  company 
with ;  so  jest  shut  your  darned  lips,  and  show  it  to 
me." 

"Oh,"  sez  he,  a  trybg  to  choke  in,  "the  swarry 
is  going  to  be  in  the  drawing  room  there,  walk  in." 

"  What,  haint  it  come  yit,"  sez  I,  "  and  where's  all 
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the  folks  ? — I  thought  he  was  going  tohave  a  party^ 
too." 

"  Wal,  so  he  is,*'  sez  the  nigger,  "but  they  haint 
begun  to  come  yit." 

"Wal,  now,"  sez  I  to  myself,  "if  this  don't  beat 
all  creation  I  Kow,  in  Connecticut  it  would  a  been 
eenamost  time  to  *go  hum  agin ;  these  Yorkers  du 
beat  all  for  laziness."  With  that  I  went  into  the 
room.  By  the  living  hokey,  I  never  see  anything 
like  it!  It  was  enough  to  dazzle  one's  eyes;  the 
two  doors  were  slid  back  into  the  partition,  and  it 
seemed  like  one  great  ball-room;  and,  besides  that, 
there  were  two  great  winders  at  the  further  eend, 
that  opened  into  a  place  that  seemed  kinder  like  a 
garden.  I  didn't  know  what  to  make  of  it,  for  it 
was  chuck  full  of  posies  that  looked  as  bright  and  as 
green  as  if  it  was  the  fourth  of  July,  and  yit  it  was 
a  freezing  like  every  thing  out  of  doors.  I  went 
down  the  room  and  stuck  my  head  through  the 
winder,  and,  as  true  as  I  live,  it  was  a  little  room  all 
fall  of  bushes  and  roses  sot  up  on  benches ;  it  had  a 
glass  ruff,  and  the  sides  were  one  allfired  great  win- 
der, with  little  vines  a  hanging  down  over  it,  and  a 
great  tree  chuck  full  of  something  that  looked  like 
oranges,  a  standing  up  agin  it. 

There  were  five  or  six  cages  full  of  little  yaller 
birds  a  hanging  among  the  bushes,  and  right  back  of 
the  tree  stuck  over  with  oranges,  stood  a  marble 
woman  a  holding  up  a  bunch  of  grapes  cut  out  of 
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marble,  with  a  lot  of  green  leaves  twisted  round  it  as 
nateral  as  could  be.  It  was  awful  hamsome ;  but  I 
swan  if  it  didn't  make  me  feel  streaked  to  look  at  her 
a  standing  there  among  the  bushes,  for  she  hadn't 
the  least  rag  of  kivering  on,  and  it  raly  was  enough 
to  make  a  feller  blush  to  see  her  a  holding  the  grapes 
over  her  head,  as  if  she  wanted  to  make  people  look 
at  her. 

Think,  sez  I,  is  this  the  swarry  that  Cousin  Beebe 
has  bought  to  show  his  company?  I  reckon  he'd 
better  have  bought  a  calico  frock  or  something  of 
that  sort  to  kiver  over  it.  I  couldn't  bear  to  look  at 
it,  and  so  I  jest  turned  about  and  stood  still  by  the 
winder  with  my  eyes  wide  open,  fdr  at  the  t'other 
eend  of  the  room  was  another  garden  with  a  naked 
swarry  and  bushes  in  it,  as  much  like  the  one  I'd 
been  a  looking  in  as  could  be.  I  went  toward  it, 
but  stopped  short,  and  bust  out  a  larfin  all  by  my- 
self, for  it  was  nothing  but  the  same  garden  a  shining 
in  the  great  big  looking-glass,  that  I  wrote  to  you 
about,  that  hung  up  right  afore  me. 

Arter  Td  stole  another  sly  look  at  the  orange  tree 
and  the  swarry,  I  jest  stuck  my  hands  in  my  pockets 
as  well  as  I  could,  considering  they  were  so  tight, 
and  sticking  out  one  foot,  leaned  back  agin  the  win- 
der frame  and  looked  around  the  room.  A  hot 
sweltering  sun  in  dog  days  could  not  have  been 
brighter  than  everything  was.  There  were  two  great 
things  hung  by  chains  from  the  middle  of  both  rooms. 
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with  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  chunks  of  glass  a 
hanging  all  over  them;  and  they  were  stuck  full  of 
candles  as  white  as  curd^  all  a  burning  and  blazing, 
till  they  looked  like  a  heap  of  ice  and  snow  hung  up 
to  melt  in  a  fire.  Both  the  mantle  shelfs  were 
kivered  over  with  them  things  that  I  told  you  about 
that  looked  so  much  like  gold ;  some  on  'em  were 
lamps,  and  some  had  great  white  candles  stuck  into 
them ;  and  there  were  lots  on  lots  of  flowers  set  in 
among  them  that  smelt  as  sweet  as  new  hay,  and 
such  a  shining  and  glistening  I  never  did  see.  The 
best  on  it  all  was,  that  the  whopping  looking-glasses 
on  both  eends  the  rooms  made  them  seem  twice  as 
long,  and  as  if  they  had  a  great  many  more  things  in 
them  than  they  raly  had.  There  were  two  round 
tables  made  out  of  some  kind  of  cloudy  stun,  about 
as  large  as  marm's  cherry-wood  tea-tabk,  a  standing 
at  both  eends  of  the  rooms,  all  kivered  over  with 
leetle  picters  and  all  sorts  of  play-things,  beades 
heaps  of  books  with  morocco  backs  and  sprigged  off 
with  gold,  all  lying  among  them  every  which  way,  as 
if  somebody  had  been  in  a  hurry,  and  had  pitched 
them  on  the  tables  without  staying  to  pile  them  up. 

Besides  all  that,  they  had  brought  in  a  whole  heap 
more  of  them  footstools  that  I  told  you  about,  and 
they  had  put  square  kind  of  back  pillows  all  tossled 
off  and  kivered  over  with  flowers  at  the  eends  of  the 
two  settees,  besides  a  good  many  other  things  that  I 
haiut  time  to  write  about.     **  Wal,"  sez  I  to  myself, 
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**  if  CouBin  Bcebe  don't  take  the  shine  off  these  New 
Yorkers,  in  his  party  I  lose  my  guess ;  but  I  wonder 
where  on  arth  he  contrives  to  raise  mon^  to  do  it 
with  these  hard  times,  for  all  this  must  haye  cost  him 
a  few,  I'm  sartin." 

Jest  as  I  was  a  thinking  this,  the  cu£^  come  into 
the  room,  and  sez  I  — 

**  Look  a  here,  snow  ball,  when  is  the  party  a  com- 
ing? I've  seen  the  swarry  all  I  want  tu,  and  I'm  een- 
amost  tired  of  standing  here  and  doing  nothing." 

"  Wal,"  sez  he,  "  I  s'pose  they'll  be  here  in  an 
hour  or  two, — it  aint  mor'n  eight  o'clock  yit." 

''  I  rather  guess  I  shan't  stay  here  all  alone  any 
longer,"  sez  I,  and  with  that  I  buttoned  up  my  coat, 
and  jest  took  a  walk  into  the  Apollo  gallery  to  see 
the  picters,  till  it  was  time  for  the  party  to  cum.  I 
haint  time  to  say  anything  about*  the  heap  of  ham- 
some  picters  that  I  saw,  and  besides,  I  mean  to  write 
you  all  about  them  some  day  afore  long,  for  they  are 
curios,  I  can  tell  you.  I  felt  so  much  pleased  with 
looking  at  'em,  that  it  was  long  after  nine  afore  I 
thought  of  it.  So  I  jest  started  off  agin  for  Cousin 
Beebe's.  When  I  went  in  this  time  the  rooms  were 
brim  full  of  people,  and  I  was  eenamost  scared  to 
death.  I  unbuttoned  my  coat  and  pulled  up  my 
dicky  a  leetle,  besides  giving  my  hair  a  brush  —  and 
then  I  went  in  with  my  head  straight  up,  and  my 
new  fur  hat  in  my  hand ;  jest  as  I  used  to  go  in  the 
singers'  seat,  there  in  Weathersfield.     Think,  sez  I, 
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111  jest  let  'em  know  that  I  haint  been  to  dancing 
school  for  nothing.  So  I  held  my  hat  a  leetle  afore 
me  by  the  rim^  and  I  made  a  genteel  bow,  first  to  one 
side  and  then  to  t'other.  Arter  that,  I  went  and  sot 
down  on  one  of  the  settees,  and  I  looked  round  for 
coudn,  Mary,  for  I  felt  kinder  awk'ard ;  and  I  hadn't 
the  least  idee  that  she  wouldn't  have  cum  up,  as  she 
used  to  in  Weathersfield,  and  put  out  her  hand  and 
ask  me  if  she  should  take  my  hat.  But  there  I  sot 
with  it  between  my  hands,  a  fingering  it  over  as  if  it 
had  been  a  hot  potater,  and  she  never  cum  near  me. 
I  felt  dreadfully,  for  there  was  a  lot  of  hamsome  gals 
a  staring  at  me,  and  a  puckering  up  their  purty  leetle 
mouths,  as  if  they  would  a  gin  the  world  to  larf 
right  out.  Arter  a  minit  cousin  John  cum  up  to  me, 
and  sez  he, 

"  Cousin  Slick,  I'm  glad  you've  cum,  step  in  the 
next  room  and  take  a  glass  of  wine  with  me.  Mrs. 
Beebe  is  so  crowded,  you  won^t  get  near  her  jest 
yit." 

I  got  up,  and  we  went  into  the  entry  way  toge- 
ther, and  then  sez  cousin  Beebe  to  Ae  nigger, 
"  Here,  Ben,  take  Mr.  Slick's  hat." 

The  nigger  took  my  hat  and  carried  it  off  up  stairs, 
and,  arter  a  few  minits,  cousin  John  went  back  into 
the  room  where  the  company  was,  without  saying 
another  word  about  the  wine. 

"  You  had  better  go  up  and  speak  to  Mary,  now," 

sez  he,  kinder  low ;  "  there  she  stands  by  Count ." 
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I  didn't  hear  the  name,  but  it  was  some  darned  crab- 
bed word,  that  was  enough  to  choke  a  feller, 

I  hadn't  looked  round  much  when  I  cum  in  before, 
for  somehow  my  head  didn't  feel  steddy ;  but  arter 
cousin  John  cum  and  spoke  to  me,  I  didn't  seem  to 
mind  it,  so  I  jest  looked  round  as  bold  as  could  be. 
I  declare  1  never  did  see  any  body  dressed  out  as 
cousin  Mary  was*  She  had  on  a  frock  of  shining 
satin,  with  hamsome  pink  sprigs  all  oyer  it,  and 
there  was  a  great  wide  ruffle  round  the  bottom,  made 
out  of  something  that  looked  as  white  and  thin  as 
a  gal's  veil  the  day  arter  she's  married ;  and  that  was 
bitched  up  on  one  side  half  way  to  her  waist,  with  a 
pink  rose,  made  out  of  ribbon  with  long  eends,  that 
fell  down  eenamost  to  the  floor,  A  heap  of  some  kind 
of  shiney  thin  stuff  was  ruffled  round  her  bosom,  and 
hung  down  round  her  arms,  for  her  frock  sleeves 
were  short,  and  made  like  a  little  gal's ;  and  she  had 
on  a  pwr  of  white  gloves,  with  tops  to  'em,  that  cum 
eenamost  to  her  elbows.  One  on  'em  was  fastened 
jound  her  wrist  with  a  wide  piece  of  gold,  and  t'other 
she  let  slip  down  so  as  to  show  her  arm,  which  was 
plaguey  white,  or  else  I  suppose  she  would  not  have 
let  folks  see  it. 

Mary  al'ers  had  a  tamal  purty  little  foot,  but  I 
never  see  it  look  so  small  as  it  did  in  that  glistening 
white  shoe  of  hem ;  and,  to  own  the  rale  downright 
truth,  she  didn't  seem  to  be  much  ashamed  to  show 
it,  but  kept  it  stuck  out  from  under  her  ruffler,  as 
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independent  as  could  be^  as  if  she'd  made  up  her 
mind  to  be  ready  to  make  a  curchy  any  minit.  There 
was  one  thing  that  kinder  puzzled  me  a  good  deal ; 
Mary's  skin  never  was  over  white,  but  somehow  it 
looked  like  wax-work,  that  night,  and  you  never  see 
a  meadow  pink  look  brighter  than  her  cheeks  did ; 
but  instead  of  coming  into  her  face  and  going  away 
again,  as  every  man  loves  to  see  the  color  in  a  gal's 
face  when  she's  a  talking,  and  knowi^  that  he's  a 
looking  at  her,  Mary's  always  kept  jest  so ;  it  didn't 
seem  as  if  an  arthquake  would  make  her  turn  pale. 
The  hair  hung  in  long  ciirls  down  her  cheeks  and  on 
her  shoulders,  jest  as  it  did  the  other  day,  and  she 
had  a  great  white  rose  stuck  in  among  the  curls,  on 
one  side  of  her  head,  that  looked  as  if  it  hadn't  but 
jest  been  plucked  off  the  bushes. 

I  looked  at  her  purty  earnestly,  I  can  tell  you, 
and  I  do  think  she  would  have  been  a  critter  that 
John  might  be  proud  of,  if  it  wam't  for  that  stuck 
np  way  which  she's  got  since  she  cum  down  here  to 
York.  She  don't  du  nothing  on  arth  nateral,  and  as 
she  did  when  she  was  a  gal  in  Connecticut.  Instead 
of  standing  up  straight,  and  speaking  to  her  company 
as  if  she  was  glad  to  see  them,  she  stood  with  one 
foot  stuck  out  and  her  hands  jest  crossed  afore  her, 
and  kinder  stooping  for'ard,  as  if  she  couldn't  but  jest 
stand  alone ;  I  never  see  a  critter's  back  stuck  up  as 
her's  was,  I  raly  thought  she  was  a  getting  the  rick-» 
ets,  and  I  felt  so  anxious  about  it  that  I  turned  to 
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cousin  Beebe,  afore  I  went  up  to  speak  to  her,  and 

sez  I,  a  sort  of  low — 

«  Cousin  John,  how  «d  your  wife  hurt  her  back 
so?  I  declare  it  makes  me  feel  awfully  to  see  what 
a  great  hump  she's  got  a  growing  since  she  cum  away 

fipom  Connecticut ! " 

With  that  cousin  John  looked  at  her,  and  larfed  a 

httle,  but  I  could  see  he  didn't  feel  jest  right,  and 
arter  a  minit  he  said,  sez  he, 

"Hush,  cousin,  you  must  not  speak  so  loud ;  its 
true  Mary  has  put  on  rather  too  much  bustle,  but  its 
the  fashion  you  see.''     I  looked  round,  and  as  true  as 
you  live  there  wam't  a  gal  in  the  room  that  hadn't 
her  back  a  sticking  out  jest  the  same  way.     Such  a 
set  of  humpbacked  critters  I  never  did  put  my  eyes 
on,  and  yit  they  all  stood  about  a  smiling  and  a  talk- 
ing to  the  fellers  as  if  nothing  ailed  them,   poor 
things !    I  never  see  a  set  of  folks  dressed  out  so 
much,  and  so  awfully  stuck  up  as  they  were.     Some 
of  the  gals  had  feathers  in  their  hair,  and  some  had 
flowers,  or  gold  chiuns,  twisted  among  their  curls,  and 
I  didn't  see  one  there  that  wasn't  dressed  up  in  her 
silks  and  satins  as  crank  as  could  be.     As  for  the 
men,  I  thought  I  should  have  haw-hawed  right  out  a 
larfin  to  see  some  of  ''em ;  there  was  one  chap  that 
stood  a  talking  to  Miss  Beebe  with  his  hair  parted 
from  the  top  of  his  head  down  each  side  of  his  face, 
and  it  hung  down  behind  all  over  his  coat  collar,  like 
a  young  gal's  jest  before  she  begins  to  wear  a  comb; 
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and  there  was  two  bunches  of  hair  stuck  out  on  his 
upper  lip  right  under  his  nose,  like  a  cat's  whiskers 
when  she  begins  to  get  her  back  up.  Eveiy  time  he 
spoke,  the  hair  kinder  riz  up  and  moved  about  till  it 
was  enough  to  make  a  feller  crawl  all  over  to  look  at 
him.  Think,  sez  I,  if  it  wouldn't  be  fun  to  see  that 
varmint  try  to  eat.  If  he  didn't  get  his  victuals 
tangled  up  in  that  bunch  of  hair,  he  must  know  how 
to  aim  aUfired  straight  with  his  knife  and  folk. 

When  I  cum  to  look  round,  there  were  more  than 
a  dozen  chaps,  rale  dandy-looking  fellers,  with  their 
lips  bristled  out  in  the  same  way.    Think,  sez  I,  there 
are  some  men  that  would  be  hogs  if  they  only  had 
brustles,  as  we  say  in  Connecticut ;  but  these  chaps 
needn't  keep  out  of  the  gutters  for  want  of  them, 
they  are  ready  for  sarvice  any  time.     There  were 
two  or  three  ruther  good-looking  chaps,  that  didn't 
let  the  hair  grow  on  their  upper  lips,  but  it  come  up 
in  a  pint  Hke  a  letter  A  from  the  .tip  of  the  chins 
eenamost  to  their  mouths.    These  fellers  had  great 
hairy  whiskers  that  made  them  look  as  if  they  had 
run  all  to  head,  like  a  seed  onion.   I  swanny,  I  never 
did  see  such  a  set  of  infamal  looking  coots  in  all  my 
hfe — a  tribe  of  ribbed  nosed  babboons  would  have 
looked  ten  times  as  much  like  men;  and  yet  they 
didn't  seem  the  least  bit  ashamed  of  themselves,  but 
strutted  round  among  the  gals  as  large  as  life,  show- 
ing oflF  with  their  white  gloves  on  and  white  cambrio 
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handkerchers,  that  I  s'pose  they  borrowed  from  their 
sisters,  stuck  into  their  pockets. 

I  wouldn't  go  up  and  speak  tu  Miss  Beebe  till  that 
ninnihammer  with  the  briistles  went  away  from 
her,  for  I  was  afeard  that  I  couldn't  hold  in,  but 
should  haw  haw  right  out  in  his  face,  if  I  got  tu 
looking  at  him  too  stiddy.  I  raly  didn't  know  which 
looked  the  worst,  men  running  about  among  decent 
people  with  dirty  brustles  under  their  noses,  or  women 
a  trying  tu  make  themselves  look  humpbacked  so  as 
tu  be  in  the  fashion* 

At  last  the  chap  with  the  brustles  went  off  with  a 
young  gal  into  the  room  where  the  bushes  were,  tu 
look  at  the  swarry,  I  s'pose,  and  so  then  I  went  up 
tu  Miss  Beebe  and  I  made  a  bow,  and  sez  I — 

"  It's  a  pleasant  evening,  Miss  Beebe."  ' 

"  Yes,"  8ez  she,  "  it  is  very  pleasant." 

I  didn't  seem  tu  stand  easy,  so  I  put  t'other  foot 
for'ard,  and  wiped  my  nose  a  little  with  my  red 
hankercher. 

"  Any  news  a  stirring?"  sez  I. 

"  Nothing  particular  that  I  know  on,"  sez  she. 

I  changed  feet  agin. 

"  I  ruther  thought  it  was  a  going  tu  rain,  but  I 
guess  it  wont  now,"  sez  I. 

"  No,  I  ruther  think  not,"  sez  she. 

We  stood  stock  still  a  minit,  and  then  I  put 
my  hankercher  in  my  coat  pocket  agin,  and,  sez  I — 

"  I  swanny.  Miss  Beebe,  you've  got  a  grist  of 
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hamsome  gals  liere  to-night.  Ill  be  darned  if  I  aint 
eenamost  in  love  with  some  on  'em." 

"  I'm  sure  you  ought  to  be,"  sez  she,  a  puckering 
up  her  mouth,  ^^you  don't  know  how  much  they 
have  been  a  talking  about  you.  I  declare  you've  got 
to  be  quite  a  lion  since  you  took  to  writing,  cousin 
SUck." 

«  A  what?"  sez  I. 

"A  literary  lion,"  sez  she,  with  one  of  her  old 
Weathersfield  smiles. 

.  "  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  that's  a  queer  name,  but  I  don't 
care  what  they  call  me,  if  they  don't  call  me  late  tu 
dinner." 

Jest  that  minit  a  tall,  hamsome  young  feller  cum 
up  tu  us,  and  Miss  Beebe  turned  tu  him  and  spoke 
softly,  with  her  eyes  half  shet,  jest  as  if  she  was  a 
dying  ofi^  and  she  asked  him  if  he  wouldn't  sing.  ^ 

With  that  he  puckered  up  his  mouth  and  said  he 
couldn't,  cause  he'd  got  such  a  bad  cold ;  but  any* 
body  that  had  his  eye  teeth  cut  might  have  seen  that^ 
he  only  wanted  her  tu  coax  him.  A  lot  of  young 
gals  crowded  round,  and  begun  tu  put  the  soft  sodder 
over  him. 

**  Oh  du — now*pray  du,"  sez  one,  and  the  rest  on 
'em  took  it  up,  till  the  poor  feller  Tie  didn't  know 
which  eend  his  head  was  on.  So  he  sot  down,  and 
flung  back  his  head,  with  his  eyes  half  shet,  and  be 
begun  tu  sing.  I  swanny,  it  eenamost  made  the 
tears  cum  into  my  eyes  tu  hear  him,  it  was  rale 

s  ^ 


82  HIGH   LIFE  IN  NEW  TOBK. 

ginuine  music;  but  the  very  minit  lie  begun,  the 
young  gals  that  had  been  a  teasing  him  so  tu  sing, 
went  on  a  talking  and  a  larfin,  as  if  he  hadn't  done 
what  they  wanted.  I  raly  felt  sorry  for  the  feller ; 
yit  he  didn't  seem  tu  mind  it,  but  sung  away  as  if 
everybody  was  a  listening. 

Jest  then,  cousin  Beebe  called  out  my  name  from 
t'other  side  the  room.  I  wish  you  could  a  seen  how 
they  all  stared ;  it  wam't  more  than  ten  minits  arter 
that,  afore  eenamost  every  one  in  there  was  at  cousin 
Beebe  tu  be  introduced  tu  me  —  the  fellers  with  the 
brustles  and  all.  The  purtyest  gals  in  the  room  kept* 
a  flocking  round  me  as  if  they'd  never  seen  a  man 
that  wrote  for  the  newspapers  afore.  Talk  about 
soft  sodder ! —  there's  nobody  on  arth  can  put  it  into 
a  chap  so  smooth  as  a  hamsome  gaL  Somehow  they 
melt  it  with  their  smiles,  till  it  sinks  through  his 
heart  afore  he  knows  it.  I  was  talking  with  a  rare 
peeler  of  a  gal,  with  two  of  the  brightest  black  eyes 
that  I  ever  see,  when  somebody  struck  up  a  tune  on 
the  pianner-forty,  and  two  or  three  couple  got  onto 
the  floor  as  if  they  wanted  tu  dance. 

"  Do  you  dance  quadrills,  Mr.  Slick  ? "  sez  the 
black  eyed  gal,  as  if  she  wanted  me  tu  ask  her  tu 
dance. 

"  Wal,  I  don't  know,"  sez  1,  "  I  never  tried  them 
kind  of  things ;  but  I  ruther  guess  I  can,  if  you'll 
show  me  how." 

With  that,  I  took  the  tip  eend  of  her  white  glove 
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between  the  fingers  of  my  yaller  one,  and  went  with 
her  into  the  middle  of  the  room.  I  didn't  know 
what  they  were  a  going  tu  dance,  but  I  wam't  much 
afeard,  anyhow — for  there  wam't  a  chap  in  all 
Weathersfield  could  beat  me  at  a  double  shuffle,  or 
could  cut  so  neat  a  pigeon-wing  without  music,  as  I 
could. 

Wal,  the  music  b^un,  and  one  of  the  fellers  that 
had  the  hair  on  his  lip,  begun  tu  sUde  about  with  his 
eyes  half  shet  and  his  hands  a  hanging  down,  and 
looking  as  doleful  as  if  he'd  jest  come  away  from  a 
funeraL  Did  you  ever  see  a  duck  swim  a  mill-dam, 
or  a  hen  turning  up  its  eyes  when  it's  a  drinking? 
If  you  have,  you  can  git  some  idee  how  the  lazy 
coot  danced.  I  thought  I  should  go  off  the  handle 
tu  see  him,  but  the  gals  all  stuck  out  their  little  feet, 
and  poked  about  jest  in  the  same  way.  Think,  sez  I, 
when  it  conaes  my  turn.  111  give  you  a  little  specimen 
of  ginuine  dancing.  I  only  wish  I'd  thought  tu  put 
a  little  loose  change  in  my  pocket  tu  jingle,  if  it  was 
ony  jest  tu  show  how  well  I  keep  step. 

A  young  lady,  with  her  hair  twisted  all  up  with 
little  white  flowers,  balanced  up  tu  me,  jest  as  you've 
seen  a  bird  walk,  and  then  it  come  my  turn.  I  took 
two  steps  forward,  and  then  I  cut  a  peeler  of  a  pigeon- 
wing,  and  ended  off  with  a  little  touch  of  the  double 
shuffle,  but  my  trousers  was  so  plaguy  tight  that 
I  couldn't  make  my  legs  rale  limber,  all  I  could  du ; 
besides,  the  music  wam't  much  more  like  a  dancing 

E  6 
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tune  than  Grreenbank  or  Old  HundrecL     At  last  I 
went  up  tu  the  gal  that  was  playing,  and  sez  I  — 

"  Look  a  here — jest  pve  us  something  lively  — 
Yankee  Doodle^  or  Money  Muss,  or  the  Irish 
Washerwoman,  or  Paddy  Carey.  I  siat  a  going  tu 
twist  and  pucker  round  in  this  way ! " 

With  that  the  young  fellers  with  the  hair  lips 
begun  tu  push  their  cambric  hankerchers  into  their 
mouths,  and  the  youi^  gals  puckered  up  their  mouths 
as  if  I'd  done  something  tu  poke  fun  at.  But  instid 
of  sneaking  off,  and  letting  the  stuck-up  varmints 
think  they'd  scared  me  so  that  I  darsn't  dance,  I  felt  • 
my  dander  a  getting  up,  and  sez  I  tu  myself,  "  I 
guess  I'll  let  'em  see  that  I  wam't  brought  up  in  the 
woods  to  be  scared  at  owls,  any  how ; "  so  I  jest 
turned  tu  the  black  eyed  gal  that  was  my  partner^ 
and  sez  I, 

**  Cum  now.  Miss,  let  us  show  'em  how  it's  done," 
and  with  that  I  begun  tu  put  it  down  right  and  left 
like  a  streak  of  lightning.  It  wam't  more  than  two 
minits  afore  I  heard  the  gals  a  talking  tu  each  other^ 
and  a  saying, 

"  How  odd — how  strange — quite  the  eccentricity 
of  genius  —  these  literary  lions  never  do  anything  as 
other  people  do!  —  I  don't  wonder  Miss  Beebe's 
proud  of  him  I " 

The  young  fellers  joined  in,  and  stopped  larfin  as 
quick  as  could  be,  the  minit  they  begun  tu  see  how 
the  wind  was  a  blowing  up  in  my  quarter;  and  when 
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I  finished  oflf  and  led  the  black  eyed  gal  tu  one  of  the 
footstools,  there  was  no  eend  tu  the  soft  sodder  they 
all  put  on  tu  me.  Sez  I  tu  myself,  nothmg  like 
keeping  a  stiflf  upper  lip  with  these  stuck  up  fashion- 
ables, for  arter  all  they  wnt  more  than  half  sartin 
what's  genteel  and  what  aint 

Jest  then  the  music  begun  agin,  and  one  of  them 
taU  hairy  Upped  feUers  got  up  with  a  purty  little 
gal,  that  didn't  look  more  than  eighteen  years  old, 
and  he  put  his  white  gloves  on  a  little  tighter,  and 
then  I'll  be  darned  if  he  didn't  begin  to  hug  her 
.  right  there  afore  all  on  us.  He  put  one  arm  round 
her  little  waist  jest  above  the  hump  on  her  back,  and 
he  took  one  of  her  hands  in  his'n,  and  then  she  looked 
up  into  his  eyes  and  he  looked  down  into  hers  as 
loving  as  two  pussy  cats,  and  then  they  begun  tu 
make  cheeses  on  the  carpet  till  you  couldn't  have 
told  which  was  which. 

I  never  felt  my  blood  bile  so  in  all  my  life;  it 
raly  didn't  seem  decent,  and  if  she  had  been  a  relation 
of  mine,  I'll  be  darned  tu  damation  if  I  wouldn't 
have  knocked  that  pesky  varmint  into  a  cocked  hat 
in  less  than  no  time.  I'd  a  made  him  glad  tu  eat 
himself  up  hair  and  all,  greasy  as  it  must  a  tasted,  tu 
have  got  out  of  my  way.  Oh,  but  I  was  wrathy 
with  the  coot  for  a  minit  I  and  then  says  I  to  myself, 
"  I  don't  know  as  the  chap's  so  much  tu  blame,  arter 
all,  it's  the  gal's  own  fault ;  if  she  likes  to  be  hugged 
and  whirled  round  so  afore  the  folks,  the  feller  must 
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be  an  allfired  fcxd  not  to  like  it  as  much  qb  she  does ; 
but,  thinks  I,  if  the  gal  means  to  git  married,  her 
bread  will  be  all  dough  agin,  arter  this,  for  no  decent 
honest  man  would  want  to  many  a  gal  arter  he'd 
seen  her  tousled  about  afore  fifty  people,  hj  such  a 
shote  as  that  chap  is." 

As  soon  as  the  two  critters  sot  down,  the  fellers 
and  the  gals  all  locked  arms  and  begun  to  stream 
out  of  the  room.  I  thought  I  might  as  well  see 
where  they  were  a  going,  so  I  jest  crooked  my  arm, 
and  the  black  eyed  gal  put  hers  through  it,  and  out 
we  went  into  the  entry  way  tu  a  room  further  back, 
where  all  the  company  was  standing  about  round  a 
table  sot  with  everything  good  on  arth  that  a  feller 
ever  thought  of  eating. 

I  thought  the  table,  when  I  eat  dinner  at  cousin 
John's,  took  the  shine  off  firom  everything  that  I'd 
ever  seen  afore  in  my  life,  but  it  wam't  a  circum- 
stance to  this.  There  was  no  eend  to  the  silver 
dishes  and  baskets  all  sot  out  with  flowers,  and  a  run- 
ning over  with  bunches  of  white  grapes  and  oranges, 
and  everything  else  good  that  ever  grew  on  arth ;  and 
there  were  more  than  half  a  dozen  little  steeples,  all 
made  out  of  red  and  white  sugar  candy,  hung  over 
with  flowers,  and  curlecued  about  with  little  sugar 
images,  and  sich  lots  of  cake,  and  presarves,  and 
jelly,  and  things  that  I'd  never  seen  afore  in  my  life. 
Everything  glittered  and  shone  so,  it  fairly  took 
away  my  appetite.     There  was  another  little  table 
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kivered  over  with  decanters,  and  with  a  lot  of  them 
cider  bottles  that  Fve  told  jou  about,  standing  on  it ; 
bat  I  kept  purty  clear  of  that,  I  can  tell  you. 
Cousin  Beebe  cum  to  me  with  one  of  'em  in  his 
hand,  and  sez  he,  sort  of  larfin, 

"  Come,  cousin  Slick,  take  a  glass.** 
Sez  I,  «  No,    if  you'd  jest  as  llvs,  Td  a  little 
ruther  not,  your  York  cider  don't  agree  with  me." 
^^  Oh,"  sez  he,  '^  it's  only  sham  pain,  try  a  little." 
"  I'm  jest  as  much  obliged  to  you,  but  I'd  a  little 
ruther  not,  it  wam't  sham  pain  that  I  had  in  my 
head  the  day  arter  I  dnmk  it  before,  I  can  tell  you." 
With  that  cousin  Beebe  larfed,  and  sez  he,  "  You 
must  be  gallant,  and  help  Miss  Miles,  she  hasn't  got 
no  refreshments   yit."    I  looked  toward  the  black 
eyed  gal,  and  sure  enough,  there  she  stood  as  mute 
as  could  be,  looking  on,  while  all  the  rest  was  a  catl- 
ing.    I  went  up  to  her  a^n,  and  I  made  her  a  bow, 
and  sez  I, 

"  Miss  Miles,  what  will  you  take  ?  arter  you  is 
manners  for  me  ;  and  I  begin  to  feel  a  little  as  if  I 
should  like  a  bite." 

I  could  see  that  tamal  purty  mouth  of  hem 
begin  to  tremble,  as  if  it  wanted  to  say  something 
funny,  but  she  looked  in  my  face,  and  sez  she, 
**  I'll  take  a  little  blue  monge,  if  you  please." 
I  didn't  know  what  she  could  mean,  but  there  was 
some  stuff  in  some  little  blue  glasses,  that  looked  as 
much  like  soap  suds  as  anything  else,  and  I  took  one 
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of  'em  out  of  the  silver  thing  that  it  stood  in,  and  I 
jest  stirred  it  up  a  little  with  the  spoon,  afore  I  give 
it  to  her.  I  don't  know  what  on  arth  become  of  the 
blue  monge,  but  I  hadn't  more  than  touched  it  when 
off  it  went,  and  left  the  glass  eenajest  empty.  Miss 
Miles  larfed  a  little,  and  sez  she, 

**  Thank  you,  the  syllabub  will  do  jest  as  welL  A 
few  grapes,  and  a  trifle  of  that  jelly,  if  you  please." 

"  But,"  sez  I,  holding  the  glass,  and  a  lookin  down 
on  the  carpet  and  over  my  new  trousers,  "  where  on 
arth  can  that  monge  have  gone  tu !  I  hope  there 
aint  none  of  it  got  on  tu  your  silk  frock.  Miss 
Miles." 

**  Oh,  no,"  sez  she,  "  don't  mind  it,  the  grapes  will 
do  jest  as  welL" 

I  took  up  a  plate  and  gave  her  a  great  whopping 
bimch  from  off  one  of  the  dishes,  and  then  I  made 
^mother  bow,  and,  sez  I  — 

"  Anything  else.  Miss  Miles  ?  I'd  do  anything  on 
arth  to  oblige  you." 

She  twisted  up  that  plump  little  mouth  of  hem  in 
one  of  the  handsomest  smiles  I  ever  see,  and,  sez  she, 
"  I'll  take  that  rose  bud  that  dropped  from  the  grape 
basket  when  you  took  these  out." 

I  swan,  but  she  looked  plaguy  hamsome,  I  couldn't 
but  jest  keep  from  staring  right  in  her  face  all  the 
time.  I  felt  my  heart  a. floundering  about,  like  a 
pullet  with  its  neck  twisted,  when  she  said  this,  and 
I  took  up  the  rose  bud  between  the  fingers  of  my 
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yaller  gloves,  and  I  stepped  back  and  made  as  genteel 
a  bow  as  I  could,  considering  I  hadn't  room  to  square 
my  elbows,  and^  sez  I  — 

"I  hope  you'll  keep  that  ere  to  remember  me  by.** 

She  gave  me  another  of  them  tarnation  bright 
smiles,  and  she  stuck  the  rose  in  her  bosom,  and  sez 
she,  kinder  larfin  a  little  — 

"  What  shall  I  give  you,  Mr.  Slick  ?  This  myrtle 
sprig,  it'll  keep  green  longer  than  your  rose." 

^^  No  thank  you,"  sez  I,  a  looking  at  her  as  killing 
as  could  be.  *^  I'll  take  it ;  but  I  don't  want  anything 
to  make  me  remember  you." 

I  kinder  expected  that  she'd  have  blushed  a  little 
when  I  said  that ;  but  somehow  these  city  gals  don't 
color  up  very  easy.     She  smiled  agin,  and  sez  she  — 

^^  Well,  Mr.  Slick,  you  must  call,  and  see  how  well 
your  rose  keeps  with  me.  Mrs.  Beebe  will  come 
with  you  any  time." 

Sez  I,  **  But  I  aint  sartin  as  you'll  be  glad  to  see 
me,  you  must  have  a  great  many  beans,  and  I  may 
be  in  the  way." 

She  was  a  going  to  answer  me,  but  jest  then  that 
tamal  varmint  with  the  hair  come  up  with  a  plate  in 
lus  bond,  and  sez  he  — 

"  Let  me  help  you  tu  a  jelly.  Miss  Miles." 

I  could  have  knocked  the  critter  into  the  middle 
of  next  week,  I  was  so  tamal  mad ;  but  there  he 
stood  a  bowing  and  a  smiling,  through  his  hair  lip 
like  an  etamal  monkey  that  had  got  the  stomach 
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ache^  and  I  coulda't  get  a  word  in  edge  ways.  I 
couldn't  eat  a  morsel,  but  I  took  up  one  of  the  cider 
bottles  without  a  thinking  what  I  was  a  doing,  and 
I  drunk  two  glasses  right  off,  and  arter  that  I  felt  a 
little  better ;  but  111  be  darned  if  it  didn't  make  me 
grit  my  teeth  tu  see  that  stuck-up  coot  work  his  arm 
as  if  he  wamted  tu  go  into  t'other  room  with  Miss 
Miles.  She  looked  roimd  as  if  to  see  where  I  was, 
and  then  I  went  right  straight  up,  and,  sez  I  tu 
him  — 

"  Arter  me  is  manners  for  yew." 

With  that  I  took  her  little  hand  in  my  yaller 
glove,  and  I  put  it  into  my  arm  as  genteel  as  could 
be,  and  walked  streight  into  t'other  room  with  her. 
She  sot  down  on  one  of  the  settees,  and  I  jest  pulled 
one  of  the  footstools  close  up  to  her,  and  there  we 
both  sot  as  sociable  as  could  be  till  the  folks  all  come 
back  agin.  Arter  that  I  had  to  git  up  and  give  a 
pale-looking  gal  my  seat ;  but  I  kept  a  standing  up 
by  the  eend  of  the  settee,  till  Cousin  Beebe  come  up 
tu  me,  and,  sez  he  — 

**  Cousin  Slick,  jest  step  this  way  a  minit." 

He  went  right  between  the  silk  winder  curtins 
into  the  place  where  the  bushes,  and  the  birds,  and 
the  swarry  was,  and  sez  he  — 

"  Cousin  Jonathan,  did  you  know  that  the  straps 
to  your  pantaloons  have  slipped  out  from  under  your 
boots?" 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  sez  I,  a  looking  down  at  hisen, 
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tu  see  how  he  fixed  them,  for  I  didn't  want  him  to 
think  that  I'd  left  'em  so  on  purpose;  but  I  felt 
awful  streaked  when  I  see  his  was  buttoned  under 
the  sole  of  his  dancing  pumps. 
"  Here,  jest  lift  up  your  foot,"  sez  he. 
I  histed  my  foot  up,  and  he  jirked  the  strops  down 
quick  enough  ;  but  I  swan  if  I  didn't  feel  as  if  he'd 
corded  me  up^  tu  see  how  long  I'd  keep.  I  didn't 
wonder  the  chaps  sidled  and  wriggled  about  so  when 
they  tried  tu  dance,  a  feller  couldn't  take  a  regular 
strong  step  tu  save  his  life,  girt  up  in  a  pair  of  these 
new-fashioned  trousers. 

^*  Look  a  here,  cousin  Beebe,"  sez  I,  jest  as  he  was 
a  going  out,  and  I  pinted  tu  the  naked  marble 
woman  a  standing  among  the  bushes,  with  the  light 
a  coming  in  from  t'other  room  onto  her,  till  she 
looked  like  a  hamsome  ghost  a  walking  among  the 
bushes  by  moonlight ;  **  if  you'll  take  a  fool's  advice, 
you'll  buy  a  frock  and  petticoat  for  that  purty  swarry 
of  youm,  afore  you  have  another  party.  How  should 
you  feel  if  some  of  them  young  gab  was  tu  come 
in  here  ?" 

John  bust  out  a  larfin,  and  I  raly  thought  the 
critter  would  never  stop. 

**  Now  what  are  you  a  haw-hawing  about  ? "  sez 

I,   sort  a  wrathy,  **  because  I  cum  here  with  my 

trousers  slipped  up  a  leetle  ?     I  don't  s'pose  anybody 

but  you  see  them." 

"  Oh  never  think  about  it,"  sez  he,  a  biting  in,  but 
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the  tears  kept  a  running  down  his  cheeks,  for  all 
that.  "  Kthey  did  see  it,  they'll  set  it  down  for  the 
eccentricity  of  genius,  as  the  y  oung  ladies  say.  You. 
literary  chaps  can  do  a'most  anything  now-a-days." 

**  I  begin  to  think  we  can,"  sez  I,  for  jest  that 
minit  I  remembered  all  that  tamal  sweet  critter, 
Miss  Miles,  had  been  a  saying  to  me,  and  I  looked 
down  tu  see  if  the  sprig  of  myrtle  was  in  my  button- 
hole yit. 

When  we  went  into  the  room,  there  wam't  scarce 
any  of  the  party  left.  I  stood  by  one  of  the  doors 
till  I  saw  Miss  Miles  cmn  down  with  her  purty  face 
half  buried  up  in  a  great  silk  hood  —  so  I  jest  went 
with  her  to  the  door,  and  there  stood  a  carriage  with 
a  nigger  a  standing  by  the  door  —  so  I  jest  took  hold 
of  her  hand  and  helped  her  to  git  in ;  and  arter  that 
I  felt  so  lonesome,  I  bid  cousin  Mary  good  night  and 
made  tracks  for  my  oflBice.  I  ruther  think  I  won't 
tell  what  I  dreamed  about  —  you  old  steady  folks  do 
love  to  larf  at  a  young  chap  so  —  and  as  I  ruther 
think  I  shall  come  hum  tu  thanksgiving,  I  don't 
mean  tu  let  you  all  poke  too  much  fun  at  me. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  VIL 

flCENES    IN     BROADWAY. — JONATHAN'S    INTERVIEW  WITH 
THE   COUNT   AND   FLIRTATIONS   WITH  HISS  MILES. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Jtutiee  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  WeaihersfieJd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Pab, 

I  AM  eenamost  sartin  that  you  was  disappinted  be- 
cause I  didn't  come  hum  to  thanksgiying,  but  some- 
how I  couldn't  raise  pluck  enough  to  start,  all  I  could 
du.  I  raly  don't  know  what  seemed  to  be  the  mat- 
ter with  me  ;  but  arter  Miss  Beebe's  party,  I  begun 
to  git  as  peaked  and  wamblecropped  as  could  be,  I 
swanny,  if  it  didn't  set  me  all  in  a  fluster  the  next 
morning,  when  I  got  up  and  found  the  sprig  of  myr- 
tle that  Miss  Miles  give  me  a  lying  on  the  floor,  jest 
where  it  had  dropped  from  the  button  hole  of  my 
new  coat. 

I  didn't  hardly  give  myself  time  to  put  on  my 
clothes,  afore  I  went  out  to  a  crockery-ware  stand 
and  bought  a  tumbler  to  put  it  in ;  and  then  I  set  it 
on  my  desk,  and  tried  to  write  a  little,  for  I  didn't 
feel  jest  like  eating  any  breakfast.  But  it  wam't  of 
no  use  trying  —  all  I  could  du,  every  idee  in  my 
head  got  fixed  on  the  myrtle,  and  Miss  Miles,  and 
the  party.     I  didn't  write  two  words  together,  but 
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scrabbled  all  over  the  paper^  and  figgered  out  little 
heads,  and  meeting-houses,  and  hay-stacks  on  it,  as 
natural  as  could  be ;  but  if  Fd  been  hung  and  choked 
to  death,  I  couldn't  a  wrote  two  rale  ginuine  lines. 
I  felt  sort  of  odd  all  over,  and  I  hadn't  the  least  no- 
tion what  could  ail  me ;  it  wam't  a  very  tedious  feel- 
ing, though,  but  it  seemed  as  if  I  was  a  dreaming  yit, 
and  all  about  that  tarnation  little  Miss  Miles.  I  kept 
a  seeing  them  bright  black  eyes  and  them  long  curls 
of  hem  all  the  time,  as  plain  as  day.  I'll  be  choked 
if  I  didn't  git  afeared  that  I  was  a  b^inning  to  have 
a  kind  of  a  sneakin  notion  arter  her,  and  sez  I  to  my- 
self, "  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick,  this  won't  do,  no  how. 
Arter  what  you've  seen  of  woman  natur  in  that  Judy 
White,  you  must  be  a  darned  crazy  shote  to. poke 
your  fingers  in  that  fire  agin."  But  a  feller  may  as 
well  drink  tu  much  lickor  and  ask  it  not  to  make  him 
stagger,  as  to  git  his  head  chock  full  of  the  gals,  and 
then  try  to  talk  common  sense  to  hisself.  It  is  like 
giving  advice  to  a  rat  when  his  leg  is  in  the  trap. 

The  long  and  short  of  it  was,  I  couldn't  set  still, 
and  I  couldn't  think  of  anything  on  arth  but  that  gal, 
so  I  jumped  up  all  tu  once,  and  sez  I  to  myself — 
"  Wal,  one  way  or  t'other,  by  hook  or  by  crook,  I'll 
see  her  agin  —  I  will,  by  the  hokey  !  it's  of  no  use  to 
git  down  in  the  mouth  about  it,  she  can't  do  more 
than  give  me  the  mittin,  any  how^  and  it  will  be  the 
first  gal  I  ever  got  it  from,  if  she  does,  I  can  tell  her 
that." 
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I  was  so  anxious  that  it  seemed  forever  afore  I  got 
(m  my  dandy  coat  and  trousers  agin.  My  hankercher 
smelt  purty  strong  yit  of  the  essence  of  peppermint, 
so  I  fixed  it  right  in  my  pocket,  put  on  my  yaller 
gloves,  and  stuck  the  sprig  of  myrtle  in  my  bosom 
afore  I  gin  the  last  peak  into  the  leetle  looking-glass 
that  hangs  in  a  comer  of  my  office.  I  don't  think 
there  could  be  much  said  agin  my  looks,  as  I  went 
down  Cherry  street  with  my  head  flung  back,  sort  of 
independent,  and  the  tip  eend  of  my  yaller  gloves 
stuck  in  my  pocket.  Consam  that  Broadway  tailor! 
he  made  the  trousers  so  tight  that  I  couldn't  git  a 
hull  hand  in,  no  more  than  I  could  fly. 

Miss  Miles  lives  clear  up  to  the  further  eend  of 
Broadway,  so  I  took  a  short  cut  across  the  Park,  and 
went  along  by  the  Astor  House.  A  lot  of  dandyfied 
looking  chaps  stood  on  the  steps  a  staring  at  the 
hamsome  gals  as  they  went  by,  all  furbelowed  and 
finefied  out  like  a  stream  of  garden  flowers  all  in  full 
blow. 

They  may  talk  about  England  and  France  and 
Garmany,  as  well  as  all  the  other  big  places  that  a 
feller  can  pint  out  on  the  map ;  but,  for  my  part,  I 
don't  believe  there  is  a  place  on  the  arth  where  the 
wimmen  dress  so  allfired  costly  as  they  du  here  in 
York.  It  raly  is  enough  to  make  a  feller  grit  his 
teeth  to  see  the  harnsome  critters  sideling  and  cm:- 
chying  along  the  stun  walks,  wrapped  up  in  silks  and 
satins  and  velvets,  and  all  sorts  of  feathers,  as  long  as 
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them  that  Captin  Jones  wore  in  his  training  cap;  as 
if  it  only  wanted  a  fiddler  to  set  them  all  a  dancing, 
when  their  husbands  are  out  a  shinning  and  working 
themselves  to  death  to  keep  their  notes  from  being 
sued  by  the  lawyers.  It  don't  seem  right,  but  yit 
they  do  look  tamal  killing  in  their  furbelows  —  it's 
of  no  use  denying  that. 

But  one  thing  did  raise  my  dander  a  leetle  as  I 
went  along,  that's  a  fact.  Any  body  that  had  half 
an  eye  could  see  that  all  the  young  gals  were  pos- 
sessed after  them  foreign  chaps  with  the  brustles  and 
whiskers.  Every  once  in  a  while,  one  of  the  indecent 
varmints  would  come  along  with  his  head  twisted 
round  under  some  purty  woman's  bonnet,  talking  as 
soft  and  as  mealy-mouthed  as  could  be,  like  an  old 
grey  cat  mewing  round  a  bird  cage;  and  the  gals 
seemed  all  in  a  twitter,  they  were  so  tickled,  and 
screwed  up  their  mouths,  and  smiled  to  show  their 
teeth,  and  looked  as  proud  as  peacocks  of  the  etamal 
impudent  critters.  Ill  be  darned  1  if  I  don't  believe 
every  one  of  them  chaps  are  barbers  or  chair-makers 
when  they  are  to  hum,  and  hearing  what  a  chance 
the  York  gals  give  every  kind  of  animals  that  come 
from  foreign  parts,  and  how  they  begin  to  turn  up 
their  noses  at  a  rale  true  bom  American,  whenever 
they  can  git  a  chance  to  make  fools  of  themselves 
with  them  hairy  lipp'd  fellers,  they've  come  over  here 
to  York  to  court  the  gals  and  git  up  a  new  crop  of 
hair  to  begin  bisness  with  when  they  git  hum  agin. 
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Think,  sez  I,  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad  joke  sometime 
about  six  months  arter  this,  if  some  of  them  same 
gals  that  don't  think  nothing  of  chasing  arter  them 
fellers,  should  buy  his  whiskers  and  all  the  rest 
on  'em  that  they  fall  in  love  with,  stuffed  into  a 
footstool,  sich  as  I  saw  at  Miss  Beebe's.  Stranger 
things  than  that  has  happened  afore  now,  I  reckon. 

It  raly  made  me  feel  bad  to  see  tall,  hamsome- 
looking  fellers,  ginujne  Americans,  with  revolu- 
tionary blood  in  their  hearts,  a  standing  on  the 
tavern  steps,  and  a  walking  all  alone  up  and  down 
the  streets  as  molancholy  as  mice  in  an  empty  mill, 
while  their  own  wimmen  folks,  that  ought  to  feel 
ashamed  of  themselves,  were  a  talking  and  smiling 
and  giggling  with  that  pack  of  varmints.  It  made 
my  blood  bile  to  see  it,  I  can  tell  you. 

You  wont  think  it  exactly  like  a  Christian  to  run 
on  as  I  du  about  them  fellers,  I'm  afeard ;  but  the 
truth  of  it  is,  I  do  hate  'em  like  pison.  K I  owned 
a  caravan  of  living  animals,  dam  me,  if  I  wouldn't 
catch  some  on  'em  for  specimens,  and  cage  'em  up  for 
a  show.  They  wouldn't  be  a  strutting  up  Broad- 
way and  a  showing  themselves  for  nothing  much 
longer,  I  can  tell  them  that!  They  talk  about 
Yankee  speculations,  I  reckon  this  would  be  a  prime 
one  —  wouldn't  it  ?  If  a  feller  could  only  git  a  good 
trap  made,  there  wouldn't  be  no  difficulty  but  we 
could  find  party  gals  — them  that  live  in  fine  houses 
and  hold  up  their  heads  as  if  they  were  queens  too  — 
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that  would  be  willing  enough  to  let  you  use  them  for 
bait. 

You  wont  be  surprised  that  I  am  wrathy  about 
them  chaps^  when  I  tell  you  how  I  was  struck  up 
jest  arter  I  went  by  the  Astor  House.  I  was  think- 
ing about  one  thing  or  another,  when  all  to  once  I 
lifted  my  head,  and  there  was  Miss  Miles  a  coming 
toward  me  looking  as  fresh  and  hamsome  as  a  full 
blown  butter-cup ;  and  close  to  her  side,  that  Coimt 
with  the  crabbed  name,  that  I  saw  at  Miss  Beebe's, 
was  a  twistifying  himself  along,  with  his  head  bent 
sideways  till  the  great  long  white  feather  that  she 
wore  in  her  bonnet  all  but  swept  across  his  eyes.  I 
eenamost  felt  as  if  I  should  holler  out,  and  I  raly 
believe  I  should  have  boo  hooed  right  in  the  street  if 
I  hadn't  been  so  allfired  wrathy  at  the  sight  of  him. 
Oh !  but  my  Yankee  grit  did  rise ! — I  dug  my  hands 
down  in  my  trousers'  pocket  and  walked  right 
straight  up  to  them  a  grinning  like  a  hyena,  for  I 
w^  detarmined  to  let  them  see  that  I  didn't  care  a 
copper  how  much  they  walked  together.  They  were 
so  busy  twisting  their  heads  about  and  a  looking 
soft  sodder  at  each  other,  that  they  didn't  see  me  till 
I  stood  right  afore  them,  as  stiff  as  an  iron  crowbar, 
with  my  head  up  straight,  and  one  foot  stuck  out 
for'ard,  as  an  independent  and  true  bom  Yankee 
ought  to  do  when  he  sees  himself  imposed  on. 

There  was  no  mistake  in  Miss  Miles  this  time,  any 
how.     She  gave  a  little  scream  and  blushed  as  red  as 
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a  turkey's  comb^  and  then  she  looked  about  sort  of 
skeery  as  if  she  was  afeard  somebody  would  see  how 
slick  I'd  cai:^ht  her.  I  was  as  mad  as  all  natur^  but^ 
as  true  as  you  Hve^  I  couldn't  but  jest  keep  from  haw 
hawing  right  out  to  see  how  that  hair-lipp'd  Count 
acted  when  he  saw  me  a  standing  up  afore  him.  He 
kinder  ste{^>ed  back  and  stuck  out  one  foot  a  little 
sideways,  jest  as  if  he  was  a  going  to  make  a  bow, 
and  he  twisted  his  little  stuck  up  waist  round  till  his 
head  poked  out  like  a  mud  turtle  when  he  wants  to 
see  if  anybody  is  near.  Then  he  took  a  thing  out  of 
his  vest  pocket  hitdied  to  a  gold  chain  that  he  wore 
round  his  neck,  and  held  it  up  to  one  eye,  and  there 
he  stood  a  staring  at  me,  and  twisting  his  face  and  a 
brustling  up  his  haiivlip,  like  an  etamal  monkey.  I 
didn't  seem  to  mind  him,  but  kxJced  right  stnught  at 
Miss  Miles,  and  sez  I  — 

"  How  do  you  du.  Miss  Miles?" 

She  didn't  seem  to  know  how  to  take  me  at  first, 
so  she  looked  at  the  feller  and  then  at  me,  and»  arter 
a  while,  sez  she  — 

«  Oh !  Mr.  Slick,  is  it  you?" 

*'  Wal,  I  ruther  g^iess  it  is,"  sez  I;  "  but  I  s'pose 
my  room's  as  good  as  my  company,  I  don't  want  tu 
keep  you  from  talking  tu  your  beau  there." 

"  Oh  I  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  she,  a  twisting  up  her 
mouth  and  a  looking  in  my  face,  jest  as  she  did  the 
night  afore,  "  how  odd  you  men  of  genius  are  I     The 
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Count,  Fm  sure,  will  be  happj  to  meet  70U,  won't 
you.  Count?" 

She  called  the  coot  by  his  hull  name,  but  how  she 
could  twist  that  little  mouth  of  hem  so  as  to  git 
the  word  out,  I  can't  telL  Arter  that,  she  turned 
her  head  a  little,  and  said  something  sort  of  low  to 
him.  She  smiled  so  hamsome,  and  her  yoice  was  so 
soft  and  coaxing,  that  I  had  eenamost  forgot  the 
chap,  but  her  talking  to  him  made  me  rile  up  agin  — 
and  jest  as  he  was  letting  that  half  of  a  pair  of  spec- 
tacles down  from  his  eye,  and  was  a  b^inning  to  put 
his  face  ship-shape  agin,  I  walked  right  straight  up 
to  him,  and  sez  I  — 

^^  Look  a  here,  you  chap ;  I  ruther  guess  you  mean 
to  know  who  I  am  the  next  time  you  see  me." 

^^  Sare  ?  "  sez  he,  a  standing  up  straight,  and  open- 
ing his  great  black  eyes  till  they  seemed  chuck  full 
of  fire  and  brimstone. 

''  Wal,  what  on  it?"  sez  I. 

"  You  are  impertinent,"  sez  he. 

"  Wal,  now  I  reckon  that  aint  what  I  was  bap- 
tised. I'll  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Hair-lip,  I  haint  a 
going  to  let  you  nor  any  body  else  call  me  names," 
sez  I,  a  taking  both  hands  out  of  my  trousers'  pockets, 
and  a  pulling  up  my  yaller  gloves  a  leetle,  as  spiteftil 
as  could  be,  jest  to  show  him  that  my  mawlers  were 
fit  for  use. 

The  feller's  lips  begun   to  grow  white,  but  he 
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twisted  them  up  as  if  he  wanted  to  make  me  think 
he  didn't  care  for  what  I  said. 

**  Sare,"  sez  he,  "  do  you  know  whom  you  are 
speaking  to?** 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  larfin  in  his  face  a  leetle,  "  I  ruther 
guess  I  dn,  though  I  haint  jest  made  up  my  mind 
what  kind  of  homed  cattle  you  call  yourself  yit: 
they  give  all  sich  stranger-critters  a  name,  and  I 
s'pose  you'll  git  one  by-am-by,  as  well  as  the  rest  on 
em. 

With  that  he  turned  as  white  as  a  tub  of  ctird,  and 
eezhe  — 

**  This  is  too  much,  sare  1  remember  you  are 
speaking  to  a  Count."  Here  he  out  with  a  name  as 
long  and  crooked  as  a  sassafras  root. 

"  You  don't  say  so  I  '^  sez  L 

"  I'm  a  nobleman  I "  sez  he,  and  he  was  a  going 
on  to  give  me  another  string  of  foreign  jaw-breakers ; 
but  I  jest  sot  down  my  foot,  and  sez  I, 

"  Look  a  here,  you  feller  —  I  don't  care  the  value 
of  a  butternut-shell  how  many  names  you've  got; 
we  don't  own  no  Counts  in  this  ere  free  land  of 
liberty,  but  them  that  can  count  down  the  most  hard 
chink,  and  they  have  to  work  tarnation  hard  afore 
they  git  the  title,  I  can  tell  you.  As  for  your  noble- 
men, we  have  raised  a  new-fashioned  set  of  'em  in 
this  land  of  liberty.  In  the  Revolutionary  War  a 
hull  grist  on  'em  sot  their  titles  down  on  our  glorious 
Declaration  of  Independence,  and  there  they'll  etay, 
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as  bright  as  the  stars^  to  all  etamitj^  and  a  day 
longer.  We  don't  ask  our  noblemen  who  tlieir 
fathers  were,  or  how  they  got  a  living.  Great  deeds^ 
and  —  what's  the  same  thing  — good  deeds,  make  no- 
blemen here.  Every  man  has  to  work  out  his  own 
title,  and  when  he  dies,  instid  of  leaving  it  to  8(»oe 
booby  of  a  son,  he  writes  his  date  out  in  the  history 
of  his  country,  and  takes  it  baok  to  him  who  gave 
the  power  to  am  it.  As  for  any  other  noblemen  — 
though  I  believe  arter  all  that  the  true  ginuine  lords' 
and  counts  that  come  out  here  are  as  scarce  as  hen's 
teeth  —  "  (here  the  Count  didn't  seem  to  stand  easy,) 
"  we  true  Americans,  rale  full-blooded  Yankees,  don't 
care  any  more  for  their  titles  than  we  do  for  the 
stuns  under  our  feet.  It's  only  your  half-blooded 
Americans  that  have  been  baked  over  in  Europe^ 
and  our  silly  finefied  gals  that  chase  after  you. 
An  honest  straight  for'ard  Yankee  gal  would  take 
you  for  jest  what  you  are  worth  as  men^  and  when 
they  du  that,  I  ruther  guess  we  can  pull  an  even 
yoke  with  any  of  you  that  come  from  t'other  side  the 
water." 

Here  I  gave  Miss  Miles  a  squint  that  made  her 
wilt  like  a  broken  rose  in  the  hot  sun  I  "  Mr.  Slick," 
sez  she,  eenamost  crying,  "I  beg,  I  entreat,  let  us 
walk  on.     See  how  the  people  are  remarking  us." 

*^  Wal,"  sez  I,  sort  of  mollified,  **  I  aint  doing 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  on,  am  I  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no,"  sez  she,  "  I  didn't  mean  to  say  that." 
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**  WaJ,  there  aint  nothing  on  arth  that  I  wont  du 
to  oblige  a  hamsoHie  critter  like  you/  sez  I,  a  going 
round  to  the  other  side  on  her.  She  gave  me  another 
of  her  pime  smiles,  and  that  seemed  to  pacify  me. 
So  we  all  three  walked  along  together  till  we  got 
dgin  the  Astor  House  once  more.  The  Count  looked 
as  sour  as  a  vinegar  barrel  —  I  suppose,  because  I 
was  detarmined  to  hang  on — but  I  kept  a  stiff  upper 
lip,  and  marched  down  the  stun  walk  as  straight  as  a 
bean  pole  stuck  up  on  eend.  Miss  Miles  begun  to 
smile  agin,  and  die  talked  to  him  as  sweet  as  could 
be,  but'  I  couldn't  make  out  a  word  she  said,  for  she 
didn't  speak  rale  American,  but  every  now  and  then, 
jest  as  I  was  beginning  to  get  rily  about  it,  she  would 
turn  her  face  to  me,  and  pucker  up  her  mouth  so 
coaxing,  that  somehow  I  couldn't  git  nght  down 
wrathy,  if  I  tried  ever  so  much. 

When  -the  Coimt  saw  that  I  wasn't  to  be  scaied 
away,  he  jest  give  me  a  good  long  stare  right  in  the 
^es,  and  then  bending  a  little  for'ard  to  Miss  Miles, 
he  lifted  his  hat  about  an  inch  from  his  head  and 
went  into  the  Astor  House.  I  don't  knoW  what  on 
arth  could  be  the  matter,  but  the  minit  he  left  us  I 
begun  to  feel  as  sheepidi  as  could  be.  I  didn't 
know  what  in  nature  to  talk  about  —  so  I  jest  took 
my  red  silk  hankercher  imd  gave  it  a  flirt  out  of  my 
pocket,  and  then  put  it  back  agin. 

"  Do  you  like  the  smell  of  essence  of  peppermint. 
Miss  Miles?"  sez  I. 
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"  I'm  very  fond  of  perfume,"  sez  ehe. 

"  I  hope  you  didn't  like  the  stuff  that  are  Count 
had  on  his  hankercher/'  eez  I.  ^'  I  swanny,  it  eena- 
mo8t  made  me  sick ;  he  smelt  more  like  a  musk-rat 
than  any  thing  else." 

"  You  can't  expect  every  body  to  have  your  taste 
in  selecting  perfumes  for  his  toilet,  Mr.  Slick,"  sez 
she,  a  puckering  up  her  mouth  till  it  looked  like  a 
red  clover  top  full  of  honey. 

'^  I  swow,  Miss  Miles,  you  look  as  homsome  as  a 
full  blown  rose  this  morning,"  sez  I ;  ^^  it  aint  a  mite 
of  wonder  that  I  couldn't  sleep  a  bit  last  night." 

With  that  I  jest  took  a  good  squint  at  her  as  we 
went  along,  for  I  couldn't  think  what  to  say  next.  I 
don't  believe  the  things  she  had  on  cost  one  cent  less 
than  fifty  dollars,  enough  to  rig  out  all  the  gals  in 
Weathersfield  with  boughten  finery ;  her  cloak  was 
the  queerest  thing  I  ever  did  see ;  it  only  reached  * 
jest  down  to  her  knees,  and  was  made  out  of  rale 
shiny  silk  velvet.  I  know  it  was  silk,  for  I  jest 
slipped  off  my  yeller  glove,  and  felt  on  it  to  be  sartin, 
as  we  walked  along.  It  was  kinder  purply,  like  the 
damsons  that  grow  in  our  com  lot,  and  was  loaded 
down  with  some  kind  of  long  fur.  Under  that  she 
wore  another  dress  of  black  silk  velvet,  that  shpne  in 
the  sun  like  a  crow's  back.  The  cloak  had  great 
open  sleeves,  edged  with  fur,  a  hanging  round  her 
arms ;  and  I  could  see  the  comer  of  a  hankercher  a 
sticking  out  from  the  eend  of  her  little  black  muff, 
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jest  enough  to  show  how  hamsomely  it  was  figger'd 
off;  a  bunch  of  red  flowers  was  stuck  agin  each  side 
of  her  face  under  her  bonnet,  and  her  eyes  looked 
bright,  and  her  cheeks  rosy  enough  to  make  a  feller 
catch  his  breath.  The  more  I  looked  at  her,  the  more 
uneasy  I  got  about  that  Count.  I  wanted  to  say 
something  to  her  about  him  dreadfully,  but  some  how 
I  didn't  know  what  to  say  first.  I  took  out  my 
hankercher  agin^  and  then  I  wiped  my  nose  and  put 
it  back ;  then  I  begun  to  examine  the  fingers  of  my 
yaller  gloves,  to  see  how  they  stood  the  weather. 
Finally,  I  lost  step,  and  it  took  me  three  minutes  to 
get  the  right  hitch  agin ;  at  last  I  bust  right  out,  and, 
sez  I  — 

**  Now,  Miss  Miles,  between  you  and  I  and  the 
post,  jest  tell  me  do  you  raly  care  anything  about  that 
are  Count?'' 

She  turned  her  roguish  black  eyes  to  my  face,  and, 
sez  she,  "  Why,  Mr.  SKck,  how  can  you  ask  sich  a 
question  ?  " 

"  Now  that's  Yankee  all  over,"  sez  I,  "  you  haint 
told  me  yit :  only  asked  me  another  question  to  match 
mine." 

"  What  do  you  want  to  know  for?  "  sez  she,  sort 
of  soMy. 

"  Oh,  not  much  of  anything ;  I  should  kinder  like 
to  know,  that's  all,"  sez  I.     With  that,  think,  sez  I, 
I'n  try  and  make  her  jealous  a  leetle,  and  sez  I,  — 
"  Do  you  know.  Miss  Miles,  that  they've  been  a 

T  5 
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printing  my  picter  clear  off  in  Michigan  and  down  in 
Cincinnati  ?  I  guess  I  shall  go  out  there  one  of  these 
days  and  see  how  I  like  the  folks  out  West,  I  begin 
to  git  eenamost  tired  of  York,"  I  wam't  wrong; 
that  brought  her  to  her  senses  purty  quick. 

"  You  don't  really  intend  to  leave  the  city,"  sez 
she,  a  looking  at  me  as  amest  as  could  be. 

«Wal,  I  don't  know,"  sez  I,  "them  Western 
editors  want  me  to. come  dreadfully.  One  on  'em 
sent  me  word  that  they  had  a  grist  of  hamsome  gals 
in  his  State." 

"  Is  the  picter  out  West  so  very  weU  painted?" 
sez  she. 

"  Wal,  sez  I,  "its  a  purty  good  likeness,  consider- 
ing it  was  took  in  my  old  clothes  "  (and  with  that  I 
took  out  the  paper  and  I  showed  it  to  her).  "  I  ra- 
ther think  it  will  be  best  for  me  to  go  on  there,"  sez 
I,  a  putting  up  the  picter ;  "  that  are  Count  will 
think  I  want  to  cut  him  out,  I'm  afeard." 

I  looked  straight  at  her  as  I  said  this,  but  she  be- 
gun to  smooth  down  the  fur  on  her  muff  with  her 
little  hand,  and  when  she  did  speak  I  had  to  bend  my 
head  down  to  hear  what  she  was  a  saying. 

Afore  I  could  make  out  what  she  meant  to  say,  a 
couple  of  hamsome  young  gals  cum  along,  and  they 
stopped  as  if  they  were  tickled  to  death  to  see  her ;  I 
thought  there  wam't  much  chance  for  me  to  git  an- 
other word  in  e<%eways ;  so  I  cut  for  the  office  and 
left  them  a  talking  as  they  went  along. 

Think,  sez  I,  as  I  was  a  going  along  through  the 
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Park,  arter  all,  human  natur  is  purty  much  the  same 
in  all  places.     I  don't  see  as  there's  much  difference 
between  our  gals  there  in  Weathersfield,  that  wear 
calico  frocks  and  straw  bonnets,  and  these  York  tip- 
pies  that  go  out  all  furbelowed  off  in  their  silks  and 
satins.     They   are  six  of  one  and  half  a  dozen  of 
t'other,  the  world  over.    If  it  hadn't  been  for  that  are 
Count  I  should  not  have  been  much  at  a  loss  to 
know  how  to  take  Miss  Miles.     When  a  gal  b^ms 
to  talk  down  her  throat,  and  fingers  her  muff  as  she 
did,  it's  a  puriy   sure  symptom  that  there'll  be  a 
change  of  weather  in  her  heart  afore  long,  but  some- 
how that  tamal  Count,  consam  him,  put  me  all  out 
on  my  natural  reckoning.     But  who  cares  ?  sez  I  to 
myself.     Pll  bet  a  cookey  if  there  wam't  but  two 
men  in  the  world,  and  them  were  that  darned  fcUer 
and  Jonathan  Slick,  and  she'd  got  to  marry  one  or 
t'other  on  us,  she  wouldn't  be  long  a  msili\r\g  m  jj^^ 
mmd,  whether  to  take  a  chap  for  what  he's  got  in  his 
head,  or  for  the  hair  that  grows  outside  on  it ;  for  a 
gal  with  half  an  eye  might  see  that  when  a  feller's 
brains  all  run  to  hair,  he  can't  have  much  sense  left 
But  when  these  fellers  are  so  chased  after  by  all 
the  gals,  there  is  no  saying  what  kind  of  a  chance  a 
plain,  honest  chap  like  me  might  have  among  'em. 
But  any  how,  I'll  try  my  luck  to-morrow,  for  if  I 
don't  go  tu  see  her,  I  shall  be  sick  abed,  that's  sartin. 
Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
p  6 
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LETTER  VIII. 

THE  MOBKING  CALL  —  A  COQUETTE'S  DRES8ING-E00M. 

To  Mr.  Zepha$mh  SKek,  Juttice  of  the  Pea4x  and  Deacon  of  ike 
Church,  over  to  Weathersfield,  in  the  State  of  Conneeticnt. 

Deab  Pab, 
Ablt  the  next  mornings  I  got  up  and  put  on  my 
new  clothes  agin,  and  sot  afore  the  fire,  thinking  of 
eenamost  every  thing  on  arth,  till  the  clock  struck 
nine ;  then  I  slicked  down  my  hair  a  leetle,  and  pulled 
foot  up  Broadway  agin.  I  kinder  expected  every 
minit  that  I  should  meet  Miss  Miles,  as  I  did  yester- 
day ;  but  somehow  there  didn't  seem  tu  be  any  body 
a  stirring.  There  wam't  a  single  one  of  them  whis* 
kered  chaps  in  sight,  and  all  the  women-folks  that  I 
could  see,  up  or  down,  seemed  tu  have  on  nothing 
but  their  everyday  clothes.  I  saw  tew  or  three  rale 
homespun,  modest-looking  young  critters,  but  they 
wam't  dressed  up,  and  some  on  'em  were  a  canying 
band-boxes  and  sich  things  afore  them.  Once  I  got 
allfired  wrathy,  for  a  nigger  woman  stood  out  on  the 
stun  side-walk  with  a  great,  long  brush  in  her  hand, 
a  scrubbing  the  winders  of  a  big  house  with  it ;  and 
jest  as  I  come  along,  she  give  the  brush  a  flourish^ 
and  sent  a  hull  thunder-shower  of  dirty  water  all  over 
my  new  clothes. 
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"  You  etamal  black  nigger,  you  1  you'd  better 
look  out,  and  keep  your  soapHsuds  for  them  that 
wants  washing,"  sez  I. 

But  she  hee-he'd  out  a  larfin,  and  begun  tu  brush 
away  agin  jest  as  if  I  hadn't  said  a  word  tu  her. 
Think,  sez  I,  it  wouldn't  be  jest  the  thing  for  any 
body  tu  see  me  a  jawing  here  with  a  nigger  wench, 
so  I  may  as  well  grin  and  bear  it,  for  I  don't  know  of 
any  thing  that  proves  a  feller  a  leetle  soft  in  the 
garret,  so  much  as  keeping  up  a  quarrel  with  a  person 
that  is  so  much  beneath  him  that  there  aint  nothing 
tu  be  gained,  though  you  du  git  the  upper  hand.  So 
I  choked  in,  and  took  out  my  hankercher  and  wiped 
off  my  coat-sleeves,  and  went  along ;  but  it  wam't  no 
easy  matter  tu  navigate  so  as  not  tu  git  a  second 
ducking,  for  every  nigger  in  York  seemed  to  be  out  a 
Washing  winders.  I  come  near  slipping  up  tew  or 
three  times,  the  stons  were  so  wet  afore  all  the  housen. 
I  can  tell  you  what,  this  going  tu  make  morning  calls 
ain't  no  joke,  especially  if  a  feller  happens  tu  be 
dressed  up.  The  niggers  will  sponge  his  coat  for  him, 
if  the  tailor  forgot  tu,  without  charging  him  for  the 
trouble. 

Jest  afore  I  got  up  tu  the  great  four-story  house 
where  Miss  Miles  lives,  I  begun  tu  feel  sort  of 
{^nxious  agin.  Think,  sez  I,  what  on  arth  shall  I  say 
tu  her  when  I  du  get  there  ?  So  I  kept  a  thinking 
over  a  nice  leetle  speech  that  I  meant  tu  make.  I'd 
read  in  ^tory-books  about  lovers  that  always  went 
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down  on  their  knees  when  they  talked  soft  sodder  ta 
sich  stuck-up  gals  as  Miss  Miles ;  but  tu  save  my 
life^  I  couldn't  make  up  my  mouth  to  it;  the  gal  must 
be  something  more  than  common  flesh  and  blood  that 
would  ever  bring  Jonathan  Slick  on  his  marrow 
bones,  I'm  thinking;  so  if  she  calculates  that  I'm  a 
going  tu  make  such  a  mean  coot  of  myself  as  that, 
why  she  may  go  to  grass  for  what  I  care. 

Besides,  sez  I  tu  myself,  how  on  arth  would  I 
kneel  down  in  these  new-fashioned  trousers,  if  I 
wanted  tu  ever  so  much;  when  arter  putting  one 
thing  and  another  together,  I  made  up  my  mind  that 
kneeling  down  tu  the  gals  must  have  gone  out  of 
fashion  here  in  York  when  the  chaps  give  up  wearing 
them  trowsers  puffed  in  at  the  waistbands.  This 
kinder  made  my  mind  easy  on  that  point ;  so  I  went 
on  thinking  over  what  I  should  say  tu  Miss  Miles 
when  I  got  tu  her  house. 

Now  it  ain't  no  ways  hard  tu  make  first*rate 
speeches  up  in  a  feller's  head,  when  he's  a  going  tu 
see  a  gal  that  he's  a  beginning  tu  take  a  shine  arter ; 
but  somehow  the  worst  on  it  all  is,  a  chap  al'ersr  for-* 
gets  every  word  on  it  when  he  comes  where  the  gal 
is. 

I  b^un  to  grow  awful  uneasy  jest  afore  I  got  to 
the  house^  and  my  heart  sot  to  beating  in  my  bosom, 
like  the  pestle  in  an  old  fashioned  samp  morter.  It 
seemed  to  me  as  if  somebody  was  a  looking  arter  me, 
and  as  if  they  knew  that  I  was  going  a  courting  in 
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broad  day  lights  which  was  enough  to  make  any  de- 
cent chap  look  foolish  that  had  never  thought  of 
making  up  to  the  gals  only  on  a  Sunday  night  arter 
dark,  wheu  these  things  seem  to  come  nat'raL 

Wal,  when  I  got  agin  the  house,  I  took  a  squint 
up  to  the  winders,  for  I  thought  mebby  Miss  Miles 
would  be  a  looking  out ;  but  there  wam't  nobody  to 
be  seen,  so  I  went  up  the  wide  marble  steps,  that 
looked  as  white  as  snow,  with  a  great  chunk  of  marble 
a  curling  down  each  side  on  'em,  and  there  I  stood 
stock  still,  for  my  heart  floundered  about  so  that  it 
eenamost  choked  me,  and  if  I'd  been  hung  I  couldn't 
a  got  up  pluck  to  pull  the  silver  knob  and  make 
somebody  come  and  let  me  in;  for  all  the  York 
people  keep  their  doors  fastened  in  the  day  time,  so 
that  if  a  feller's  in  ever  so  much  of  a  hurry,  he's  got 
to  stand  out  doors  till  a  nigger  comes  to  let  him  in. 

By-am-by  a  black  gal  stuck  her  head  up  from  im- 
der  the  steps,  as  if  she  was  a  going  tu  speak ;  so  I 
turned  my  back  to  the  door,  and  stuck  both  hands  in 
my  pockets  and  began  to  whislie,  as  independent  as 
could  be,  jest  to  let  her  see  that  I  didn't  feel  anxious 
to  get  in.  Arter  that,  I  went  down  the  steps  agin, 
jest  giving  a  leetle  touch  of  Yankee  Doodle,  sort  of 
easy,  as  I  walked  up  and  down  on  the  stun  walk  afore 
the  house,  a  trying  to  git  up  courage.  At  last  a  gal 
come  to  the  door  with  a  tin  basiQ  in  her  hands,  and 
b^un  to  scour  the  silver  knobs,  so  I  jest  went  right 
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up  the  steps  agin  like  a  house  a  fire,  and  sez  I  to 
the  gal  — 

"  Is  Miss  Miles  tu  hum? •* 

She  kinder  stared  at  ine>  as  if  she  was  a  going  to 
ask  what  I  wanted,  but  I  wam't  a  going  to  stand 
there  a  talking  to  her,  so  I  jest  pushed  ahead,  and 
went  into  the  entry  way.  There  wam't  nobody  there, 
but  one  of  the  mahogany  doors  that  opened  on  one 
side  was  wide  open,  and  I  went  in. 

If  any  thing,  the  two"great  rooms  were  more  ham-> 
some  than  them  at  Cousin  Beebe's :  the  footstools  and 
the  settees  and  the  chairs  were  all  kivered  with  shiny 
red  velvet,  figured  off  like  all  natur ;  but  they  stood 
about  over  the  carpet  every  which  way.  Two  or 
three  little  stun  tables  stood  out  in  the  middle  of  the 
room ;  one  on  'em  was  kivered  with  decanters  and 
wine  glasses,  and  some  of  the  books  lay  all  kivered  with 
gold,  a  glittering  and  shining  on  the  carpet.  The 
grates  were  all  lined  with  solid  silver,  but  there  warn't 
a  spark  a  fire  in  either  on  'em  yit,  and  the  ashes  lay 
all  scattered  out  over  the  stun  hearths  as  thick  as 
could  be*  A  part  of  the  great  silk  winder  curtains 
were  hitched  up,  and  the  rest  on  'em  fell  clear  down 
to  the  floor  over  the  winders,  till  the  sunshine  that 
come  a  pouring  through  them  looked  as  light  and  red 
as  a  hundred  glasses  full  of  currant  wine.  Thinks  I, 
what  on  arth  has  become  of  all  the  folks  ?  One  would 
think  that  they  hadn't  eat  breakfast  yit,  by  the  looks 
of  things :  yit  that  couldn't  be,  for  by  that  time  it 
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was  eenamost  ten  o'clock^  aad  any  body  that  has  the 
least  idee  of  gitting  a  liying  won't  wait  arter  six  for 
his  breakfast. 

Wal,  arter  wandering  about  the  rooms  a  good  while, 
I  went  into  the  entry  way  agin ;  by  that  time  the 
gal  that  I'd  seen  at  the  door  had  got  up  on  a  chair, 
and  was  hauling  down  a  great  round  glass  thing, 
which  was  hung  by  a  sort  of  chain  up  to  the  ruff  of 
the  entry.  When  she  see  me  a  coming  out  of  the 
two  rooms,  she  yelled  out  as  if  she  didn't  know  that 
I  was  there  afore. 

"  What  do  you  want  here  ?^  aez  she,  as  imperdent 
as  could  be. 

"  Hold  your  tamal  yop,  you  critter  you,"  sez  I, 
"and  jest  tell  me  where  Miss  Miles  is ;  I've  come  to 
make  her  a  morning  call." 

The  gal  seemed  a  leetle  mortified  by  that,  and  sez 
she  to  a  leetle  stuck  up  cuSy  boy  that  come  up  stairs 
jest  then,  **  Here's  a  gentleman  wants  to  see  Miss 
Miles  —  is  she  up  yet  ?  " 

Wal,  now,  think,  sez  I,  if  this  York  aint  the  beatu- 
mest  place  that  ever  I  did  see  —  there  aint  a  nigger 
in  it  but  what's  a  poking  fim  at  you  or  a  throwing 
water  or  some  tamal  thing  or  another.  I  wonder  if 
these  leetle  coots  think  I'm  soft  enough  to  believe  that 
an  honest,  hamsome  gal  like  Miss  Miles,  lies  abed  till 
ten  o'clock.  They  don't  stuff  me  up  that  way,  any 
how,  if  I  did  come  from  the  country. 
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'^  What  name  fiball  I  take  up  ?^  eez  the  leetle  cu%, 
a  bowing. 

"  Oh,  I  haint  partic'lar,"  sez  I ;  "  you  may  take  up 
any  you  like  best  —  but  I  wish  you'd  jest  tell  me 
where  she  is,  for  I  b^in  to  feel  eenamost  tuckered 
out,  a  walking  and  a  standii^  round  here." 

The  leetle  cuSy  looked  at  the  gal,  and  then  they 
both  begun  to  giggle  and  tee-hee  like  any  thing. 

'^Look  a  here,  you  leetle  copper  colored  image 
you,"  sez  I  to  the  nigger,  **  jest  you  step  up  this  minit, 
if  you  don't  want  to  git  an  allfired  thrashing  I " 

The  poor  leetle  varmint  looked  scared  out  of  a 
year's  growth,  and  sez  he,  as  humble  as  could  be^ 
"  Who  shall  I  say  wants  to  see  Miss  Miles  ?  " 

*^ Never  you  mind  that,"  sez  I,  "go  ahead,  and  I 
guess  she  won't  be  long  a  finding  out" 

With  that  the  nigger  went  up  stairs,  and  I  arter 
him  full  chisel ;  he  looked  round  as  if  he  wanted  to 
say  something  jest  as  he  stopped  by  a  door  in  the 
upper  entry  way ;  but  I  told  him  to  go  ahead  and 
hold  his  yop,  for  I  wam't  a  going  to  wait  any  longer. 
So  he  rapped  at  the  door  and  somebody  said,  "  Come 
in."  My  heart  riz  in  my  throat,  for  I  knew  whose 
voice  it  was,  and  I  begun  to  feel  as  if  I'd  pitched  head 
for'ard  into  a  mill  dam.  The  cuffy  opened  the  door, 
and  sez  he,  "  Ma'am  here's  a  gentleman  that  would 
come  up." 

I  heard  somebody  give  a  leetle  scream,  and  with 
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that  I  jest  poshed  the  nigger  out  of  the  way,  and  sez 
I,  "  Miss  Miles,  how  du  you  du  ?  " 

I  sniggers  I  if  I  didn't  raly  pity  the  poor  gal,  she 
locked  so  struck  up  in  a  heap;  but  what  on  arth 
made  her  act  so  I  couldn't  tell  at  fust,  for  I  felt 
kinder  streaked  as  if  I'd  done  something  that  wasn't 
exactly  right,  though  I  couldn't  think  what,  and  was 
as  much  as  a  minit  afore  I  looked  right  in  her  face. 
But  jest  as  I  lifted  up  my  head,  and  drew  up  my 
foot,  arter  making  one  of  my  fust  cut  bows,  she  stood 
jest  afore  me.  By  the  living  hokey,  I  never  was  so 
struck  up  in  my  bom  days !  You  know  what  I've 
told  you  about  Miss  Miles,  about  her  plump  round 
form,  her  red  lips,  and  her  rosy  cheeks.  Well,  I'll  be 
darned  if  there  was  one  of  them  left! — I  shouldn't 
have  known  her  no  more  than  nothing,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  her  eyes  and  the  way  she  spoke.  Her  neck, 
and  for'ard  that  always  looked  so  white  and  hamsome, 
when  I  see  her  at  Cousin  Mary's,  and  in  Broadway, 
was  as  yaller  as  a  saffron  bag.  There  wam't  the  least 
mite  of  red  in  her  face,  and  her  hair  was  all  frizzley, 
and  done  up  in  a  leetle  bunch,  about  as  big  as  a  hen's 
egg  behind  !  She  had  on  a  great  loose  awk'ard-look- 
ing  gown,  that  made  her  seem  twice  as  chunked  as 
she  used  to,  and  that  looked  more  like  a  man's  shirt 
cut  long  and  ruffled  round  than  any  thing  else.  It 
wam't  any  too  close  neither,  and  both  her  leetle  shoes 
w^e  down  to  the  heel. 

There  I  stood  a  looking  at  her  with  all  the  eyes  iu 
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my  head — my  foot  was  drawed  up  tight,  and  my 
arms  were  a  hanging  straight  down,  jest  as  they  swung 
back  arter  I'd  made  my  bow.  I  kinder  seemed  tu 
feel  that  my  month  was  open  a  leetle,  and  that  I  was 
a  staring  at  her  harder  than  was  manners  for  me. 
But  if  y on'd  a  ^yen  me  the  best  farm  in  all  Weathers^ 
field,  I  couldn't  hare  helped  it,  I  was  so  struck  up  in 
a  heap  at  seeing  her  in  sich  a  fix.  I  guess  it  was  as 
much  as  two  minits  afore  either  on  us  said  a  word ; 
and,  at  last.  Miss  Miles  turned  to  the  nigger  as  sav- 
age as  a  meat  axe,  and,  sez  she, 

'*  Why  didn't  you  show  Mr.  Slick  into  the  drawing 
room?" 

"  Oh,  don't  seem  to  mind  it,"  sez  I  a  walking  into 
the  room,  and  a  setting  down  on  a  chair  with  my  hat 
between  my  knees,  I'd  jest  as  livs  set  up  here  as  any 
where." 

She  looked  as  if  she'd  bust  right  out  a  crying,  but 
at  last  she  sot  down  and  tried  to  act  as  if  she  was  glad 
to  see  me.  She  begun  to  make  excuses  about  herself 
and  the  room,  and  said  she  wasn't  very  well  that 
morning,  and  that  she  took  a  new  book,  and  sot  down 
jest  as  she  was  to  read  it. 

"  Oh,"  sez  I,  "  don't  make  no  excuses ;  it  aint  the 
fust  time  that  I've  ketched  a  gal  in  the  suds.  Mann 
used  to  say  that  she  never  looked  worse  than  common 
that  somebody  wasn't  sartin  to  drop  in." 

"Will  you  excuse  me  one  instant,  Mr.  Slick?"  sez 
she,  a  minit  arter  I'd  said  this,  and  a  looking  down 
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on  her  awk'ard  dress^  as  if  she  couldn't  help  but  feel 
streaked  yit. 
^*  Sartinly,"  sez  I ;  "don't  make  no  stranger  of  me.'* 
With  that>  she  opened  the  door  and  went  into  a  room 
close  by*     I  jest  got  a  good  peak  into  it  as  she  went 
through  the  door,  and  an  allfired  hamsome  room  it  was. 
There  was  a  great  mahogany  bedstead  a  standing  in 
the  middle^  with  a  high  goose  feather  bed  on  it,  kivered 
over  with  a  white  quilt  and  great  square  pillows  all 
ruffled  ofli  and  the  winder  curtains  were  part  white  and 
part  sort  of  indigo  blue.    I  couldn't  git  a  chance  to  see 
what  else  there  was,  she  shut  the  door  so  quick.    "  By 
gracious,"  sez  I  to  myself,  arter  she  went  out,  "  who 
on  arth  would  ever  have  thought  that  Miss  Miles  was 
80  old !     When  I  saw  her  yesterday,  I'd  a  took  my 
Bible  oath  that  she  wam't  more  than  eighteen,  but 
now  111  be  choked  if  she  don't  look  as  ancient  as  the 
hills.     If  ever  she  sees  thirty  agin,  she'll  have  to  turn 
like  a  crab  and  walk  backwards  five  or  six   years." 
What  puzzled  me  most  was,  how  in  creation  she  con- 
trived to  look  so  young — but  it  wam't  a  great  while? 
afore  I  made  it  out  as  clear  as  one  of  Deacon  Sykes 
exhortations.    Arter  she'd  gone  out,  I  jest  got  up  and 
took  a  sort  of  survey  of  the  room ;   everything  was 
t'other  eend  up,  helter  skelter  in  it ;  there  was  no  eend 
to  the  finery  and  hamsome  furniture,  but  it  don't  make 
much  odds  how  extravagant  one  is  a  laying  out  money 
if  things  aint  kept  neat  and  snug  in  their  places.  The 
more  things  cost,  the  more  it  seems  to  hurt  a  feller's 
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feelings  to  see  them  flung  about  topsy  turvy,  as  they 
were  in  that  room.  I  ruther  think  she  didn't  have 
her  company  up  there  very  often  —  but  a  gal  that's 
got  a  good  bringing  up  will  be  jest  as  particular  about 
the  place  she  keeps  for  herself^  and  which  company 
never  sees,  as  if  it  was  likely  to  be  seen  every  day  of 
her  life. 

I  begun  tu  be  allfired  glad  that  I  didnH^  ask  her  to 
have  me  yesterday,  for  if  she'd  been  as  young  as  she 
seemed  tu  be,  and  as  hamsome  as  an  angel,  I  wouldn't 
a  had  her  arter  seeing  that  leetle  room  of  her'n.  A 
pocket  hankercher,  worked  and  sprigged,  and  ruffled 
off  with  lace,  was  a  lying  on  the  settee,  but  it  was  all 
grimmed  over  with  dirt,  and  looked  as  if  it  would  a 
gin  any  thing  for  a  sight  of  the  wash  tub.  The  car- 
pet was  as  soft  and  thick  as  could  be,  and  it  was  all 
kivered  over  with  bunches  of  pedes  as  nat'ral  as  life ; 
but  there  was  a  great  grease  spot  close  by  l^e  fire, 
where  somebody  had  upsot  a  lamp,  and  all  around  the 
edges  and  in  the  comers  it  looked  as  if  it  hadn't  been 
swept  for  ever  so  long.  A  chest  of  drawers,  solid, 
shiny  mahogany  —  with  a  great  looking-glass,  swung 
between  two  pieces  of  mahogany  on  the  top — stood  on 
one  side  of  the  room,  and  there,  a  hanging  over  the 
edge  on  'em,  as  true  as  I  live,  were  the  long,  ham-» 
some  curls  that  I'd  seen  on  Miss  Miles  when  she  was 
tu  Cousin  Mary's  party  I  Wal,  think,  sez  I,  if  this 
don't  take  the  rag  off  the  bush  I  What  du  you  think 
I  saw  next  ?  A  glass  tumbler  about  half  full  <^  water. 
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with  three  nice,  leetle,  white  teeth  a  lyixig  in  the  bot- 
tom on  it !  I  couldn't  help  but  give  a  leetle  whistle 
when  I  saw  them*  Think,  sez  I,  it's  jest  as  like  as 
not  that  Miss  Miles  wont  pucker  up  her  mouth  and 
amile,  quite  so  much  this  morning  as  she  did  yester- 
&y,  any  how. 

There  were  two  leetle  china  cups  with  the  kiyers  a 
lying  down  by  them;  one  was  filled  with  white  stu£^ 
kinder  like  flour,  only  ruther  more  gritty,  and  t'other 
was  full  of  something  that  looked  as  much  like  rose 
leaves  ground  down  to  powder  as  anything.  A  leetle 
chunk  of  cotton  wool  was  stuck  into  it,  but  what  on 
arth  it  was  for,  I  couldn't  make  out  There  were 
two  or  three  silk  cushions  chuck  full  of  pins,  on  the 
drawers,  and  there  was  no  eend  tu  the  leetle  glass 
bottles  all  sprigged  off  with  gold,  a  lying  round  on 
the  mantle-shelf,  as  well  as  on  the  tables  and  the 
chest  of  drawers. 

In  one  comer  of  the  room,  there  stood  a  great 
looking-glass,  a  swinging  between  two  leetle  posts 
cut  out  of  mahogany,  and  right  over  it  two  silk  frocks 
were  tumbled  up  together.  I  begun  tu  finger  them 
a  leetle,  for  somehow  I  felt  curious  tu  know  how  the 
tamal  cunning  critter  contrived  tu  make  herself  look 
80  plump  and  round.  It  didn't  want  much  cypher- 
ing tu  find  her  out.  The  tops  of  her  frocks,  both  on 
'em,  were  aU  stuffed  ftdl  of  something  soft  that  made 
them  stand  out  as  nat'ral  as  life.  I  hadn't  but  jest 
time  tu  drop  the  frock  and  set  down  agin — looking 
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as  innocent  as  if  butter  wouldn't  melt  in  my  moutJi 
—  when  Miss  Miles  come  back  agin.  She'd  put  on 
another  frock^  all  ruffled  off,  and  somehow  or  other, 
had  fixed  up  her  hair  so  as  to  look  ruther  more  ship 
shape ;  but  she  hadn't  had  time  to  put  herself  altoge- 
ther,  though  her  face  did  look  a  leetle  whiter  than  it 
did  when  I  fust  went  in.  There  wam't  a  bit  of  a 
hump  on  her  back^  and  she  was  nat'ral  all  the  way 
round  I 

I  felt  ruther  uneasy,  for,  think,  sez  I,  it's  jest  as 
like  as  not  she'll  expect  me  tu  talk  over  a  leetle  soft 
sodder  with  her,  as  I  did  yesterday ;  but  I'll  be  darned 
if  it  don't  make  me  sick  tu  think  on  it.  I  hitched 
about  on  my  chair,  and  I  looked  at  every  thing  in  the 
room  but  her,  then  I  took  up  my  hat,  and  begun  to 
balance  it  on  my  two  forefingers,  and  at  last  sez  I  — 

**  Wal,  Miss  Miles,  I  s'pose  I  may  as  well  be  a 
jogging." 

**  Don't  be  in  a  hurry,"  sez  she,  a  trying  tu  smile, 
but  without  opening  her  lips  a  bit, "  I  hope  you  wont 
make  strangers  of  us." 

I  let  my  hat  drop,  and  picked  it  up  agin. 

**  What  book  was  that  that  you've  been  a  reading?  " 
sez  I,  detarmined  tu  say  something. 

"Oh,  that's  the  Countess  of  Blessington's  last 
work,"  sez  she ;  "  it's  a  charming  book.  Do  you  like 
her  writings,  Mr.  Slick?" 

"  Wal,  I  don't  know,"  sez  I ;  "I  never  read  any 
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of  her  books^  but  it  kinder  strikes  me  that  she  aint 
no  great  shakes  herself,  anyhow." 

**  Oh,  you  shouldn't  be  censorious,  Mr.  Slick,"  sez 
she.  **You  know  Mr.  Willis  visited  her,  and  was 
de%hted.'' 

"  Wal,  now,"  sez  I,  "it's  my  opinion  that  Mr.  N. 
P.  Willis  couldn't  be  over  hard  to  please,  if  a  woman 
only  had  a  title  to  her  name ;  but  I  wonder  how  on 
arth  he  contrived  tu  git  so  thick  with  the  quality  over 
there  in  England.  I  ruther  think  I  shall  go  over 
there  and  try  my  luck  one  of  these  days,  in  his  way, 
they  seem  to  be  so  taken  up  with  us  Yankees ;  but 
arter  all,  if  a  feller  has  to  go  over  England  to  let  them 
lords  and  editors  puff  him,  afore  anybody  will  take 
notice  on  him,  he'd  better  take  tu  some  other  bisness. 
There  ain't  a  man  in  all  this  country  that  ever  wrote 
more  ginuine  things  than  that  chap  did,  when  he  was 
a  leetle  shaver  in  Yale  College,  and  yet  nobody  would 
believe  a  word  on't  till  he  went  off  to  England.  Now 
it's  my  opinion  that  he  never  wrote  anything  arter  he 
went  off,  half  so  much  to  his  credit  as  he  did  afore, 
and  when  he  came  here  to  York  from  about  our  parts, 
jest  as  Tve  come  now,  if  he  didn't  desarve  tu  be  treated 
well  then,  why  he  don't  now,  that's  sartin  I  But  I 
used  to  know  him  down  East,  and  it's  my  opinion  that 
he's  a  first  rate,  hull-hearted  feller,  and  a  rale  ginuine 
poet  tu  boot !  But  I  swanny  I  Miss  Miles,  I  most  be 
a  going,  you  hain't  no  idea  how  much  I've  got  to  du!" 

With  that  I  got  up  and  made  a  bow.  She  made  a 
VOL.  I.  G 
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curchy,  and,  sez  she,  '^  Mr.  Slick,  call  agin,  we  sball 
always  be  glad  to  see  you." 

'^  Sartinly,"  sez  I ;  so  I  made  another  bow,  and  cut 
stick  down  stairs  into  the  open  street.  But  if  Miss 
Miles -ever  ketches  me  on  her  premises  agin,  she'll 
ketch  a  weasel  asleep,  I  guess !  That  Count  may 
marry  her  —  what  there  is  left  of  her  —  and  go  to 
grass,  for  what  I  care. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  IX. 

A  NEW  YORK  PARVENU.  —  JONATHAN'S  ACCOUNT  OF  HIS 
COUSIN  JASON  SLICK,  AND  HOW  JASON  WAS  TOO  LA2T 
TO   WORK,     AND     GOT    RICH    ON     SOFT     SODDER.  —  THE 

DINNER  OF   A   CONNECTICUT    COASTER. A   NEW  TORK 

COAT    OF    ARMS,      LIONS     COUCHANT     AND     LEVANT.  — 

YANKEE  ANCESTRY. THE  WAY  A  YANKEE  SPECULATES, 

AND  OETS  UP    STATES,  RAILROADS,  AND  BANKS»   BY  SOFT 
SODDER. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weaihersfitld,  in  the  State  of  ConneciieuL 

Dear  Par, 

It  is  eenamost  twelve  o'clock,  jest  arter  New  Year's, 
and  here  I  be,  as  wide  awake  as  a  night 'hawk,  and  a 
feeling  purty  considerably  rily  in  the  upper  story. 
So  I  believe  itTl  be  about  the  best  thing  I  can  du  tu 
ckp  down  and  tell  you  all  about  New  Year's  Day 
here  in  York. 

But  first,  I  want  tu  tell  you  something  about  all 
the  tnab  and  troubles  that  Tve  had  tu  go  through 
since  I  wrote  my  last  letter — I  don't  believe  there 
ever  was  a  human  critter  so  chased  arter  as  I've  been. 
They  talk  about  Cherry  street  not  being  fashionable, 
but  111  be  dam'd  if  I  believe  there's  a  more  genteel 
street  in  the  city.  If  s  the  folks  that  live  in  a  place 
G  2 
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that  make  it  genteel  or  not,  and  if  Cherry  street  aint 
at  the  top  of  the  mark  afore  many  more  weeks,  it  '11 
be  because  I  move  my  office  out  on  it,  for  there's  no 
eend  to  the  great  shiny  carriages  that  come  down  and 
stop  afore  my  door,  eenamost  every  hour  in  the  day. 
It  raly  looks  funny  enough  to  see  great  pussey  fellers, 
as  big  as  the  side  of  the  house,  a  sitting  in  them  things 
all  bolstered  up  with  cushions  and  kivered  over  with 
skins,  like  a  baby  shut  up  in  a  go-cart  afore  it  begins 
tu  run  alone. 

T'other  day  there  was  one  of  these  fat  chaps  come 
into  my  office,  and  sot  out  tu  make  me  believe  that 
he  was  a  sort  of  a  relation  of  mine.  I  didn't  feel  jest 
right,  for  since  I  begun  to  print  my  letters  in  the 
Express,  it  beats  all  natur  how  many  relations,  that 
I  never  heard  on  afore,  have  been  a  trying  tu  scrape 
an  acquaintance  with  me.  Wal,  arter  a  good  deal  of 
beating  about  the  bush,  this  chap  at  last  made  out  purty 
tolerably  clear  that  he  was  a  kind  of  great  toe  cousin 
of  our'n,  and  that  he  was  bom  and  brought  up  in 
Weathersfield.  He  come  his  soft  sodder  over  me 
mighty  smooth,  and  had  a  good  deal  to  say  about 
how  much  he  thought  of  us  all,  and  how  fond  he'd 
been  of  Sam  and  me.  I  wish  you  could  a  seen  how 
he  pussed  out  his  mouth  and  breathed  through  his 
nose,  and  what  a  heap  of  pomposity  he  put  on  when 
he  was  a  talking.  He  acted  jest  like  our  old  turkey 
gobbler,  when  he  goes  training  the  young  turkeys 
round  the  barn-yard,  with  his  wings  feathered  out 
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and  his  tail  spread.  Wal,  arter  talking  all  kinds  of 
rigmarole  for  about  an  hour^  he  begun  tu  tell  how 
hard  it  was  for  a  young  man  tu  start  in  the  world, 
and  git  along  without  somebody  tu  give  him  a  push 
up  the  hill,  and  that  it  didn't  make  much  odds  how 
much  genius  a  man  had,  or  how  smart  he  was,  if  he 
hadn't  some  rich  and  influential  friend  tu  back  him 
up. 

"  Now,"  sez  he,  "  cousin  Slick,"  —  and  you  can't 
think  how  easy  he  seemed  tu  call  me  cousin,  —  "  you've 
done  purty  well  since  you  come  to  York,  considering 
that  you  hadn't  nobody  to  help  you  along  but  Mr. 
Beebe ;  but  you  must  git  a  peg  higher  yit ;  we  must 
introduce  you  among  the  aristocracy." 
"The  what?"  sez  L 

*•  The  aristocracy,"  sez  he  agin,  strutting  back,  and 
poking  one  hand  down  into  his  trousers'  pocket,  as  if 
he  was  a  going  tu  take  something  out. 

Wal,  think,  sez  I,  I  s'pose  arter  he's  fumbled  about 
long  enough,  hell  show  me  what  aristocracy  is,  if  he 
carries  it  about  in  his  pocket .  like  the  rest  on  'em ; 
but  he  only  took  out  a  piece  of  pinted  silver,  and  be- 
gun to  poke  it  between  his  teeth ;  and  arter  he'd  got 
through,  he  made  out  tu  finish  what  he  was  a  saying. 
"Now,"  sez  he,  "I  think  I've  seen  Mr.  Beebe  at 
the  New  England  dinner,  and  at  one  or  two  places  of 
that  sort  where  one  meets  almost  every  body,  and  for 
a  merchant  that  hasn't  made  enough  tu  leave  offbusi* 
ness,  I  dare  say  he's  a  very  respectable  sort  of  a  man, 
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but  he  don^t  exactly  belong  tu  the —  the ;  that  is^  tu 
the  class — who — whidi  I  mean  tu  take  you  inter^Mr. 
Slick;  a  class  that  claim  some  standing  from  their 
ancestors — men  of  family,  that  can  be  traced  back 
like  ours,  cousin." 

**  Yes,"  sez  I,  sort  o*  pleased,  "I  believe  we  never 
had  many  relations  tu  be  ashamed  on.  Far  always 
used  to  say  that  grandpa  Slick  could  make  about  the 
hamsomest  pair  of  cow-hide  boots  of  any  feller  in 
Weathersfield;  and  as  for  unde  Josh,  I'd  be  darned 
if  ever  I  saw  his  equal  at  shoeing  a  hos.  They  were 
prime  old  chaps  both  on  *em — rale  peelers,  I  can  tell 
you.  Now,  come  tu  think  on  it,  there  was  one  lazy 
coot  of  a  feller  that  never  would  work  for  a  living; 
but  he  went  off  when  I  was  a  little  shaver,  and  our 
folks  don't  know  what  became  of  him.  He  wam't 
much  credit  to  us,  thatls  a  &ct."     ' 

I  don't  know  what  on  arth  made  my  pussey  cou- 
sin get  so  fi^ety  all  at  once,  but  he  begun  to  hitch 
about  in  his  chsdr,  and  turned  as  red  as  a  winter 
apple ;  and,  sez  he — 

**  Cousin  Slick,  this  isn't  the  way  we  gentlemen 
jwrove  that  we  are  men  of  family.  If  that  was  the  way 
we  did  it,  there  aint  many  men  in  the  country  that  would 
go  back  two  generations  without  breaking  their  neck 
over  a  lapstone  or  an  anviL  Now  I  have  taken  a 
good  deal  of  pains  to  trace  out  our  family  line,  and 
the  only  way  I  could  du  it  was  to  skip  all  the  mecha- 
nics and  farmers,  jest  touch  slightly  on  the  merdiants. 
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lawyers^  and  ministers,  but  to  dwell  purtj  particu- 
larly hard  on  them  that  lived  high  and  did  nothing ; 
now-a-dajs  it  helps  a  feller  along  a  good  deal  if  he 
can  count  up  an  author  or  so ;  and  it  was  considered 
something  of  a  feather  in  a  man's  cap  if  anj  of  his 
relations  were  sent  to  Congress  a  few  years  ago :  but 
now,  since  they've  got  a  kicking  up  a  dust  every 
other  day  in  the  Capitol,  and  to  spitting  fire  at  each 
other  like  dogs  and  cats,  it  don't  help  a  man  much  to 
claim  any  of  them  for  connexions,  except  here  and 
there  one  that  has  got  decency  enough  to  be  ashamed 
of  the  rest.  I  begin  to  be  glad  that  none  of  our 
family  ever  got  into  politics  much ;  but  step  to  the 
door,  cousin  Slick,  and  111  show  you  the  coat-of-arms 
that  I've  got  on  my  carriage." 

"Wal,"  sez  I,  «I  don't  care  if  I  du,  though  it 
comes  kinder  tough  to  leave  the  stove  this  cold  day." 
lYith  that  I  tipped  down  my  chair,  and  took  my  feet 
off  from  the  stove  and  went  to  the  door.  By  gra- 
cious !  but  he  had  a  smasher  of  a  coach  standing  there. 
It  glistened  and  shone  in  the  sun  like  a  house  afire. 
A  great  strapping  nigger  sot  on  a  kind  of  double 
chair  with  a  low  narrow  back,  kivered  all  over  with 
a  fine  brown  broadcloth,  all  fringed  and  tossled  off  like 
any  thing — and  a  great  bear  skin  was  hauled  up  over 
his  legs,  all  scolloped  off  with  red  cloth  and  stuck 
over  with  coons'  tails.  The  horses  beat  all  live  crit- 
ters I  ever  did  see ;  they  were  as  black  as  crows,  and 
I  couldn't  say  which  glistened  the  most,  the  tamal 
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smooth  coots^  or  the  harness  put  over  them.  They 
were  all  kivered  over  and  sot  out  with  sUver.  The 
horses  had  great  yaller  roses  stuck  on  the  sides  of 
their  heads^  like  a  gal  when  she's  dressed  up  for  a 
party.  My  pussey  cousin,  he  opened  the  door,  and 
sez  he, 

^'  Look  a  here,  cousin,  haint  this  purty  well  got 
up?" 

I  looked  inside,  and  there  was  a  leetle  sort  of  a 
room  about  big  enough  for  cousin  Beebe  to  put  his 
swarry  in,  if  he  wanted  to  carry  it  about  with  him* 
It  was  all  lined  off  and  stuck  full  of  cushions,  and 
tossled  and  fringed  like  a  curtain  bed.  Two  great 
spotted  skins  lay  tumbled  up  in  the  bottom,  and  there 
were  leetle  glass  doors  with  steps  to  them  on  both 
sides ;  it  raly  was  hamsome  enough  to  make  a  feller's 
eyes  feel  snow-blind. 

^^Wal,"  sez  I,  a  looking  at  my  pussey  cousin; 
^^  this  does  about  take  the  shine  off  eenamost  all  the 
coaches  that  ever  stopped  to  my  office  —  and  there's 
been  a  grist  on  'em,  I  can  tell  you,  and  some  with 
tamal  handsome  ladies  in  them  too." 

"  Yes,"  says  he,  sort  of  interrupting  what  I  was 
going  to  say ;  ^^  but  you  haint  a  looking  at  the  coat 
of  arms — that  is  what  I  want  you  to  see." 

«  Wal,"  sez  I,  a  giving  the  nigger  a  purty  general 
survey,  that  sot  back  of  the  horses  dressed  up  in  sort 
of  regimentals,  all  finefied  off  with  buttons  and  yaller 
cloth;  the  coat  is  well  enough — I  don't  see  much  to 
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find  fault  with  in  it,  though,  to  own  the  truth.  Cap* 

tm  Wolf,  of  the  Weathersfield  Independent  Com* 

pany,  had  a  training  coat  that  beats  it  all  tu  nothing. 

As  for  the  critter's  arms,  niggers  may  be  different  to 

whke  people  in  that  way,  but  I  don't  see  much  odds 

— mebby  you  mean  this  other  chap's,  and  his  are  long 

enough,  that's  a  fact." 

With  that  I  jest  took  a  good  squint  at  a  great  tall 

shote  of  a  feller,  with  arms  like  a  pair  of  flails  hung 

up  arter  threshing.     He  was  a  standing  up  back  of 

the  coach,  and  a  hanging  on  to  a  couple  of  great 

tossels  fastened  to  it,  as  independent  as  a  monkey  in 

a  show.     His  coat  and  trousers  were  just  like  the 

nigger's,  and  he  had  a  great  wide  band  of  gold  stuff 

round  his  hat !  My  pussey  cousin  only  shook  his  head 

when  I  looked  at  the  chap.     The  nigger  twisted  his 

neck  round,  and  the  tall  varmint  stuck  his'n  up,  and 

they  begun  to  grin  and  tee-hee  at  each  other  over 

the  coach. 

"  See  here,  this  is  what  I  mean,"  sez  my  cousin ; 

and  his  fat  cheek  begun  to  grow  red  with  the  cold  or 

something.     With  that  he  put  his  finger  on  a  picter, 

all  sprigged  out  with  gold,  that  was  figgered  on  the 

door,  and  sez  he,  "  this  is  the  coat  and  arms." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  **  I've  seen  a  good  many  picters,  but 

I  never  heard  them  called  by  that  name  afore.     I 

s'pose  this  is  some  York  notion  that  you've  picked  up, 

haintit?" 

G  5 
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''It's  the  ginuine  thing,"  sez  he,  ''and  I  paid  a 
deal  of  money  for  it,  I  can  tell  you." 

"Wal,"  sez  I,  a  looking  at  the  consam  purty 
sharp ;  "  them  two  critters  a  lying  down  there  cut  a 
considerable  of  a  dash,  that's  a  fact ;  but  the  rooster  on 
the  top, — that  are  beats  all !  It's  so  nat'ral,  it  seems 
to  me  as  if  I  could  hear  it  cock-adoodle-doo,  right 
out." 

"Yes,"  sez  my  cousin,  "that  is  well  done,  aint  it? 
But  I  see  you  don't  exactly  comprehend  the  science 
of  heraldry.     Now  all  these  things  mean  something." 

"You  don't  say  so  I"  sez  I. 

"  These  are  Horn  couchant,"  sez  he,  a  pinting  tu 
the  wild  critters. 

"You  don't  say  sol"  sez  I  agin;  "Pve  seen  a 
good  many  lions  in  the  shows  that  travel  through 
Weathersfield,  but  I  never  saw  a  coushong  afore. 
They  look  purty  much  alike,  don't  they  though?" 

With  that  the  two  varmints  stuck  up  at  each  eend 
of  the  carriage  begun  tu  tee-hee  again,  and  my  pus- 
sey  cousin,  sez  he,  "  Mr.  ^ck,  supposing  we  go  in." 

"  "Wal,"  sez  I,  "  but  if  you'd  jest  as  livs,  I  should 
kinder  like  tu  know  what  that  rooster  means  afore  we 
go." 

"  Can't  you  guess  what  part  of  the  Slick  family 
that  belongs  to?"  sez  he,  a  strutting  up  and  rubbing 
his  hands  together,  as  proud  as  could  be. 

"  Wall,"  sez  I,  "  I  don't  know,  Mrithout  it  belongs 
to  Aunt  Ly dia  —  par's  old  maid  of  a  sister ;  she  sar- 
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tinty  did  beat  all  natur  at  ndsing  chickens.  You 
neyer  heard  of  an  e^  turning  out  rotten,  or  a  duck 
gitting  drowned,  on  her  premises." 

With  that  the  two  chaps  ^ggled  right  out,  and 
stuck  their  fists  into  their  dam'd  tatur-traps  as  if  thej 
felt  a  cold ;  and  my  pussey  cousin,  sez  he,  "  It's  a 
gitting  cold — ^less  go  in." 

*^Wal,''sezI,  "Idon'tcare  if  we  du;  butlteU 
you  what,  if  them  two  chaps  don't  jest  hush  up  their 
everlasting  yop.  111  give  them  both  an  allfired  thrash- 
ing—I will,  by  gosh  I" 

I  rutfaer  guess  the  two  mean  critters  hauled  in 
their  horns  a  few  at  this ;  and  arter  I'd  gia  them  both 
a  pretty  savage  look,  we  went  into  the  oflSce  agin. 

"  Now,"  sez  my  pussey  cousin,  jest  as  soon  as  we'd 
both  sot  down  agin,  "  Cousin  Slick,  I've  found  you 
out,  and  I  mean  to  du  something  for  you  —  some- 
thing hamsome,  you  may  depend  on't.  Jest  you  call 
up  to  my  house  next  New  Year's  day,  and  git  ac- 
quainted with  my  folks,  and  arter  that  you  needn't 
be  consamed  about  anything.  I'm  purty  well  known 
here  in  the  city,  and  my  relation  can  hold  up  his  head 
aknost  anywhere,  I  should  think  I  I  was  down  tu 
the  Astor  House  t'other  day,"  sez  he,  a  stopping  to 
git  breath  and  stretching  both  his  legs  out  straight, 
while  he  stuck  both  hands  in  his  pockets,  mighty  big, 
"and  there  was  that  foreign  count  and  Miss  Miles's 
brother  running  on  about  you,  and  swearing  that 
they'd  skin  you  alive  the  first  time  they  caught  you 
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in  Broadway;  but  I  went  up  tu  them,  and  sez  1, 
'  that  young  gentleman  is  a  near  relation  of  mine, 
and  anything  you  say  agin  him,  I  take  tu  myself.' 
You  can't  think,  cousin  Jonathan,  what  an  impres- 
sion it  made;  So  you  needn't  have  the  least  fear 
of  what  they  can  du  while  I  stand  by  you  —  they 
know  me." 

With  that,  my  pussey  cousin  got  up  —  and  arter 
he'd  shook  hands  with  me,  he  went  off,  carriage  and 
alL  I  say,  par,  I  wish  I  could  give  you  some  idee  of 
him.  Did  you  ever  see  a  great  spotted  toad  a  swel- 
ling under  a  harra:,  or  a  turkey  gobbler  jest  afore 
thanksgiving  ? 

I  say  nothing ;  but  didn't  I  larf  arter  he'd  gone ! 
The  great  stuck-up  bear,  with  his  family,  and  his 
hens  and  roosters — ^he  go  to  grass ! 
.  Wal,  jest  as  soon  as  my  pussey  cousin  had  cleared 
out,  I  put  on  my  hat,  and  streaked  it  down  tu  Peck 
slip,  for  Captin  Doolittle  has  jest  put  in  agin  with 
another  load  of  garden  sarce ;  and  think,  sez  I,  mebby 
he  can  tell  me  something  about  this  chap,  for  he 
knows  eenamost  everybody  that  ever  lived  anywhere 
about  Weathersfield. 

The  Captin  had  jest  sot  down  to  dinner,  and  was 
^  digging  away  like  all  natur,  at  a  hunk  of  cold  pork 
and  a  raw  onion ;  a  mug  of  something  hot  stood  on 
the  locker  afore  him,  and  he  looked  like  live,  I  can 
tell  you. 

"  Wal,"  Jonathan,  sez  he,  a  looking  kinder  skew- 
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ing  at  my  new  trousers,  "  wont  you  set  bj  and  take 
a  bite?" 

''  Wal,"  sez  I,  « I  shouldn't  mind  if  I  did,  but  to- 
morrow is  New  Year's  day,  and  I've  got  tu  go  and 
see  a  hull  heap  of  these  York  gals,  and  I'm  afeard 
my  breath  will  smell  of  the  onions." 

I  wish  you  could  a  seen  how  Captin  Doolittle 
Qtared,  as  he  stuck  his  face  close  up  tu  mine,  and 
proudly  giving  his  jack-knife  a  grip,  he  struck  the 
butt  eend  of  it  down  on  the  locker,  and  sez  he, 

"Jonathan,  they're  a  spiling  you  down  here  in 
York,  they  be,  by  the  hokey  1  Go  hum,  I  tell  you, 
and  marry  Judy  White  —  she  knows  what's  what; 
and  I  can  tell  you  these  York  gals  that  turn  up  their 
Boses  at  the  smell  of  onions  can't  have  decent  bring- 
ing up,  any  how.  They've  sot  you  agin  onions 
already,  aaid  it  won't  be  a  great  while  afore  you'll 
turn  agin  your  own  relations." 

"  Now,"  sez  I,  "  Captin  Doolittle,  don't  say  that 
are,  it  makes  me  feel  bad,  and  I  don't  desarve  it.  A 
feller  that  will  let  money,  or  a  stuck  up  name,  or  the 
harnsomest  gal  that  ever  trod  shoe  leather  set  him 
agin  his  own  father  and  mother,  desarves  tu  be 
kicked  tu  death  by  grasshoppers." 

This  seemed  to  sort  of  mollify  the  captin,  but  he 
stripped  the  peel  off  another  onion,  mighty  wrathy, 
and  arter  a  minit,  sez  he, 

"  Wal,  Jonathan,  I'm  glad  to  hear  that  you've  got 
some  of  your  old  notions  left,  but  I  always  make  a 
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pint  not  to  talk  when  Tm  a  eating,  so  if  you  wont  set 
by,  why  just  keep  a  stiff  jaw  while  I  stow  away  ano- 
ther slice  of  pork  and  this  piece  of  onion,  and  then 
I'm  the  man  for  you." 

With  that  he  went  to  cutting  off  a  chunk  of  pork 
and  a  chunk  of  onion  to  hand  about,  till  it  fairly 
made  my  eyes  water  to  see  him  crunch  them  down. 
Arter  a  while  he  wiped  his  jack-knife  on  his  cuff, 
shut  it  tew  with  a  jerk,  and  put  it  in  his  trousers' 
pocket ;  then  he  took  a  pull  at  the  mug,  and  arter 
he'd  got  a  long  nine  purty  well  a  going,  he  stretched 
out  his  legs,  and  sez  he, 

"  Wal,  Jonathan,  what  did  you  come  for,  if  you 
didn't  want  nothing  to  eat  ?" 

With  that  I  sot  down  and  told  him  all  about  my 
pussey  cousin.  I  could  see  that  the  critter  had  heard 
on  him  afore,  by  the  way  he  twisted  his  mouth  aroimd 
about  the  long  nine ;  but  when  I  told  him  about  the 
carriage  and  the  rooster  and  so  on,  he  jest  took  and 
give  the  long  nine  a  fling,  clapped  his  thumb  agin 
the  side  of  his  nose,  and  winking  one  eye,  made  his 
fingers  twinkle  up  and  down  for  as  much  as  a  minit 
without  saying  a  word  ;  arter  a  while,  he  asked  the 
critter's  name,  and  when  I  told  him,  he  jumped  up, 
cut  a  pigeon  wing  over  the  locker  and  stopping  right 
afore  me,  winked  t'other  eye,  and  sez  he  — 

"  Look  a  here,  Jonathan ;  didn't  your  par  never 
tell  you  about  Jase  Slick,  the  great  lazy  coon,  that 
got  married  and  went  off  West,  because  he  was  so 
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allfired  lazy  that  he  couldn't  git  a  lining  like  other 
folks  ? — Jest  let  me  cool  off  a  leetle,  and  111  tell  jou 
bSI  about  him.'' 

With  that  the  Captin  fanuihed  away  the  onion 
skins  and  we  sot  down  together  on  the  locker^  and 
sez  he  —  "  Mebby  your  par  never  tdd  you  what  an 
etamal  lazy  shote  Jase  was,  but  he  ^  beat  all  natur 
for  doing  nothing  but  swop  jack^kniyes^  and  pitch 
coppers.  He  was  a  tickler,  though,  at  trapping  mush- 
rats  and  shooting  foxes,  and  he  use  to  send  the  skins 
down  here  to  York.  Now  it  aint  common  that 
youll  find  a  la^  shack  of  a  feller  very  tight  about 
money,  but  Jase  was  as  close  as  the  bark  of  a  tree ; 
he'd  a  skinned  a  musketoe  any  day,  for  the  hide  and 
taller.  I  don't  believe  the  critter  ever  stood  treat  in 
his  hull  life ;  I  don't,  by  gracious  I 

"Wal,  arter  aD,  he  wam't  a  bad  hearted  feller; 
but  when  he  see  that  all  the  gals  turned  up  their 
noses  at  him,  and  didn't  give  him  invites  to  their 
quiltings  and  so  on,  he  coaxed  me  to  let  him  work 
his  passage  down  here  to  York.  He  used  to  send  his 
akins  by  me,  and  so  I  kinder  felt  for  him,  and  kept 
track  on  him  a  good  while  arter  he  got  here.  He  did 
purty  tolerably  well  at  first,  considering  who  it  was 
— he  bought  a  hand-cart,  and  took  people's  trunks 
and  sich  things  up  from  the  steamboats  and  sloops 
that  put  into  Peck  dip ;  but  there  was  too  much  work 
about  that  to  suit  him ;  so  he  got  somebody  to  lend 
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him  a  little  monej,  and  sot  up  a  rum  shop  close  bj 
the  Slip. 

^^  Alter  that,**  sez  the  Captin,  a  picking  up  his  long 
nine  and  a  lighting  it,  ^^  arter  that  I  kinder  lost  track 
on  him,  but  somebody  told  me  that  he'd  swopped  off 
his  stock  and  gone  out  West  Wal,  two  years  go  by 
purty  quick,  you  know,  Jonathan  —  or  if  you  don't 
know,  you  will,  when  you  git  to  be  as  old  as  I  am — 
and  I  couldn't  but  jest  believe  it  was  so  long  since 
I'd  seen  the  critter,  when  I  met  him  smash  in  the 
face  one  day  when  I  was  a  scooting  up  Wall  street, 
to  git  specie  for  a  five  dollar  bill.  Gracious  me !  how 
he  was  a  strutting  up  the  side- walk  —  didn't  he  cut  a 
swarth  I —  with  his  shiney  black  coat  and  the  bunch 
of  golden  seals  a  hanging  down  from  his  watch  fob ! 
He  didn't  seem  to  know  me  at  fust,  but  I  went  right 
straight  up  to  him,  and  sez  I  — 

"  *  Wal,  Jase,  how  do  you  du  ? '  I  never !  —  how 
he  did  look  I  First  he  kinder  held  out  his  hand  a 
leetle  and  then  he  hauled  it  back  agin,  and,  sez  he, 
*how  do  you  du,  sir?'  but  he  seemed  to  be  all  in  a 
twitter.  I  didn't  seem  to  mind  it,  but  I  stuck  my 
hands  in  my  pockets,  jest  as  you  do,  Jonathan,  there 
in  your  picters  —  and  sez  I  — 

**  *  Tough  and  hearty  as  ever.  How  does  the  world 
use  you  these  about  times  ?' 

'^  It  was  as  much  as  I  could  du  to  keep  from  larfin 
right  out,  to  see  the  etamal  pussey  critter  skew  his 
head  round  and  look  at  the  stream  of  men  that  was  a 
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going  up  and  down  on  each  side  of  tbe  way,  as  if  he 
was  afeard  that  some  on  'em  would  see  us,  the  mean 
sneaking  coot  I  Arter  a  minit  he  sez,  sez  he,  '  Captin, 
Fm  in  a  hurry  now,  but  I  s'pose  you  can  be  found  in 
the  old  place.     Good  morning.' 

^^  With  that  he  jest  put  both  hands  under  his  coat 
tail,  and  tilting  it  up  a  leetle,  went  sailing  along  up 
the'  side  walk  like  a  prize  hog  jest  afore  killing  time. 
I  snorted  right  out,  all  I  could  du  to  help  it.  Then 
I  bent  down  my  knees  a  leetle,  and  stuck  my  hands 
down  hard  in  both  pockets,  and  I  ruther  guess  the 
whistle  I  sent  arter  him  made  all  the  folks  stare  a 
few.  It  wasn't  good  manners,  but  I  sarved  him 
right  Jonathan,  I'd  been  a  friend  to  the  critter 
when  he  wanted  one  bad  enough,  and  any  man  on 
arth  that's  ashamed  of  his  acquaintances  because  he's 
got  a  peg  above  them  in  the  way  of  money  is  a 
coward  and  a  purty  mean  shote  —  there's  no  two 
ways  about  that. 

•^  Wal,  arter  seeing  Jase  in  the  street  so  stuck  up, 
I  jest  inquired  a  little  about  him,  what  he'd  been  a 
doing,  and  so  on ;  and,  arter  a  while,  I  foimd  out 
what  made  him  so  mighty  obstroporous.  You  see 
he'd  found  out  it  wam't  so  easy  tu  git  a  living  in 
York  without  doing  some  kind  of  work,  so  he  ab-» 
squatelated,  as  they  say  down  here  —  but  I  don't 
think  that's  a  ginuine  word  —  and  went  off  West. 

"  There  he  mushquashed  round  in  the  woods  till 
he  got  tired  of  that  kind  of  fun,  and  then  he  squat 
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down  on  a  section  of  wild  land^  cogitating  a  way  tu 
git  a  living  without  grubbing  for  it.  Arter  a  while 
be  went  round  tu  all  the  places  that  had  any  people 
to  brag  on^  and  put  up  tu  the  taverns^  and  told  every 
body  he  met  there  about  the  spot  where  his  land  lay 
—  what  capital  land  it  was  —  what  good  water^  and 
allfired  heavy  timber.  He  sent  here  tu  York,  and 
got  him  a  map  all  pictered  out  chuck  full  of  water 
privileges,  and  all  sorts  of  things,  till  he  raly  made 
the  people  believe  that  he'd  found  the  very  spot 
where  the  millenium  was  a  going  tu  begin ;  a  place 
where  every  holler  tree  was  stuck  full  of  honey  comb, 
where  the  wild  cats  went  pouring  about  like  so  many 
rabbits,  and  the  hen-hawks  cum  down,  as  kind  as 
could  be,  tu  help  the  hens  fed  their  little  chickens. 

"  Wal,  it  wam't  long  afore  his  soft  sodder  begun 
to  work  among  the  green  horns,  like  yeast  in  a  kneed- 
ing  trough  full  of  dough.  Jonathan,  if  you  ever  see 
a  flock  of  sheep  shut  up  in  a  paster,  you  know  some- 
thing worth  while  about  human  natur.  The  minit 
one  takes  it  into  his  head  to  clear  the  stun  wall  for 
another  lot,  the  others  all  foller  hilter-skilter,  as  if 
the  old  Harry  had  kicked  them  on  eend.  Your 
cousin  Jase  knew  a  thing  or  two  about  the  natur  of 
mankind  —  he  got  the  first  sheep  to  make  a  jump, 
and,  hurra  I  it  wam't  no  time  before  his  section  was 
all  cut  up  into  town  lots,  and  grist-mills  whirling 
three  stuns,  wherever  there  was  a  quart  of  water  tu 
make  them  go ;  and  there  was  no  eend  tu  the  cor- 
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duroy  roads  and  log  bridges,  and  great  kiyered  wag- 
gons, chuck  full  of  women  and  children  and  other 
housen  stufi^  with  baskets  and  brass  kittles  a  hanging 
on  behind,  that  travelled  over  them  eenamost  from 
one  year  tu  another.  When  folks  begun  tu  wonder 
what  on  arth  he'd  du  next,  the  critter  got  his  territory 
transmogrified  into  a  State,  and  then  he  sot  raikoads 
a  twistyfying  every  which  way  all  through  his  lands ; 
and  that  made  things  rise  in  value,  like  a  toad  stool 
in  a  hot  night. 

**By  the  living  hokey !  the  critter  wasn't  content 
with  this,  but  he  got  another  kink  into  his  head  that 
did  beat  alL  One  way  or  t'other,  I  don't  know  how, 
he  got  all  his  land  and  railroads  and  so  on,  worked 
up  into  pieces  of  paper  that  they  call  scrip;  he 
bundled  them  all  into  his  great  coat  pocket  and  cum 
down  tu  York  agin.  And  in  less  than  no  time  he 
had  the  scrip  all  cut  up  into  these  red-backed  bills, 
with  picters  on  'em,  that  they  oflfer  here  in  York  for 
money  —  then  he  sot  up  a  bank  on  his  own  hook, 
where  he  keeps  a  making  money,  hand  over  fist.  He 
has  a  good  chance,  I  tell  you,  for  he  owns  all  in  the 
bank:  so  he's  President,  Cashier,  and  everything 
else,  all  himself,  and,  arter  all  his  laziness,  he's  worth 
an  allfired  grist  of  money,  oonddering  how  he  got 
it." 

I  swanny,  I  couldn't  hardly  keep  still  while  Captin 
Doolittle  was  a  talking.  I  felt  all  over  in  a  twitter, 
and  my  mouth  would  keep  a  sort  of  open  with  think- 
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ing  60  eager  of  what  he  was  a  saying.  The  minit 
he'd  done,  I  jumped  up  and  hollered  right  out  — 

**  Hurra,''  sez  I,  **  if  that  aint  Yankee  all  over !  I 
haint  the  least  doubt  now  but  the  critter  is  jest  what 
he  sez  he  is  —  Slick  to  the  .back  bone.  Do  you 
s'pose  there  is  any  animal  on  arth  besides  a  full- 
blooded  Connecticut  Yankee  that  would  have  gone 
that  way  tu  git  rich  —  all  soft  sodder  and  no  work? 
I  tell  you  what  it  is,  captin,  I'm  raly  proud  tu  own 
the  critter.  He's  done  some  good  in  his  day  and 
generation,  if  he  is  so  stuck  up ;  for  it  aint  in  the 
natur  of  things  for  a  feller  tu  get  rich  himself  with- 
out making  a  good  many  others  better  off.  To  help 
himself  a  great  deal,  a  chap  miist  help  others  a  little, 
that's  my  notion." 

**  Yes,"  sez  the  captain,  "  but  it's  an  etamal  shame 
for  these  chaps  to  curl  up  their  noses  at  honest  men." 

"Jest  so,"  sez  I. 

With  that  I  put  on  my  hat,  and  was  jest  a  going 
to  cut  stick,  but  Captin  Doolittle,  sez  he  — 

"  Look  a  here,  Jonathan  ;  if  I  was  you,  I'd  make 
this  chap  pay  over  a  little  of  his  chink,  or  else  I 
wouldn't  ride  about  with  him  —  I  wouldn't,  by  gra- 
cious I  He's  tickled  tu  death  tu  git  hold  of  a  chap 
like  you  tu  brag  on ;  for  now  that  he's  got  rich,  you 
haint  no  idee  how  anxious  he  is  tu  make  people  think 
he  knows  something,  and  always  did.  He  talks  about 
his  aristocracy.  The  men  of  genius  and  talons  make 
the  real  aristocracy  in  this  country,  and  he's  in  hopes 
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of  getting  among  'em  by  claiming  relationship  with 
you,  because  you  write  for  the  papers.  Supposing 
you  ask  him  tu  lend  you  a  couple  of  thousand  dol* 
lars?" 

'^No,"  sez  I,  **rU  be  darned  if  I  du  1  If  I  can't 
cut  ray  own  fodder.  111  go  hum  agin." 

"Wal,"  sez  the  Captin,  *'mebby  you  can  git  him 
tu  help  you  print  your  letters  in  a  book.  Your  par 
would  be  tickled  tu  death  if  you  could  print  a  book 
like  that  Sam  writ." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  sort  o'  proud,  "  there  needn't  be  no 
hurry  about  that  are ;  but  if  I  du  print  one,  and  it 
can't  pay  its  own  expenses  and  a  leetle  over,  it  may 
go  tu  grass!" 

With  that  I  bid  Captin  Doolittle  good-bye,  and 
made  tracks  for  my  office  agin. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  X. 

new-teak's  calls. — A  REAL  YANKEE'S  NEW-TEAR'S  TREAT 

OF  DOUGH-NUTS    AND    CIDER. JONATHAN'S    IDEAS    OF 

THE  REAL  DIFFERENCE  BETWEEN  A  REAL  LADY'S  HOUSE 
AND    FURNITURE    AND     THE      HOUSE    OF     A    STUCK-UP 

PARVENU.  —  Jonathan's  ideas  of  lote  and  ladies. 

To  Mr.  ZepharUah  SZidl,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon,  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathenjldd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Par, 

I  MADE  a  leetle  inquiry  about  how  people  did  a 
New  Year's  Day,  and  found  out  that  it  was  the 
fashion  to  set  out  things,  and  treat  everybody  that 
come  to  see  you.  So,  arly  in  the  morning,  I  put  a 
clean  white  towel  on  the  leetle  table  in  my  office. 
Then  I  went  into  the  cubby  house  room,  where  I 
keep  my  new  clothes  and  kindling  wood,  besides  my 
tooth  brush  and  sich  things  as  I  don't  want  to  use 
every  day,  and  I  drew  a  quart  mug  of  that  out- 
rageous good  cider,  that  you  sent  me  by  Captin 
Doolittle.  I  guess  I  looked  like  live  when  I  went 
out  agin,  with  the  mug  brimming  over  in  one  hand, 
and  the  pillow-case  stuffed  fiill  of  dough-nuts,  that 
marm  sent  me  t'other  day — besides  the  hunk  of 
cheese,  and  the  lot  of  baked  sweet  apples,  tucked 
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under  t'other  arm.  I  heaped  up  a  pile  of  the  dough- 
nuts on  one  comer  of  the  table,  and  sot  the  apple- 
box  on  the  other,  and  made  room  for  the  cheese  and 
the  cider  in  the  middle;  and  it  raly  made  me  feel 
sort  of  bad,  because  marm  couldn't  see  how  nice  I'd 
fixed  it  all.  Think,  sez  I,  there  wont  be  many  people 
in  York  that'll  set  a  better  treat  afore  their  visiters 
than  this  I  reckon,  any  how. 

Wal,  who  should  be  the  fust  critter  that  come  in 
but  cousin  John  Beebe,  tu  see  what  I  was  a  going  to 
du  with  myself  all  day.  Arter  I'd  sot  him  a  chair 
by  the  stove,  I  went  up  to  the  table,  and  sez  I, 

"Cousin  John,  supposing  we  take  a  drink?  it's 
an  allfired  cold  day,  and  you  look  as  if  you  couldn't 
stand  it."  My  gracious !  but  didn't  his  eyes  snap 
when  he  saw  what  I'd  got  I  mixed  the  cider  up, 
purty  hot  with  ginger,  and  then  I  sot  it  on  the  stove, 
and  kept  a  stirring  on  it  up  with  a  little  ivory  thing 
that  a  purty  gal  sent  me  tu  fold  my  letters  with ;  it 
begun  to  foam  and  sparkle  like  anything;  then  I 
took  a  sip  jest  tu  try  it,  and  handed  the  mug  over  to 
cousin  John. 

"  Here,"  sez  I,  "  take  a  swaller;  it  aint  like  the 
pesky  stuff  you  give  me  when  I  eat  dinner  up  to 
your  house.  Instid  of  kicking  up  a  dust  in  your 
upper  storey,  it  goes  tu  the  right  spot  at  once,  and 
makes  a  feller  feel  prime  all  over  in  a  giffy-"  I 
ruther  seem  tu  think  that  cousin  John  wam't  much 
afeard  of  the  mug  anyhow ;  he  gave  a  sneezer  of  a 
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puU  tu  it,  and  then  his  eyes  b^un  to  glisten,  and, 
sez  he  — 

**  I'm  beat,  Jonathan,  if  this  aint  prime !  where 
on  arth  did  you  find  it  ?  I've  sarched  from  one  eend 
of  York  tu  t'other  for  it  a  dozen  times,  but  never 
made  out  to  get  a  drop  yit."  With  that  he  set  into 
it  agin,  like  all  natur.  "  I  declare,"  sez  he,  agin, 
choaking  off  long^nough  tu  ketch  his  breath,  **  this 
does  taste  nat'ral." 

"  Aint  it  the  rale  critter,"  sez  I,  a  bending  for'ard 
and  rubbing  both  hands  togother  a  leetle  easy.  **  It 
eenamost  made  me  humsick  when  I  first  tasted  on  it, 
it  put  me  so  in  mind  of  Weathersfield.  Par  sent  me 
a  hull  cag  on  it,  by  Capt.  Doolittle." 

"  Then  it  did  come  from  the  old  humstid  ?  "  sez  he, 
a  eyeing  the  mug  agin  —  "I  must  drink  a  leetle 
more,  for  the  sake  of  them  that  sent  it,"  With  that, 
he  jest  finished  up  the  mug ;  and  when  he  sot  it 
down,  he  drew  a  long  breath,  and  sez  he  agin,  '^that's 
prime,  Jonathan  I" 

**  Aint  it,"  sez  I,  starting  off  tu  fill  up  the  mug 
agin,  for  it  tickled  me  tu  see  how  he  took  tu  the 
drink,  and  how  much  he  made  himself  tu  hum  in  my 
office.  When  I  cum  out  of  the  leetle  room  agin, 
John  he  looked  sort  of  eager  at  the  mug,  and  then  at 
the  eatables  laid  out  so  tempting. 

"  I  declare,"  sez  he,  "  I  begin  tu  feel  as  I  use  tu 
when  we  were  boys,  Jonathan."  With  that  I  sot 
the  table  between  us,  and  the  way  we  laid  into  the 
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provinder  was  a  compliment  to  marm.  Arter  cousin 
Beebe  had  eat  ten  of  the  dough-nuts,  and  a  hunk  of 
cheese  as  big  as  yom:  fist,  he  stopt  short,  and  sez  he — 
"  Cousin,  this  wont  du ;  if  we  keep  on  eating  as 
much  as  we  want,  we  shan't  find  room  for  all  the 
eatables  and  drinkables  that  the  folks  will  give  us 
to-day,  when  we  make  our  calls." 

"  Look  a  here,  cousin  Beebe,"  sez  I,  kinder 
anxious,  **  you  know  I'm  a  sort  of  a  green  horn 
about  New  Years,  for  we  don't  have  no  sich  things 
over  amongst  us.  Supposing  you  jest  tell  me  how 
they  act  and  so  on«  I  don't  want  tu  make  a  coot 
of  myself  ;  and  that  pussey  cousin  of  mine  is  a 
coming  tu  take  me  round  in  his  carriage,  where  I 
suppose  he  means  tu  stick  me  up  like  a  swarry  for 
folks  tu  look  at ;  and  if  I  don't  du  everything  ac- 
cording to  gunter,  hell  be  turning  red  and  fussing 
about  like  an  old  hen  that's  got  ducks  for  chickens. 
What  on  arth  shall  I  say  to  the  gals,  and  what  will 
they  expect  me  to  du  ?  " 

Cousin  Beebe  he  sot  still  a  minit,  kinder  nibbling 
away  at  the  eend  of  a  dough-nut,  for  he  seemed 
mortal  loth  to  choke  ofi^,  and  at  last  sez  he  — 

"  When  you  come  tu  a  house  where  you  want  tu 
call,  jest  go  into  the  room  where  the  ladies  will  be  a 
waiting  tu  see  folks,  and  arter  a  while  they'll  ask 
you  to  take  some  refreshments :  with  that  they'll  go 
np  tu  a  table  where  there's  wine  and  so  on,  if  they 
haint  teetotalists,  and  if  they  be " 
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'^  It  don't  make  no  odds  tu  tell  me  how  they  act," 
sez  I^  ''  for  I  don't  call  on  anybody  that  sets  up  tu 
be  wiser  than  our  Savior :  he  turned  water  into  wine, 
and  when  I  set  up  tu  be  better  than  him.  111  turn 
up  my  nose  at  it,  but  not  afore.  I  wish  you  could 
a  heard  par  argufy  that  question  with  the  ministers. 
I  ruther  guess 

Here  cousin  Beebe  sot  in,  and  sez  he,  '^  Well,  jest 
fill  up  a  glass  for  the  lady  about  half  fiill,  not  a  drop 
more,  then  pour  out  a  glass  for  yourself ^ 

"What,  full?  "sez  I. 

"  Sartinly,"  sez  he. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  that  seems  kinder  hoggish  tu  give 
yourself  more  than  you  du  the  lady ;  I  don't  seem 
tu  like  that." 

"  It's  the  fashion,"  sez  he. 

"  Oh,  is  it  ?  "  sez  I :  "  wal  I  think  as  like  as  not 
they  know  how  to  help  themselves  arter  a  feller^s 
gone.  I  always  notice  that  the  gals  that  are  so 
mighty  stuck  up  as  if  they  couldn't  swaller  anything 
but  air  before  folks,  stuff  like  all  natur  back  of  the 
pantry  door." 

John  larfed  a  leetle  as  if  he  agreed  with  me,  and 
sez  he,  "  Never  mind  that  now,  but  when  you've 
poured  out  the  wine  jest  step  back  and  make  a  bow 
and  say,  "  The  compliments  of  the  season,"  or  any 
other  interesting  thing  that  you  like.  A  person  of 
your  genius  should  not  be  at  a  loss  for  pleasant  say- 
ings —  and  after  that  drink  off  the  wine,  take  a  leetle 
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of  anything  else  that  is  on  the  table,  and  go  away 
agin." 

"  Wal  now,"  sez  I,  "  I  can  remember  what  to  say 
well  enough,  though  it  does  seem  to  me  that  there 
would  be  a  leetle  too  much  soft  sodder  in  the  speech, 
if  it  wam't  made  to  a  lady ;  but  suppose  you  jest  go 
over  the  manoeuyre  about  the  wine,  so  that  I  can  git 
the  kink  on  it,  if  you  haint  no  objection." 

"  Very  well,"  sez  he,  "  remember  Fm  you,  and 
you  are  the  lady." 

"  Jest  so,"  sez  I. 

*^  Wal,"  sez  he,  a  taking  up  the  cider  mug,  "  ob- 
serve me."  With  that  he  made  a  purlite  bow,  and 
give  another  allfired  pull  at  the  drink.  I  see  what 
the  critter  was  at ;  but  think  sez  I,  I  ruther  think 
you've  had  your  share  of  the  cider.  With  that,  I 
put  out  both  hands  a  leetle  easy,  and  took  the  mug 
from  his  mouth. 

"  See  if  I  haint  lamt  it,"  sez  I,  as  sober  as  a 
deacon ;  and  with  that  I  made  him  a  low  bow,  and 
while  I  was  a  drinking  off  the  cider,  I  jest  winked 
one  eye  over  the  top  of  the  mug,  tu  let'him  see  that 
I  was  up  tu  a  thing  or  two.  The  minit  I  pulled  up, 
he  began  tu  laugh  as  good-natured  as  a  kitten  ;  and 
arter  I'd  got  my  breath,  I  sot  in,  and  we  had  a  good 
haw-haw  right  out  in  the  office. 

Arter  we'd  both  got  sobered  down,  John  he  gave 
me  an  invite  to  come  up  and  see  Mary,  and  then  he 
cut  stick  tu  go  home  and  fix  for  visiting.     I  hadn't 
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but  jest  time  tu  run  out  and  git  a  piece  of  Injun 
rubber  to  clean  my  yaller  gloves  with,  and  begin  tu 
fix  up,  when  my  pussey  cousin  come  up  the  street, 
hurra  boys,  carriage  and  all,  arter  me.  The  tail  chap 
let  himself  down  from  behind  the  carriage,  and 
knocked  at  the  door. 

**  Come  in,"  sez  I,  a  poking  round  the  office  arter 
a  pin  tu  stick  my  shirt-color  together,  where  the 
etamal  washerwoman  had  washed  the  button  off, 
consam  her ! 

The  feller  was  dressed  up  like  a  Connecticut 
Major-Qeneral,  all  in  yaller  and  blue,  as  fine  as  a 
fiddle ;  he  kinder  grinned  a  little  when  he  see  my 
table;  and  that  I  hadn't  got  my  fix  on  yet;  but 
when  I  looked  in  his  face,  he  choked  in,  and  sez  he, 
as  humble  as  could  be  — 

'*  Mr.  Slick,  my  master  is  a  waiting." 

"  Tell  him  not  tu  be  in  a  pucker,"  sez  I,  "  I  ain't 
quite  spruced  up  yet."  With  that  he  went  out  —  I 
pitched  on  my  clothes  in  less  than  no  time,  stuffed  a 
baked  apple  and  a  few  dough-nuts  into  my  coat 
pocket,  for  fear  of  accident,  and  follered  arter.  There 
he  stood  a  holding  upon  the  glass  door,  and  a  set  of 
little  steps  all  carpeted  off,  hung  down  tu  the  ground ; 
and  there  was  the  fat  nigger  a  twistifying  his  whip- 
lash round  the  horses'  heads,  as  crank  as  a  white 
man.  I  jest  had  time  tu  see  that  Jase  had  got  his 
lions,  and  roosters,  and  crouchants  pictered  off  on 
the  curtain  thajb  hung  round  his  seat ;  and  then  I 
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jumped  into  the  carriage  as  spry  as  a  cricket.  The 
tall  chap  folded  up  the  steps  as  quick  as  marm  could 
undu  a  cat's  cradle,  and  shet  the  door  tu,  and  away 
we  went  like  a  house  a-fire.  I  swanny  I  but  these 
coaches  du  go  over  the  ground  as  slick  as  grease ;  it 
seemed  jest  like  being  bolstered  up  in  a  rocking- 
chair  !  My  pussey  cousin  seemed  to  swell  up  bigger 
and  bigger  every  minit,  when  he  see  how  surprised  I 
was  with  the  spring  of  it ;  and,  sez  he, 

"  Now,  cousin,  Fm  going  tu  take  you  tu  see  some- 
body worth  knowing,  and  when  they  know  that 
you're  my  relation,  they'll  take  a  good  deal  of  notice 
of  you ;  so  jest  put  your  best  foot  foremost." 

Think  sez  I,  it's  lucky  that  I  got  cousin  Beebe  tu 
show  me  how  it's  done ;  but  I  kept  a  close  lip  and 
said  nothing,  for  it  was  snapping  cold,  and  a  feller's 
words  seemed  as  if  they'd  turn  tu  ice  before  he 


The  nigger  driv  like  fire  and  smoke,  and  it  didn't 
seem  no  time  afore  we  stopped  by  a  great  house  clear 
up  town,  and  the  tall  shote  opened  the  door  and 
undid  the  steps  agin,  as  if  he  expected  us  tu  git  out. 

"  This  is  my  house,"  sez  my  pussey  cousin ;  "  you 
go  in  and  call  on  the  ladies,  and  111  drive  round  to 
one  or  two  houses,  and  take  you  with  me  agin,  by 
and  by." 

I  got  up  sort  of  loth,  for  it  seemed  kinder  awk'ard 
to  go  in  alone ;  but  afore  I  had  a  chance  to  say  so, 
the  tail  shote  shet  tu  the  stairs,  gin  the  door  a  slam, 
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hopped  up  behind  agin,  and  away  they  went  like  a 
streak  of  lightning. 

I  stood  a  minit,  a  looking  about.  It  was  cold 
enough  to  nip  a  feller's  ears  off,  so  I  jest  tucked  my 
hands  into  my  pockets  as  well  as  I  could,  and  begmi 
tu  stomp  my  feet  on  the  stun  walk.  It  rally  was 
fun  to  see  the  streets  chuck  full  of  fellers  running 
up  and  down,  hither  and  yon,  as  if  old  Nick  had 
kicked  them  on  eend.  Every  one  on  'em  was  dressed 
up  in  his  Sunday-go-to-meeting  clothes,  and  they  all 
had  their  hair  slicked  down  exactly  alike,  and  most 
on  'em  looked  more  like  gals  in  boys'  clothes  than 
anything  else.  Not  the  shadow  of  a  petticoat  could 
a  feller  see,  from  one  eend  of  York  tu  the  other  —  it 
seemed  as  if  the  hull  city  had  run  tu  boys  for  one 
day-  The  streets  raly  looked  lonesome;  for,  arter 
all,  it  don't  seem  nat'ral  to  go  out  and  not  see  gals 
and  women  a  walking  about  with  their  pur^y  faces 
and  fine  clothes.  A  city  without  them,  looks  like  a 
piece  of  thick  woods  without  any  sweet,  green  under- 
brush and  hamsome  flowers.  I  don't  know  exactly 
why,  but  when  I  go  into  a  place  where  there's  no- 
thing but  men,  it  seems  as  if  all  the  sunshine  and 
posies  of  human  natur  was  shet  out ;  and  as  I  stood 
there  afore  my  pussey  cousin's  house,  it  made  me  feel 
sort  of  melancholy  not  to  see  the  least  glimpse  of  a 
red  shawl  or  a  furbelow  nowhere  about. 

I  believe  arter  all,  that  when  a  chap  is  a  leetle' 
scared  about  doing  a  thing,  the  best  way  is  tu  pitch 
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for'ard;  hit  or  miss,  without  thinking  on  it.  So  as 
soon  as  I'd  got  a  leetle  grit  raised,  I  up  and  pulled 
the  door  knob  as  savage  as  could  be.  It  was  an  all- 
fired  big  chunk  of  silver  though,  and  the  piece  spread 
out  on  the  door  was  as  big  as  a  dmner-plate,  and 
there  was  *^  Jason  Slick  "  cut  out  on  it  in  all  sorts 
of  flourishes  and  curlecues.  Think  sez  I,  my  pussey 
cousin  means  to  hang  out  a  specie  sign,  anyhow.  I 
wonder  he  didn't  have  his  rooster  and  lion  and 
crouchants  pictered  off  on  his  door  too. 

Arter  a  minit  a  tall  chap  that  looked  like  a  twin 
tu  the  chap  that  stood  behind  the  carriage,  all  dressed 
out  jest  as  he  was,  too,  like  a  major-gineral,  stood  a 
bowing  and  shuffling  in  the  hall,  as  if  he  wanted  to 
lam  me  how  to  dance.  The  way  he  sidled  and  bowed 
and  spread  out  his  hands  as  he  opened  the  parlor  door 
for  me,  was  enough  to  make  a  feller  bust  with  larfin. 
Wal,  afore  I  knew  which  eend  my  head  was  on,  there 
I  stood  in  the  middle  of  a  great  long  room,  that  was 
enough  to  dazzle  a  feller's  eyes  for  a  month,  eenajest 
to  look  at  it.  The  settees  were  all  bright  red,  and 
glistened  with  thick  velvet  cushions.  Great,  heavy, 
yaller  curtains  hitched  up  with  spears  and  poles, 
made  out  of  gold,  or  something  plaguey  like  it,  hung 
over  aU  the  winders  —  all  furbelowed  and  tossled  off 
with  great  blue  balls  mixed  up  with  red  fringe.  The 
carpet  was  the  brightest  and  softest  thing  I  ever  did 
see  —  but  it  was  enough  tu  make  a  feller  stun  blind 
tu  look  at  it,  the  figures  on  it  were  so  allfired  gaudy. 
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Every  thing  in  the  room  was  as  ooetlj  and  hamsome 

as  could  be ;   bat  somehow  it  seemed  as  if  everj 

indiyidnal  thing  had  come  there  on  its  own  hook,  and 

was  so  prond  of  itself  that  it  wouldn't  agree  with  its 

neighbor&    The  chairs  looked  dreadfully  out  of  sorts 

with  the  settees,  and  the  great  looking-glasses  made 

every  thing  seem  ten  times  more  fiery  and  bright 

with  their  glistening.     The  hull  room  seemed  more 

like  a  garden  planted  with  poppys,  sun-flowers  and 

marygoldsy  than  any  thing  I  could  think  on.     There 

was  a  table  sot  out  at  one  eend,  jest  afore  one  of  thr 

looking-glasses,  that  made  it  seem  as  long  agin  as  ii 

raly  was.  It  was  all  kivered  over  with  silver  baskets, 

and  knives  and  forks,  and  glasses,  and  every  thing 

that  could  be  thought  on  tu  eat  and  drink.     At  both 

eends  were  leetle  meeting-houses  with  steeples  tu 

them,  all  made  out  of  sugar-candy,  and  hull  loaves 

of  cake  with  flowers  and  birds  a  lying  down  on  the 

top  of  'em;   besides  some  had  leetle  sugar  lambs 

curled  up  on  'em,  as  nat'ral  as  life.     I  never  did  see 

a  table  so  set  off  in  my  bom  days ;  it  was  a  sight  to 

look  on.     Cousin  Beebe's  wam't  a  touch  tu  it;  but 

somehow  the  things  were  all  crowded  on  so,  and  there 

was  sich  heaps  of  every  thing,  that  it  didn't  seem 

half  so  genteel  as  cousin  Mary's  did.     It  must  have 

cost  an  allfired  swad  of  money,  though. 

I  was  so  struck  up  with  the  room  and  the  table, 
that  it  was  more  than  a  minit  afore  I  found  out  that 
there  were  any  folks  in  the  premises ;  but  by-am-b^ 
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I  discovered  a  fat  chunked  woman  a  sitting  in  a 
rocking  chair^  all  cushioned  with  red  shiney  velvets 
She  sot  close  by  the  fire,  but  when  I  stepped  back 
and  put  my  foot  out  to  make  a  bow,  she  got  up  and 
made  me  a  curchy  —  but  sich  a  curchy  I  never  did 
see  —  it  was  about  half-way  between  the  flutter  of  a 
hen  and  the  swagger  of  a  fat  duck.  It  was  as  much 
as  I  could  du  to  keep  from  snorting  right  out  to  see 
her;  but  I  choked  in,  and  sez  I,  bowing  again,  ^^  You 
^ee  I  make  myself  tu  hum,  mann.  Mr.  Slick,  my 
'«»in,  out  there,  wanted  me  to  come  and 
-^  New  Year's  call." 

I  wish  yau  could  a  seen  how  the  critter  strutted 
up  when  I  said  this ;  but  all  tu  once  she  seemed  to 
guess  who  I  was,  for  she  stuck  her  head  a  one  side, 
and  begun  to  smile  and  pucker  up  her  mouth  like  all 
natur.  Up  she  cum  tu  me  with  both  hands  out,  and 
sez  she  — 

"Cousin,  I'm  delighted  to  see  you.  Mr.  Slick 
was  telling  me  about  you  yesterday,  and  sez  I,  invite 
him  by  all  means.  It  aint  often  we  can  make  free 
with  a  relation,  they  are  so  apt  to  presume  upon  it 
Raly,  some  of  Mr,  Slick's  family  have  been  very 
annoying,  they  have  indeed;  they  don't  seem  to 
understand  our  position ;  but  you,  cousin,  you  that 
have  so  much  mind,  can  comprehend  these  things." 

Afore  I  could  get  a  chance  to  stick  in  a  word 
edgeways,  she  took  my  hand,  yaller  glove  and  all, 
between  both  her'n,  and  led  me  along  to  the  fire. 
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Arter  Td  aot  down,  she  kept  a  fingering  over  one  of 
my  hands  as  if  it  belonged  to  her.  Think,  sez  I, 
what  on  arth  can  the  old  critter  mean  ?  Ill  be  darned, 
if  she  was  fifteen  jears  younger,  I  should  think  she 
had  such  a  notion  to  the  family  that  she  wasn't  par- 
ticular how  many  on  'em  she  made  love  tu.  As  soon 
as  I  could  git  her  to  give  up  my  hand,  she  jest  let 
her'n  drop  on  my  knee  as  affectionate  as  a  pussy  cat, 
and  sez  she,  a  screwing  up  her  mouth,  and  sticking 
her  face  dose  up  to  mine  — 

^^  Cousin,  you  can't  think  how  delighted  I  was  to 
read  your  letters  in  the  Express,  I  du  like  to  see 
such  upstarts  as  the  Beebes  taken  off;  only  think  of 
the  idee  of  her  giving  parties,  and  her  husband  not 
out  of  business  yit !  When  I  read  that  letter,  sez  I 
to  Mr.  Slick,  *  Bring  the  young  gentleman  here,  where 
he  can  see  something  of  real  high  life ;  it  would  be 
a  pity  to  have  him  throw  away  his  talents  in  de- 
scribing such  low  affairs  as  Mrs,  Beebe's  must  be.' " 
With  that  she  looked  round  her  blazing  room  as 
proud  as  could  be,  as  if  she  wanted  me  to  give  her 
some  soft  sodder  back  agin ;  but  I  felt  sort  of  wrathy 
at  what  she  said  about  cousin,  and  I  wouldn't  take 
the  hint ;  but  sez  I,  **  I  beg  pardon,  marm,  but  Mr. 
Beebe  is  my  friend  and  relation,  and  a  chap  that'll 
set  still  and  hear  a  friend  run  down,  don't  desarve 
one,  according  to  my  notion;  as  for  cousin  Mary " 

"  Oh,"  sez  Mrs,  Slick,  a  twisting  round  like  an  eel, 
"  she  is  a  lovely  woman,  without  any  doubt.     I  sar- 
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tinly  should  have  called  on  her  long  ago ;  but  then 
one  has  so  many  acquaintances  of  that  sort  to  re- 
member,  that  really  I  have  never  found  tune.''  Thipk, 
sez  I,  if  you  wont  call  till  Mary  wants  you,  I  don't 
think  youll  put  yourself  out  in  a  hurry ;  but  I  didn't 
say  so,  for  jest  that  minit  she  seemed  to  remember 
something,  and  she  sung  out,  '^  Jemima,,  my  dear." 

With  that  the  yaUer  curtains  by  one  of  the 
winders  were  rustled  and  flirted  out,  and  a  young 
gal,  finified  off  to  kill,  come  from  where  she'd  been 
standing  back  on  'em  to  look  at  the  fellers  as  they 
went  along  the  street.  I  ruther  guess  there  was  a 
flirting  of  ribbon  and  a  glistening  of  gold  things 
when  she  made  her  appearance.  She  came  a  hop- 
ping and  a  dancing  across  the  room,  and  when  she 
come  jest  afore  me,  she  stopped  short  and  let  off  a 
curchy  that  seemed  more  like  one  of  her  mother's 
run  crazy,  than  any  thing  I  could  think  on.  The  old 
woman  she  spread  out  her  hand,  and  sez  she,  **  Je- 
mima, my  dear,  this  is  your  cousin,  Mr.  Slick,  the 
gentleman  whose  letters  you  were  so  delighted  with." 

With  that  the  queer  critter  gave  me  another  curchy, 
and  looked  as  if  she'd  a  been  glad  if  she'd  known 
enough  to  say  somethin ;  but  the  old  woman  sot  in 
with  a  stream  of  talk  about  her  till  any  body  on  arth 
would  have  sot  her  down  for  an  angel  jest  out  of 
heaven,  dressed  up  in  pink  satin  and  loaded  off  with 
gold,  if  they'd  believed  a  word  her  mother  said. 
Think,  sez  I  to  myself,  as  I  stood  a  looking  at  the 
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old  woman  and  the  gal,  it's  enough  to  make  a  feller 
sick  of  life  to  see  two  such  stuck-up  critters.  The 
gal's  furbelows  didn't  look  so  bad  considering  she  was 
so  young,  yet  it  always  seems  to  me  as  if  heaps  of 
juncracks  and  finery  piled  on  to  a  purty  young  critter 
looked  kinder  unnat'ral.  Wimmen  are  a  good  deal 
like  flowers  to  my  notion,  and  the  hamsomest  posies 
that  grow  in  the  woods  never  have  but  one  color 
besides  their  leaves.  I've  seen  gab  in  the  country 
with  nothing  but  pink  sun  bonnets  and  calico  frocks 
on,  that  looked  as  fresh  and  sweet  as  full-blown 
roses  —  gals  that  could  pull  an  even  yoke  with  any 
of  your  York  tipples  in  the  way  of  beauty,  and  arter 
all  if  I  ever  get  a  wife,  I  don't  think  I  shall  sarch  for 
her  among  brick  houses  and  stun  side-walks. 

The  old  woman  raly  had  made  an  eternal  coot  of 
herself  in  the  way  of  fixing.  She  had  on  a  lot  of 
satin,  and  shiny  thin  stuff  twistified  round  her  head 
kinder  like  a  hornet's  nest ;  in  front  on  it,  jest  over 
the  leetle  curls  all  rolled  and  frizzled  round  her  face, 
a  bird  —  a  rale  ginuine  bird,  all  feathered  off  as 
bright  as  a  rainbow  —  was  stuck  with  its  bill  down 
and  its  tail  flourished  up  in  the  air,  as  if  it  had  jest 
lit  to  search  for  a  place  to  build  a  nest  in.  I  never 
see  one  of  the  kind  afore,  for  its  tail  looked  like  a 
handful  of  corn-silk,  it  was  so  yaller  and  bright ;  but, 
think,  sez  I,  it  must  be  some  sort  of  a  new-fashioned 
woodpecker,  for  it's  the  natur  of  them  birds  always 
to  light  on  any  thing  holler,  —  and  if  he  was  once  to 
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get  a  going  on  that  old  woman's  head^  Fve  an  idee 
there'd  be  a  drumming.  She  had  a  leeile  short  neck^ 
all  hung  round  with  chains^  and  capes,  and  lots  of 
things  —  besides,  a  leetle  watch,  all  sot  over  with 
shiny  stuns,  was  hung  to  her  side,  and  her  fat  chunked 
fingers  was  kiyered  over  with  rings,  that  looked  like 
the  spots  on  a  toad's  back  more  than  any  thing  else. 
She  had  a  great  wide  ruffle  round  the  bottom  of  her 
frock,  like  the  one  cousin  Mary  had  on  at  her  party ; 
but  she  wam't  no  where  nigh  so  tall  as  Mary,  and  it 
made  her  look  like  a  bantam  hen  feathered  down  to 
the  claws.  Wal,  think,  sez  I,  if  you  wouldn't  make 
a  comical  figger-head  for  Captin  Doolittle's  sloop !  I 
wonder  what  your  husband  would  ask  for  you,  jest 
as  you  stand  —  hump,  ruffles  and  all  ?  I  shouldn't  a 
taken  so  much  notice  of  her,  if  she  hadn't  let  off 
such  a  shower  of  talk  on  me  about  her  darter ;  but 
when  a  woman  begins  to  pester  me  by  praising  up 
her  family,  I  always  make  a  pint  of  thinking  of 
something  else  as  fast  as  I  can.  If  you  only  bow  a 
leetle,  and  throw  in  a  *^  yes,  marm,  sartingly,"  and 
so  on,  once  in  a  while,  you're  all  right.  A  woman 
wiU  generally  soft-sodder  herself,  if  you  let  her  alone 
when  she  once  gits  a  going,  without  putting  you  to 
the  trouble  of  doing  it  for  her. 

Arter  she'd  talked  herself  out  of  breath,  she  went 
along  up  to  the  table,  and  spreading  her  hands,  sez 
she,  "  Take  some  refreshments,  Mr.  Slick." 
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"  Wal,"  sez  T,  "  I  haint  much  hungry,  but  I  do 
feel  a  leetle  dry  —  so  I  don't  care  if  I  du." 

I  went  up  to  the  table,  and  took  a  survey  of  the 
decanters  and  cider-bottles ;  and  arter  a  while,  I  made 
out  to  find  one  decanter  that  looked  as  if  it  had 
something  good  in  it,  and  poured  about  a  thimble  fiill 
into  two  of  the  wine-glasses,  and  filled  up  one  for 
myself.  Mrs.  Slick  and  her  darter  took  up  the  glasses, 
and  then  I  stepped  back  and  made  a  low  bow,  and 
sez  I,  "  The  compliments  of  the  season !  —  or  any 
other  interesting  thing  that  you  like.     A  person  of 

your  genius ^    Here  I  stuck  fast,  for  somehow 

I  forgot  how  cousin  Beebe  told  me  to  top  off  in  the 
speech.  But  the  old  woman  puckered  up  her  mouth, 
and  curchyed  away  as  if  I'd  said  it  all  out ;  and  the 
gal,  she  went  over  the  same  manoeuvre,  and  laughed 
so  silly,  and  put  back  her  long  curls  with  her  white 
gloves  —  for  she  had  gloves  on  though  she  was  to 
hum  —  and  sez  she,  "  Oh^  Mr.  Slick,"  and  then  her 
marm  chimed  in,  and  sez  she,  "Now  that  you've 
mentioned  genius,  Mr.  Slick,  I  do  think  my  Jemima 
has  a  talent  for  poetry." 

Think,  sez  I,  it  raly  is  surprising  how  much  genius 
there  is  buried  up  in  these  York  brick  houses.  I 
haint  been  to  see  a  family  since  I've  been  down  here 
that  hadn't  some  darter  that  could  write  so  beautiftd, 
only  she  was  so  proud  and  diffident  and  modest,  that 
she  could  not  be  coaxed  to  have  any  thing  printed. 
Think,  sez  I,  if  that  leetle  stuck  up  varmint  has  took 
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to  poetry,  therell  be  a  blaze  in  the  newspaper  world 
afore  long. 

I  remembered  what  cousin  Beebe  told  me  about 
helping  myself  to  eatables,  so  I  sot  down  by  the 
table  and  hauled  a  plate  up  to  me,  and  begun  to 
make  myself  to  hum.  There  was  no  eend  to  the 
sweet  things  that  I  piled  up  on  my  plate  and  begun 
to  store  away  with  a  silver  knife  and  a  spoon.  Mrs. 
Slick,  she  begun  to  fuss  about,  and  offered  to  help 
me  to  this,  that  and  t'other,  till  I  should  raly  have 
thought  she  didn't  care  how  much  I  eat,  if  she  hadn't 
contrived  to  tell  me  how  much  every  thing  cost  all 
the  time.  Jest  as  I  was  finishing  off  a  plate  of 
foreign  presarves,  the  door-bell  rung,  and  in  streaked 
five  or  she  fellers,  dressed  up  tu  kilL  It  raly  made 
made  me  eenamost  snicker  out  to  see  how  slick  and 
smooth  every  one  of  'em  had  combed  his  hair  down 
each  »de  of  his  face.  They  all  looked  as  much  alike 
as  if  they'd  been  kidney  beans  shelled  out  of  the  same 
pod.  When  the  old  woman  and  the  gals  sot  to 
wriggling  their  shoulders  and  making  curchies  to 
them,  I  begun  to  think  it  was  time  for  me  to  get  up 
and  give  them  a  chance.  So  I  bolted  the  last  spoon- 
ful of  presarves,  and  took  out  my  red  silk  hankercher 
to  wipe  my  mouth.  I  thought  it  come  out  of  my 
pockets  purty  hard,  so  I  gave  it  a  twitch,  and  hurra ! 
out  come  three  of  the  dough-nuts  that  I'd  tucked 
away  to  be  ready  in  case  of  fodder's  getting  scarce, 
and  they  went  helter-skelter  every  which  way  all 
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over  the  carpet  At  fust  I  felt  sort  of  streaked^  for 
the  young  chape  begun  to  giggle^  and  Miss  Jemima 
Slick  she  bust  right  out.  I  looked  at  her  and  then  I 
looked  at  the  fellers,  and  then,  instead  of  sneaking 
off,  I  bust  right  out,  jest  as  if  I  didn't  know  how 
they  come  there,  and  sez  I, 

"Did  you  ever?" 

I  didn't  say  another  word,  but  jest  made  them  a 
low  bow  all  round,  and  was  a  going  out,  but  Mrs. 
Slick  got  hold  of  my  arm,  and  told  me  not  tu  seem 
tu  mind  the  dough-nuts,  and  said,  sort  of  low,  that 
she'd  tell  the  gentlemen  that  I  was  a  relation  of  her'n, 
and  that  there  wam't  no  danger  of  their  poking  fun 
at  me  about  it  Think,  sez  I,  I  see  how  tu  get  out 
of  the  scrape :  she'll  think  I'm  awful  mean  not  tu 
offer  her  some  of  the  dough-nuts,  when  I  had  them 
in  my  pocket,  so  seeing  it's  new-year's  day,  I'll  make 
her  think  I  brought  'em  tu  make  her  a  present  on 
for  relation's  sake.  I  jest  went  back,  and  picked  up 
the  tamal  things,  and  heaping  them  up  in  one  hand, 
I  made  a  smasher  of  a  bow  as  I  held  'em  out  tu  her, 
and,  sez  I  — 

"  I  thought  mebby  you'd  like  tu  see  how  a  prime 
Weathersfield  dough-nut  would  taste  agin  ;  so  I  jest 
tucked  a  few  one  side,  tu  bring  up  here ;  take  e'm, 
your  as  welcome  as  can  be ;  I've  got  enough  more  tu 
hum." 

She  looked  at  the  gentlemen,  and  then  she  turned 
red,  as  if  she  didn't  exactly  know  how  tu  take  me. 
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"Don't  be  afeard  on  'em,"  sez  I,  "they're  fust 
rate ;  chuck  full  of  lasses,  and  fried  in  hog's  lard  as 
white  as  snow." 

With  that  she  took  them  out  of  mj  hand  and  put 
them  on  the  table,  and,  sez  she,  a  puckering  up  her 
mouth,  "you  men  of  genius  are  so  droll." 

Think,  sez  I,  I've  made  a  good  git  off  this  time, 
any  how,  so  I'll  cut  stick.  I  made  another  bow,  and 
out  I  went,  jest  as  the  chaps  were  all  a  bowing  and 
saying,  "the  compliments  of  the  season,"  one  arter 
another,  like  boys,  in  a  spelling  class. 

I  hadn't  but  jest  got  to  the  door,  when  my  pussey 
cousm  driv  up,  so  I  got  intu  the  carriage,  and  off  we 
went,  down  Broadway,  at  a  smashing  rate,  till  at  last 
we  stopped  afore  one  of  the  neatest-looking  houses 
that  I've  seen  in  York :  it  wam't  crincled  and  finefied 
off  with  wood-work  and  iron  fences,  but  the  hull  was 
solid  stun.  The  steps  were  made  of  the  same,  with 
great  stun  sides  a  rolling  down  from  the  door  tu  the 
side  walk.  The  door  was  sunk  clear  intu  the  frunt ; 
there  wam't  no  chunk  of  silver  in  the  middle,  tu 
write  the  owner's  name  on ;  so  I  s'pose  he  thought 
that  every  body  ought  tu  know  where  a  rale  fashion- 
able chap  lives,  without  his  hanging  out  a  sign  to  tell 
folks.  Jason  was  jest  a  going  tu  give  the  knob  a 
twitch,  but  he  seemed  to  remember,  and,  sez  he,  to 
the  tall  chap  that  had  got  down, 
"  Why  don't  you  ring  ?  " 
With  that  the  chap  made  a  dive  up  the  steps,  and 
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it  wam't  a  second  afore  the  door  swung  open,  and  a 
nice  old  feller,  dressed  up  as  neat  as  a  new  pin,  but 
without  regimentals,  stood  aside.  Arter  making  a 
bow,  he  opened  a  mahogany  door,  and  made  a  little 
motion  with  his  hand>  as  much  as  tu  say  —  "  walk 
m. 

Jason  he  kinder  seemed  loth  to  go  in  fust;  and 
arter  all  his  money,  I  couldn't  help  but  think  the  old 
feller  in  the  hall  looked  as  well  and  acted  a  good  deal 
more  like  a  rale  gentleman,  than  he  did.  There's 
nothing  like  being  rich  to  get  up  a  man's  pluck ;  arter 
fidgeting  with  his  watch-seals  a  minit,  Jase  stuck  up 
his  head  like  a  mud  turtle  in  the  sun,  and  in  he  went 
I  follered  arter  as  close  as  a  bur  tu  a  chesnut ;  for  in 
my  hull  life  I  never  felt  so  scared. 

The  house  didn't  seem  like  Miss  Miles's  nor  Cousin 
Beebe's,  nor  yet  like  my  pussey  cousin's.  Coming 
from  his  house  into  that,  seemed  like  going  out  of  a 
blustering  wind  into  a  calm  snow  storm.  Every 
thing  was  so  slick  and  still,  that  it  didn't  seem  like 
anything  else  that  I  ever  see.  Cousin  Slick  went  in 
fussing  along,  and  a  tall  hamsome  lady  got  up  from 
a  chair,  where  she  sot  by  the  fire,  and  cum  towards 
us.  Arter  Jason  had  give  her  a  little  information 
about  the  weather  —  told  her  it  was  dreadful  cold, 
and  so  on,  he  stepped  back,  and  spreading  out  his 
hands  sort  of  like  his  wife,  sez  he  — 

"  Mrs. ,  this  is  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick,  a  young 

relation  of  mine." 
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I  declare  it  made  my  heart  beat  to  see  how  purtily 
she  smiled  —  her  curchj  was  as  soft  and  easy  as  a 
bird  —  she  didn't  wriggle  up  her  shoulders  and  stick 
out  her  feet  as  some  of  the  rest  on  'em  did,  but  jest 
seemed  to  droop  down  a  little  easy,  and  then  she 
asked  us  to  sit  down ;  and  in  less  than  no  time  we 
felt  as  much  tu  hum  as  if  we'd  known  her  ever  since 
she  was  a  baby.  Instead  of  beginning  to  give  me  a 
lot  of  soft  Bodder,  as  some  of  the  other  women  did, 
she  jest  set  in,  and  began  to  talk  about  old  Connec* 
ticut,  and  sich  things  as  she  must  a  seen  was  likely 
to  tickle  me  like  all  natur,  and  her  voice  was  so  soft, 
and  she  kept  a  smiling  so,  that  I  never,  felt  so  con- 
tented in  my  life  as  I  did  a  talking  with  her. 

At  last  she  begun  to  ask  Jason  some  questions 

about  the  Western  country  —  so  I  had  a  chance  to 

look  about  me  a  leetle.    Instead  of  being  dressed  out 

like  a  thing  sot  up  for  a  show,  she  hadn't  nothing  on 

but  a  hamsome  silk  frock,  and  a  leetle  narrow  velvet 

ribbon  tied  round  her  hamsome  black  hair,  that  was 

brushed  till  it  looked  as  bright  as  a  crow's  back.    I 

never  did  see  anything  braided  up  so  nice  as  it  was 

behind.     She  hadn't  on  the  leastist  bit  of  gold,  nor 

furbelows  of  any  kind,  only  jest  a  leetle  pin  that 

glistened  like  a  spark  of  fire,  which  pinned  the  velvet 

ribbon  jest  over  her  white  forehead.     It  raly  beats 

me  to  make  out  why  I  can't  tell  you  what  was  in  the 

room,  jest  as  I  du  about  all  the  other  places ;  but 

somehow  it  aint  easy  to  tell  the  difierence,  for  there 
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was  settees,  adid  chairs,  and  tables,  and  curtains,  and 
so  on  —  but  yit  it  wam't  a  bit  like  any  room  I  ever 
see  afore.  There  wam't  no  glistening  and  shining, 
and  gold  and  silver ;  but  I  couldn't  get  the  notion 
out  of  my  head,  that  everything  cost  a  good  deal 
more  than  if  there  had  been  ever  so  much  of  it.  The 
room  seemed  made  exactly  for  the  things  that  were 
in  it,  and  there  wam't  a  thing  that  didn't  fit  exactly 
into  its  place  like  wax-work.  There  was  one  consarn 
that  looked  awful  hamsome,  and  it  was  rale  ginuine 
too ;  but  at  first  I  thought  it  was  some  of  these  York 
make-believes.  It  was  a  slim  green  tree,  eenamost 
tall  enough  to  reach  my  head,  all  blown  out  and 
kivered  over  with  as  much  as  twenty  of  the  biggest 
and  whitest  roses  I  ever  did  see.  It  was  sot  jest 
below  the  two  winders,  and  when  the  sun  come 
kinder  softly  through  the  curtins  down  into  the 
white  posies,  they  seemed  to  sort  o'  blush  like  a 
peach-blow ;  yit  they  raly  were  as  white,  according 
to  natur,  as  the  cleanest  handful  of  snow  you  ever 
see.  The  tree  grew  out  of  a  great  marble  flower- 
pot, and  when  I  asked  its  name  of  the  lady,  she 
looked  as  bright  and  sweet  as  one  of  the  flowers,  and 
told  me  it  come  from  Japan,  away  east.  There  was 
some  picters  hung  agin  the  wall,  that  struck  my  eye 
so  that  I  couldn't  keep  from  looking  at  'em.  She 
see  how  I  was  took  up,  and  sez  she  — 

"  That's  a  beautiful  picter,  Mr.  Slick,  don't  you 
think  so  ?     There  is  something  in  Doughtie's  picters 
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that  I  love  to  lcK)k  on :  his  grass  and  hillocks  are  so 
soft  and  green^  he  does  excel  every  American  artist 
most  certainly  in  his  atmosphere." 

"  Wal,  marm,"  sez  I,  "  I  aint  no  judge  of  picters, 
but  sartinly^  to  my  notion^  that  does  outshine  cousin 
Jason's  lions^  and  roosters,  and  croushongs,  all  to 
nothing.  It  don't  glisten  so  much^  but  somehow 
them  great  trees  du  look  so  nat'ral,  and  them  cows 
lying  down  under  them  so  lazy ;  it  eenamost  makes 
me  hum  sick  to  go  back  to  Weathersfield  when  I  see 
it"  Here  Jase  trod  on  my  toe  with  his  consamed 
hard  boot.  Wal,  think,  sez  I,  what  have  I  said  now ; 
and  I  looked  right  in  the  lady's  face  to  see  if  she'd 
been  a  laughing;  but  she  look'd  so  sweet  and  un- 
consamed  as  would  be,  and  sez  she,  a  getting  up  and 
going  across  the  room ;  for  Jase  made  a  motion  as  if 
he  was  in  a  hurry,  sez  she  — 

"  Let  me  help  you  to  some  cake  and  wine." 

With  that  she  went  to  a  table  that  had  some  de- 
canters and  wine-glasses  on  it,  besides  a  loaf  of  cake 
as  white  as  drifted  snow.  I  sniggers !  but  it  did  look 
as  neat  as  a  new  pin.  There  was  a  heap  of  rale 
flowers  and  leaves,  jest  picked  from  the  bush,  fresh 
and  fair,  twisted  round  the  edge  of  the  cake,  and  a 
leeile  white  sugar  dove  snuggled  down  in  the  middle. 

Cousin  Jase  filled  the  glasses,  and  be  made  a  leetle 
speech  —  but  somehow  it  didn't  seem  to  me  as  if  I 
could  go  to  talking  soft  sodder  tu  that  hamsome 
critter  —  she  looked  so  sweet  yet  so  proud.     All  I 
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did  was  jest  tu  drink  the  wine,  and  then  bend  my 
head  kinder  softly  to  try  and  match  her  curchy  — but 
if  I  didn't  wish  her  a  happy  New  Year  in  my  heart, 
I'm  a  lying  coot,  that's  alL  When  we  went  away, 
she  gave  us  an  invite  to  cum  agin,  and  she  was  mortal 
perlite  to  me#  If  I  don't  go,  it'll  be  because  I'm 
afeard,  for  I  don't  know  when  I've  taken  such  a 
shine  to  anything  that  wears  petticoats. 

Jest  as  soon  as  I'd  got  clear  of  the  door,  and  Jase 
had  bowed  and  scraped  himself  out,  we  got  into  the 
carriage  agin,  and  sez  he ' 

"  Wal,  cousin,  how  do  you  like  Mrs. ?  " 

"  Like  her !  "  sez  L  "  If  I  don't  there's  no  snakes. 
She's  none  of  your  stuck-up,  finefied,  humbug  crit- 
ters, but  a  rale  ginuine  lady^  and  no  mistake." 

^^  It's  a  pity  she  hasn't  more  taste  and  emulation 
to  fix  up  her  house,"  sez  he.  ^'  She  raly  don't  know 
how  to  cut  a  dash,  and  yet  her  husband  is  as  rich  as  a 
Jew." 

^*  "Wal,  raly,  I  don't  know  what  to  think  of  that," 
sez  I.  "  Somehow  when  I  see  everything  in  a  room 
kinder  shaded  off,  one  color  into  another  that's  eena- 
most  like  it,  till  the  hull  seemed  to  be  alike,  jest  as  it 
is  in  that  lady's  room, — it  seems  to  take  my  notion 
amazingly.  I  can't  tell  why,  but  it  made  me  feel  as 
if  the  room  had  been  made  up  into  a  big  picter,  and 
so  it  isjn  part,  and  I  begin  to  think  that—" 

I  was  a  going  to  say  something  allfired  cutting 
about  these  stuck-up  flashy  houses  and  people  that 
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I'd  seen  here  in  York—  when  the  carriage  driv  up  to 
another  door.  In  we  went,  eat  and  drank,  and  then 
oat  agin ;  and  then  it  was  riding  from  one  house  to 
another,  and  eating  and  drinking  till  it  got  eenajest 
dark,  and  I  was  clear  tuckered  out,  besides  beginning 
tu  feel  wamble-cropped  a  leetle,  with  the  heap  of 
Bweet  things  I'd  been  a  eating  aU  day. 

This  New  Year's  day  here  in  York  is  sartinly  as 
good  as  a  show, — such  lots  of  gals  as  a  feller  sees, 
and  such  lots  of  good  living ;  but  give  me  a  Thanks- 
giving dinner  yit  afore  a  York  New  Year's, — a  good 
turkey  with  plenty  of  gravy  and  tatur.  I  swanny, 
how  I  wish  rd  been  a  eating  them  things  instead  of 
this  heap  of  tamal  cake  and  sugar  things  I  I  shan't 
feel  right  agin  in  a  month,  I'm  sure  on  it. 

I  guess  you  Weathersfield  tee  totaUsts  would  a 
stared  some  tu  see  how  the  young  chaps  begun  tu 
make  fence  along  the  stun-side  walks  towards  night ; 
some  on  'em  were  purty  well  over  the  bay,  I  can  tell 
you.  I  went  to  see  lots  of  women  and  gals,  and  cou- 
sin Mary  amongst  the  rest,  and  arter  I  got  back  to 
my  office,  I  couldn't  get  one  wink  of  sleep.  My  head 
was  chuck  full  of  gals  all  night, — such  a  whirring 
and  burring  as  there  was  in  my  upper  story  you 
never  did  know  on, — every  time  I  shet  my  eyes,  the 
office  seemed  chuck  full  of  purty  gals,  and  feathers, 
and  gold  and  decanters,  cut  glass,  till  it  seemed  as  if 
I  would  go  crazy  a  thinking  over  all  I'd  done ;  but 
the  last  thing  that  got  into  my  brain  jest  afore  I 
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dropped  to  sleeps  was  the  real  lady  and  my  pussey 
cousin's  stuck-up  wife. 

But  I  can't  stop  to  right  you  on  all  my  dreams  that 
night.  I  don't  think  dough-nuts  or  sugar  candies 
set  well  on  the  stomachy  and  I  don't  think  seeing  so 
many  gals  sets  well  on  my  head.  There  is  a  terrible 
all  over-ish  sort  of  a  feeling  in  a  young  feller  when 
he's  been  a  cruising  among  the  gals  all  day^  and  comes 
hum  and  cuddles  up  in  bed  at  night.  When  he  gits 
one  gal  stuck  fast  in  his  head  and  his  hearty  as  I  had 
Judy  White,  he's  as  quiet  as  a  kitten,  and  his  head's 
a  sort  a  settled ;  but  ailer  he's  been  a  roving  over  the 
world  as  I  am  a  doing,  his  natur  gits  ruther  rily,  and 
there's  nothing  that  sticks  in  it  except  the  dregs,  the 
pure  essence  sifting  out  all  through. 

Getting  in  love  is  somewhat  like  getting  drunk, 
the  more  a  feller  loves  the  more  he  wants  tu, — and 
when  the  heart  gits  a  going,  pitty  paty  pitty  pat,  there 
is  such  a  swell,  that  it  busts  up  all  the  strings,  so  that 
it  can't  hold  the  ginuine  grit  at  all.  When  Judy 
White  fust  took  hold  a  my  arm,  I  give  the  coat  sleeve 
a  rale  hearty  smack,  where  her  hand  had  lain,  and  that 
coat  I  raly  did  love  better  than  any  other  I  ever  had 
on ;  but  I  never  think  the  better  of  my  yaller  gloves 
for  shaking  the  hands  of  all  the  gals  in  York.  I've 
only  got  Miss  Miles  out  of  my  head,  to  git  a  thousand 
new  shinin  faces  in.  Lord  knows  what'll  become  of 
me.  Par,  if  I  go  on  to  be  bedivilled  arter  the  women, 
as  I  have  been  this  new  year's  day  I    When  a  feller  is 
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made  any  thing  on  by  'em  he  must  have  been  brought 
up  under  good  preaching  in  Weathersfield  to  stand  it 
here  in  York.  I  feel  as  if  I  shouldn't  be  good  for 
much  afore  long,  myself,  the  way  I  am  going  on, 
but  to  scoot  up  and  down  Broadway  like  that  ere 
Count,  and  to  hang  round  gals'  winders,  with  fifes, 
and  bassoons,  anil  drums,  and  gitars  at  night. 

1  can't  look  full  into  a  purty  gal's  face  all  a  flashing 
so,  without  being  kind  a  dazzled  and  scorched.  It 
warms  me  up  in  this  cold  weather,  and  kindles  such 
a  touse  in  my  heart,  that  the  blood  runs  through  it  as 
hot  as  if  it  had  scooted  through  a  steamboat  pipe. 
And  then  the  allfired  critters  have  so  many  sly  ways 
of  coming  over  a  feller,  that  I  don't  think  much  of  a 
man  who  can  see  their  purty  mouths  tremble,  and 
not  feel  his  tremble  tu.  If  they  sidle  up,  I  can't  help 
sidling  too,  if  I  died ;  and  when  them  black  eyes  fall 
flash  on  me,  I  wilt  right  down  under  'em  as  cut  grass 
in  "Weathersfield  on  a  hot  summer  day.  It  is  natur 
all  this,  and  I  can't  help  it  no  how. 

But  you  know,  par,  I  was  brought  up  under  good 
preaching,  and  I  go  now  to  Dr.  Spring's  meeting 
always  as  straight  as  Sunday  comes  round,  and  twice 
a  day.  If  wimmen  do  snarl  up  a  feller's  heart  strings, 
though,  they  keep  him  out  of  other  scrapes,  anybody 
will  tell  you  that.  A  man  that  is  in  love  a  leetle  is 
not  always  a  running  into  rum-holes,  and  other  such 
places.  He  don't  go  a  gambling,  and  isn't  a  sneakin 
round  nights. 

VOL.  I.  I 
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Love^  according  to  my  notion  on  it,  is  a  good  an- 
chor for  us  on  this  'ere  voyage  of  life  !  — it  brings  us 
up  so  all  a  standing  when  we  put  on  too  much  sail. 
It  puts  me  in  mind^  now  I  think  on  it,  of  our  cruise 
through  Hell  Gate  in  Captin  Doolittle's  sloop ;  for 
jest  as  the  tide  and  the  wind  was  a  carrying  us  on  the 
rocks,  we  dropt  anchor  and  kept  off.  I  look  on  the 
uses  of  women  purty  much  as  I  look  on  the  freshet 
that  in  the  spring  brings  down  the  Connecticut  the 
rale  rich  soil  for  the  meadows  in  Weathersfield.  They 
make  a  great  deal  of  splutter  and  fuss  in  their  spring- 
time,  with  their  rustles,  and  their  ribbons,  and  their 
fooleries,  I  know ;  but  when  they  light  on  a  feller  for 
good,  they  are  the  rale  onion  patches  of  his  existence. 
Put  us  together,  and  the  soil  will  grow  anything ;  but 
keep  us  apart,  and  we  are  all  thistles  and  nettles. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XL 

VISIT  TO   THE   PABK  THEATEE. FIRST    IMPRESSIONS    OF 

THE  POETRY  OP  MOTION,  AS  WRITTEN  ON  THE  AIR,  IN 
THE  ^RIAL  FJ&TES  OF  MADEMOISELLE  CELESTE.  —  FIRST 
SHOCK  AT  THE  EXHIBITION  OF  A  BALLET  COSTUMl^: 
A0CO3IPANIED  BY  THE    "  TWINKLES  "  OF  C^LESTE's  FEET 

— WITH  HEB  PIGEON  WINGS,  IX)UBLE -SHUFFLES,  GALLO- 

PADES,   AND   PIROUETTES. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathersjield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut, 

Dear  Pab, 

I've  been  a  trying  tu  git  time  tu  write  you  a  letter 
this  ever  so  long;  but  somehow  I've  had  so  many 
parties  tu  go  tu,  besides  sleigh-rides,  balls,  and  so  on, 
that  I  haint  known  which  eend  my  head  is  on  more 
than  half  the  time.  Biesidea  all  that,  I've  felt  kinder 
loth  to  write  you,  for  I  aint  jest  sartin  that  you  and 
marm  wont  be  iii  a  pucker  about  what  I've  been  a 
doing  since  I  writ  tu  you  before.  But  I've  got  my 
pluck  a  Stirring' jest  now ;  so  Fm.  detarmined  tu  up, 
and  tell  you  all  right  out>  jest  as  it  is  —  for  arter  all, 
a  feller  must  be  a  consamed  coward  that'll  do  a  thing, 
right  or  wrong,  and  theri  back  out  from  owning  on  it. 

WaJy  toother  night  Mr.  Beebe  he  craaa.  up.tu  my 
I  2 
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office  about  sundown,  and  sez  he,  "  Cousin  Slick,  sup- 
posing we  go  tu  the  Park  Theatre  to-night,  and  see 
Madame  Celeste  dance  ?  " 

My  heart  riz  right  up  into  mj  throat  as  he  said 
this,  for  the  very  idee  of  going  tu  the  Theatre  set  me 
all  over  in  a  twitter.  Ever  since  I  cum  down  here 
tu  York,  I've  had  an  etamal  hankering  tu  go  and 
see  some  of  their  plays ;  but  I  tried  all  I  could  tu 
pacify  myself,  and  thought  evermore  than  forty  times 
all  the  preachings  you  used  to  make  agin  them — how 
you  used  tu  say  they  were  filled  with  sinful  devices 
and  picters  of  the  devil's  own  painting,  and  that  they 
wam't  nothing  more  nor  less  than  scraps  of  the  in- 
famal  regions  sot  up  here  on  arth  tu  delude  away 
poor  mortals. 

I  wanted  tu  go  awfully,  but  insted  of  giving  in  tu 
cousin  John  when  he  fust  come,  I  jest  sot  too  and  let 
off  one  of  your  preachments  to  him ;  he  didn't  seem 
to  mind  it  a  mite,  but,  sez  he,  "  Cousin,  would  you 
think  it  right  if  a  feller  was  tu  come  out  like  all  blazes 
agin  one  of  your  letters  in  the  Express,  if  he  hadn't 
read 'em?" 

'^  I  should  like  to  ketch  a  feller  at  it  —  I  should  1 " 
sez  L 

"  Wal,"  sez  he,  *^  du  you  think  it  fair  tu  run  out 
agin  the  Theatres  tiU  you've  3een  something  on 
'em?" 

'^  Wal,"  sez  I,  ^^  I  don't  know  as  it  is ;  but  haint 
pay  par,  an  old  man,  as  well  as  deacon  of  the  church, 
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and  hadn't  he  ought  tu  know  ?  What's  the  use  of  a 
man's  experience  if  his  children  wont  profit  by  it, 
as  long  as  he  can't  turn  about  and  live  his  life  over 
agin?** 

^^  That's  true,"  sez  cousin  John,  "  but  are  you  sar- 
tm  that  your  father  was  ever  at  a  play  in  his  life  ?  " 

"What,  my  par  at  the  Theatre  1 "  sez  I,  a  holding  up 
both  hands,  *'  Mr«  Zephaniah  Slick,  Esquire,  Justice 
of  the  Peace  and  Deacon  of  the  Church,  at  the 
Theatre!  Look  a  here,  cousin  John,  why  don't  you 
ask  if  he  ever  plays  all  fours,  or  '  I  had  as  many  wives 
as  the  stars  in  the  skies,' — he'd  be  about  as  likely  tu 
du  one  as  t'other." 

"Wal,"  sez  John,  sort  of  parsevering,  "how  can 
he  judge  about  them  sort  of  things  without  he's  seen 
'em  ?  Come,  comCj  jest  put  on  your  fix,  and  let's  go 
down." 

So  with  that  he  come  his  soft  sodder  so  strong  that 
I  couldn't  hold  out  no  longer,  so  I  jest  giv  up,  and  we 
started  off;  but  my  heart  felt  sort  of  queer  all  the 
way,  for  I  couldn't  keep  from  thinking  how  you  and 
fflann  would  feel  when  you  found  out  where  I'd  been 
tu.  1  don't  think  there's  anything  very  scnmiptious 
about  the  outside  of  the  Theatre  anyhow.  Think,  sez 
I)  as  I  looked  up  tu  it,  if  this  is  raly  a'  temple  of  Old 
Nick,  he  haint  put  himself  out  much  tu  finefy  it  off: 
A  good  many  of  the  meeting-houses  here  in  York  go 
ahead  of  this  all  tu  nothing.     It  looks  more  like  a 
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town  hall  or  a  tayem  than  any  thing  else  that  I  can 
think  on. 

When  we  got  into  the  entry-way,  cousin  Beebe  he 
took  out  a  dollar  bill,  and  went  up  tu  a  little  hole  cut 
out  in  the  wall,  and  stuck  in  his  hand,  and  sez  he, 
"A  ticket" 

Think,  sez  I,  wal,  if  this  don't  beat  all !  They  raly 
du  mean  tu  carry  on  all  kinds  of  develtry ;  who'd  a 
thought  of  finding  one  of  these  damation  lottery 
offices  here  I 

*^  You  wont  want  a  ticket,"  sez  cousin  John. 

"  No,"  sez  I,  "  I  guess  I  don't ;  if  there's  any  thing 
on  arth  that  makes  my  blood  bile,  it's  gambling."  I 
was  a  going  on  tu  give  him  a  piece  of  my  mind,  but  jest 
then  he  pushed  a  door  open,  all  kivered  over  with  green 
flannel,  and  give  his  paper  to  a  tall  man  that  stood 
there,  looking  as  solemn  as  an  owl  in  a  storm ;  and,  sez 
he,  a  pinting  tu  me,  "  this  gentlemen  belongs  tu  the 
press."  The  feller  looked  at  me  as  sharp  as  a  needle, 
and  he  begun  tu  fumble  over  a  paper,  as  if  he  didn't 
know  exactly  what  he  wanted ;  but  at  last  he  held 
out  his  hand,  and  said  it  was  custom  for  the  press 
to  leave  cards  at  the  door.  I  never  was  so  struck  up 
in  my  whole  bom  days.  Think,  sez  I,  wal,  if  this 
don't  beat  all  natur;  they  think  because  a  feller  is 
green  enough  tu  go  tu  the  Theatre,  that  he  must  play 
cards,  and  every  thing  else  that's  bad.  I  shouldn't 
wonder,  sez  I  tu  myself,  if  he  wants  me  tu  begin  and 
cuss  and  swear  next.     I  looked  him  right  in  his  eyes. 
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and  put  my  hands  down  in  my  pockets  allfired  hard, 
and  eez  I,  — 

^'  Look  a  here,  you  sir,  I  ain't  no  gambler  —  none 
of  your  foreign  chaps,  that  git  their  living  hy  playing 
cards.  You  must  be  soft  in  the  upper  story  if  you 
don't  see  that  the  first  giffy.  You  don't  see  no  hair 
on  my  upper  lip.  I  don't  carry  a  cane  with  a  bago- 
net  in  it,  nor  wear  checkered  trousers,  so  you  needn't 
ask  me  to  give  you  any  cards.  I  haint  touched  one 
of  the  pesky  things  since  marm  broke  the  tin  dipper 
over  my  head  for  singing  out, '  high,  low.  Jack  and 
the  game,  by  gauley,'  one  day  when  I  and  another 
little  shaver  got  hid  away  in  the  corn-house  a  playing 
all  fours." 

Th6  feller  opened  his  eyes  a  few  when  I  said  this, 
but  three  or  four  finefied  young  fellers,  with  white 
gloves  on,  and  little  canes  in  their  hand,  come  to  the 
door,  and  stood  a  grinning  at  me  like  so  many  hungry 
monkeys.  Cousin  John  spoke  sort  of  low,  and  sez 
he, — 

"  It  is  your  name  the  man  wants.  If  you  haven't 
any  cards,  write  it  out  on  a  piece  of  paper." 

With  that  the  man  handed  over  a  piece  of  paper, 
and  cousin  Beebe  give  me  his  gold  pencil. 

Think,  sez  I,  "  If  they  will  have  my  name,  I'll  give 
'em  a  smasher," — so  I  flourished  the  "  J"  off  with  an 
allflred  long  tail,  and  curlecued  the  "  S "  up  till  it 
looked  like  a  black  snake  in  the  sun.  I  ruther  seem 
to  think  the  feller  stared  a  few  when  he   saw  the 
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name.  The  grinning  chaps  cum  and  looked  at  it^ 
but  made  themselves  scarce  in  less  than  no  time  arter 
they  had  made  it  out^  and  the  tall  chap^  he  bowed 
close  down  to  the  floor,  and  sez  he  — 

'^  Walk  in,  Mr.  Slick ;  Mr.  Simpson  put  your  name 
on  the  free  list  ever  so  long  ago.*' 

I  was  going  to  ask  him  to  tell  Mr.  Simpson  that  I 
was  very  much  obligated,  though  I  hadn't  the  least 
idea  what  he  meant  by  his  free  list;  but  that  minit 
there  was  such  a  smashing  of  fiddles  and  drums  and 
toot-horns  inside,  that  I  eenamost  jumped  out  of  my 
skin.  It  seemed  as  if  a  dozen  training  bands  had  all 
been  set  a  going  tu  once. 

Cousin  John  he  took  hold  of  my  arm,  and  hauled 
me  along  through  a  leetle  door  into  a  great  big  room, 
built  off  more  like  a  meeting-house  than  anything  else 
— and  yet  it  wasn't  like  that  neither.  It  was  shaped 
kinder  like  a  horse  shoe,  the  floor  was  chuck  full  of 
benches,  kivered  over  with  red  cushions,  and  there 
was  four  galleries  all  pillared  off  and  painted,  and  set 
off  with  gold  and  great  blaang  glass  things  that  made 
every  thing  look  as  bright  as  day.  In  the  'second 
gallery  there  were  five  or  six  pens  all  boarded  off  from 
the  rest,  with  lots  of  gold  picters  all  round  them,  and 
hung  over  with  silk  curtains,  till  they  looked  more 
like  the  berths  on  board  a  steamboat  than  any  thing 
I  could  think  on.  These  places  were  chuck  full  of 
allfired  hamsome  gals  and  spruce  looking  fellers,  that 
were  dressed  off  to  kill,  and  talked  and  laughed  as 
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chipper  as  could  be.  The  ruff  was  an  etamal  way 
up  from  the  floor ;  it  rounded  up,  and  was  crinkle- 
crankled  off  with  gold  and  picters,  till  it  looked  like 
the  West  jest  afore  sundown,  when  the  red  and  yaUer 
and  purple  lie  in  heaps  and  ridges  all  over  the  sky. 

Think,  sez  I,  if  that*8  what  par  means  by  a  device 
of  the  devil.  Old  Nick  is  no  slouch  at  putting  the 
shine  on  the  ruff  of  his  house,  anyhow. 

We  sot  down  on  one  of  the  red  benches  in  the 
lowest  gallery,  and  I  got  a  leetle  over  the  twitter 
that  I  was  in  at  fust,  and  jest  made  up  my  mind  to 
look  about  amongst  the  folks  to  see  what  was  going 
on. 

It  wam't  a  mite  of  wonder  that  the  musicianers 
made  me  jump  so  when  I  was  in  the  entry  way,  for 
dear  on  t'other  eend  of  the  room  was  a  long  pen 
chuck  full,  and  running  over,  with  fiddlers,  base  drums, 
and  great  brass  horns,  aU  pulling  and  blowing  and 
thumping  away  like  all  natur ;  but  didn't  they  send 
out  the  music  I — never  on  arth  did  I  hear  any  thing 
hke  it !  It  made  me  choke  and  sigh  and  ketch  my 
breath  like  a  dying  hen ;  and  all  I  could  du,  my  feet 
would  keep  going  over  the  steps,  and  my  yaller  gloves 
seemed  as  if  they  never  would  git  still  agin,  they  kept 
80  busy  a  beating  time  on  the  leg  of  my  new  trousers. 
Jest  over  the  pen  where  the  fiddlers  sot,  hung  a  great 
picter  as  big  as  the  side  of  the  house.  I  thought  of 
what  you  said  about  theatres  being  filled  with  picters 
of  the  devil's  own  painting ;  but  I  couldn't  make  up 
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my  mind  that  that  was  one  on  'em,  for  it  was  so  green 
and  cold,  and  a  pale  man,  pictered  out  on  a  heap  of 
stuns  in  the  middle  on  it,  looked  as  shiyery  as  if  he'd 
had  a  fit  of  the  feyer  and  ague ;  besides  there  was 
water  painted  out,  and  eyery  body  knows  that  Old 
Scratch  aint  tee-total  enough  to  paint  a  picter  chuck 
full  of  clouds  and  water  and  sich  like,  without  one 
spark  of  fire  to  make  him  feel  tu  hum  in  his  own 
premises. 

By-am-by  sich  sights  of  people,  all  dressed  off  as  if 
they  were  a  going  to  a  general  training  ball,  kept  a 
pouring  in  through  all  the  leetle  doors  in  the  galleries 
till  the  seats  were  all  chuck  full ;  such  a  glistening  of 
hamsome  eyes,  and  feathers,  and  flowers,  I  neyer  did 
see.  A  purty  leetle  gal  cum  and  sot  dose  down  by 
me,  and  now  and  then  I  took  a  slanting  squint  at  her ; 
and  by  the  hokey,  she  was  a  slick  leetle  critter,  with 
the  oonsamedest  soft  eyes  I  eyer  looked  into. 

I  wonder  what  on  arth  is  the  reason  that  I  can't 
sit  down  by  a  hamsome  gal,  but  my  heart  will  begin 
to  flounder  about  like  a  fish  jest  arter  he's  hooked. 
Think,  sez  I,  if  there's  any  dancing  a  going  on  to- 
night, dam  me  if  I  don't  shin  up  to  that  gal  for  a 
partner.  But,  where  on  arth  the  folks  were  a  going 
tu  find  a  place  to  dance  in  I  couldn't  make  oul^  for 
in  the  hull  building  there  waxn't  room  enough  tu  hang 
up  a  flax-seed  edgeways. 

I  was  jest  a  going  tu  ask  cousin  John  about  it, 
when  the  fiddles  pulled  up  a  minit,  and  all  tu  once 
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that  great  picter  give  a  twitch^  and  up  it  went  like  a 
streak  of  chalk,  into  the  ruff,  or  the  Lord  knows 
where.  I  jumped  right  on  eend,  I  was  so  struck 
with  what  I  see. 

Clear  back  where  the  curtain  had  been  was  a 
purty  leetle  garden,  as  nat'ral  as  one  of  our  onion 
patches.  It  was  chuck  full  of  trees  and  flowers,  and 
a  snug  leetle  house  stood  on  one  side ;  dear  back,  jest 
under  the  edge  of  the  sky,  lay  the  soft  water,  looking 
as  blue  and  as  still  as  could  be.  What  to  majke  on  it 
I  couldn't  tell ;  it  wam't  like  a  picter,  and  yet  I 
couldn't  think  how  on  arth  there  could  be  room 
enough  tu  have  sich  a  place  near  the  theatre.  While 
I  sot  there  a  bending  for'ard  with  one  of  my  yaller 
gloves  pressed  down  on  each  knee,  and  staring  like  a 
stack  pig  with  my  mouth  a  leetle  open,  a  lot  of  folks 
dressed  off  in  short  jackets  and  trousers  cut  off  at  the 
knees,  come  a  dancing  out  of  the  house,  and  begun 
tu  talk  all  at  once,  and  chatter  and  laugh  together  as 
chipper  as  a  flock  of  birds.  They  seemed  as  happy 
as  clams  in  high  water ;  and  the  fellers  skipped  and 
hung  round  the  gals  like  good  feUers. 

But  the  gals  were  dressed  out  too  bad.  TU  be 
dam'd  if  some  of  'em  didn't  make  me  feel  streaked, 
their  frocks  were  so  short.  They  didn't  seem  tu 
naake  no  bones  of  showing  their  legs  half  way  tu  their 
knees.  I  swanny  I  if  I  wasn't  ashamed  of  the  purty 
gal  that  sot  by  me.  Think,  sez  I,  if  she  don't  blush 
and  feel  all  overish,  I'm  mistaken.     Arter  awhile,  I 
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give  her  a  slantidicular  squint,  but  she  sot  as  still  as 
a  kitten,  and  looking  as  if  butter  wouldn't  melt  in 
her  mouth,  but  was  a  staring  right  straight  at  the 
garden  without  seeming'  tu  mind  the  gals'  legs  a  bit 
more  than  if  they'd  been  so  many  broom-sticks. 

It  wam't  a  great  while  afore  I  didn't  seem  to  mind 
it  much  either,  for  a  little  old  comical  looking  chap 
come  out  in  front  of  the  garden,  and  begun  tu  chatter 
and  larf  and  fling  his  arms  about  every  which  way, 
and  to  teU  about  some  young  gal  that  was  a  going  to 
be  married,  —  Madeline  he  called  her. 

Wal,  while  he  was  a  talking,  a  feller,  all  in  red 
regimentals,  come  round  the  house,  as  big  as  my 
pussey  cousin,  with  a  set  of  letters  in  his  hand,  and 
blowing  a  tin  toot-horn,  as  if  he  wanted  us  all  tu 
come  tu  dinner.  He  turned  to  be  a  sort  of  post- 
rider,  with  letters ;  he  give  one  to  the  funny  old  chap 
that  owned  the  house,  but  it  only  had  another  letter 
in  it,  and  that  was  for  the  gal  that  was  a  going  tu  be 
married. 

I  begun  to  feel  awful  curious  tu  see  that  gal,  arter 
hearing  them  talk  about  her  so  much ;  but  the  post- 
office  feUer  cut  up  his  shines,  and  ordered  the  folks 
about  as  obstreperous  as  my  pussey  cousin ;  a  prime 
chap  he  was — and  I  took  a  sort  of  a  notion  to  him, 
he  acted  out  so  slick. 

By-am-by  in  come  the  purtyest  looking  critter  that 
ever  I  did  see ;  she  walked  and  sidled  through  the 
garden  like  a  bird  among  the  green  trees,  and  her 


BY  JONATHAN  SLICK,  ESQ.  181 

voice  sounded  so  funny  when  she  spoke ;  she  kinder 
cut  her  words  off,  and  lisped  'em  out  so  sweet,  that 
every  word  sounded  chuck  full  of  honey.  I  swan  1  it 
made  my  heart  rise  right  up  in  my  mouth  every  time 
she  spoke.  She  had  tamal  hamsome  eyes,  as  bright 
as  the  biggest  star  in  the  gill-dipper,  and  I  could  al- 
most teU  what  she  was  a  saying  by  the  cut  of  her 
face ;  I  never  did  see  a  critter  look  so  happy.  She 
had  the  cunningest  leetle  white  hat  that  I  ever  did 
see,  stuck  on  one  side  of  her  head,  with  blue  ribbons 
streaming  from  it  over  her  shoulders ;  on  t'other  side 
her  long  shiny  curls  hung  down  on  her  shoulders, 
and  a  hamsome  white  rose  was  stuck  in  them  back 
of  her  ear ;  but  it  didn't  seem  much  whiter  than  her 
forehead  and  neck,  for  they  were  as  white  as  the 
&oth  on  a  pail  of  new  milk  afore  it  is  strained.  She 
had  on  a  blue  silk  frock,  off  a  leetle  too  short  at  the 
bottom,  for  my  notion,  and  her  cunning  leetle  feet 
raly  cut  about  in  them  new  shoes  a  leetle  too  spry ;  I 
never  did  see  anything  so  subtle  as  she  was  in  my 
life. 

The  minit  she  came  into  the  garden  all  the  folks 
in  the  galleries  and  on  the  seats  below,  begun  to 
stomp,  and  yeU,  and  holler,  till  I  was  afeard  that  I 
made  a  mistake  and  got  into  a  political  meeting  agin. 
She  began  to  curchy,  and  lay  her  hand  on  her  bosom, 
and  curchy  agin,  all  the  while  a  looking  so  sweet  and 
mealy-mouthed,  that  I  wanted  to  eat  her  hull,  I  swow 
I  did  1  Arter  awhile,  they  begun  to  git  tired  of  making 
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sich  etamal  coots  of  themselyes^  and  then  she  begun 
to  go  round  among  the  folks  in  the  garden  and  give 
them  presents,  because  she  was  a  going  to  git  married 
in  the  morning,  tu  a  rich  gentleman  that  lived  close 
by. 

All  tu  once  the  comical  old  chap  called  "Ma- 
deline!" and  give  her  the  letter  the  postrider  had 
brought  for  her. 

Arter  she'd  gone  into  the  house,  he  begun  to  tell 
the  folks  all  about  her — how  she  was  a  poor  leetle 
French  gal  that  he'd  undertook  tu  bring  up  and  keep 
out  of  harm,  when  everybody  in  her  country  was 
afeard  of  their  lives  —  and  how  she'd  got  a  brother 
yet  in  France,  whose  life  wouldn't  be  worth  four- 
pence-half-penny  if  he  should  once  set  foot  over  in 
England ;  for  they  made  believe  that  all  this  garden 
and  things  was  a  going  on  in  England. 

Wal,  arter  they'd  all  gone  in,  out  come  Madeline 
agin  with  the  letter  in  her  hand.  I  swanny  I  but  I 
couldn't  help  but  feel  for  the  poor  critter.  She 
looked  as  if  she'd  been  crying  her  eyes  out,  but  she 
kept  a  kissing  the  letter  and  reading  it  sort  of  loud, 
and  a  crying  all  the  time,  so  that  we  all  found  out 
it  come  from  her  brother,  and  that  he  was  a  coming 
tu  take  her  away  with  him  in  the  morning ;  and  it 
seemed  to  make  her  feel  bad  because  he  didn't  know 
that  she  was  a  going  to  be  married  then.  When 
she'd  read  her  letter  through,  she  went  into  the  house 
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agin^  looking  as  peaked  and  wamble-cropped  as  a  sick 
lamb. 

When  the  picter  was  rolled  up  agin,  the  garden 
was  all  gone^  and  there  sot  the  purty  leetle  Madeline 
in  a  room  with  a  chest  open  by  her,  filled  with 
wimmen's  clothing,  and  there  was  a  rale  hamsome 
young  feller  a  standing  by  her  that  she  seemed  so 
fond  of,  and  that  she  called  her  brother. 

While  they  were  talking  together,  and  afore  she 

had  time  to  tell  him  she  was  a  going  to  be  married, 

there  was  an  allfired  noise  outside  of  the  door,  and 

you  never  see  a  oat  jump  up  spryer  than  she  did. 

She  turned  as  white  as  a  sheet  and  wrung  her  leetle 

hands  and  seemed;  more  than  half  crai^,  for  she  said 

the  officers  had  come  arter  her  brother  to  hang  him 

for  a  spy.     She  hugged  him  one  minit,  and  then 

she'd  wring  her  hands,  and  look  round  so  anxious  for 

some  place  to  hide  him  in.   At  last  she  run  to  the 

chest,  pulled  all  the  clothes  out  on  it,  and  made  him 

fft  in  there — Ae  put  them  all  back  agin,  and  kivered 

it  over  with  a  great  red  shawL     She  hadn't  but  jest 

sot  down  and  took  up  her  sewing  work,  when  a  great 

etamal  coot  of  a  feller,  that  made  my  blood  bile  every 

time  I  looked  at  him,  cum  into  the  room  along  with 

another  feller,  and  begun  tu  sarch  arter  the  poor 

young  chap  that  she'd  hid  away. 

We  could  see  that  the  poor  girl  was  eenamost 
scared  out  of  her  senses,  for  she  tiumed  as  white  as  a 
ghost — but  she  cocked  one  foot  over  t'other,  and 
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went  on  a  sewing  as  fast  as  could  be.  I  swanny  t  it 
made  me  wrathy  tu  hear  the  varmint  how  he  run  on 
agin  the  poor  gaL  I  never  did  see  sich  wicked  eyes 
as  hisen  were  in  my  life,  nor  sich  a  ragged  drunken 
looking  shark ;  it  made  my  grit  rise  every  time  he 
looked  towards  that  sweet  gal. 

The  officer  couldn't  find  nobody,  and  wanted  to  go 
hum,  but  the  tall  shack  went  up  to  the  chest,  and  be- 
gun to  poke  about  among  the  clothes,  and  asked  what 
she'd  got  there.  She  looked  as  if  she  would  go  off 
the  handle  at  that ;  but  she  didn't  give  up.  Arter  a 
minit  she  jumped  up  and  took  up  a  gown  and  showed 
it  to  the  officer,  and  then  she  took  up  a  shawl,  and 
told  him  it  was  her  wedding  shawl,  and  she  begun  to 
run  on  and  smile,  and  talk  so  coaxing,  and  spread  out 
the  shawl  all  the  time,  till  the  young  feller  in  the 
chest  crept  out  and  got  into  another  room,  while  she 
held  the  shawl  afore  him.  They  went  off  grumbling, 
and  consamedly  wamble-cropped,  for  a  reward  had 
been  offered  for  the  purty  French  gal's  brother,  and 
the  et^.mal  scamp  meant  tu  git  his  revenge  on  her,  and 
money  tu  boot. 

I  was  a  looking  steady  into  the  room,  when  all  tu 
once  it  slid  away,  and  there  was  the  garden  agin,  and 
the  outside  of  the  house,  and  it  was  dark  as  mid- 
night among  the  bushes.  By-am-by,  out  came  the 
ragged  scamp  and  stood  jest  under  the  poor  Frqnch 
gal's  winder,  to  see  what  was  a  going  on,  and  while  he 
was  there,  the  good-hearted  ohap  that  she  w^b  a  going 
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tu  be  married  tu^  came  along  tu  look  at  her  winder^ 
as  fellers  will  when  they  are  over  head  and  ears  in 
luv. 

Then  the  French  gal  cum  to  the  winder,  the 
young  feller  that  she'd  been  a  hiding  away  jumped 
out,  and  she  put  his  doak  on  and  hugged  him  as  if 
her  heart  was  eenamost  ready  to  bust.  "When  she  see 
her  brother  clear  off,  she  went  back  tu  bed,  but  the 
dquire  and  the  ragged  scamp  had  seen  her ;  and  sich 
a  row  as  it  kicked  up  never  was  heard  on  afore  I 

In  a  little  while  there  was  sich  a  hubbub  in  the 
garden ;  aU  the  wimmen  that  she'd  gin  presents  tu, 
got  together,  and  begun  tu  run  out  agin  her,  and  say- 
ing that  they  always  thought  she  was  no  better  than 
she  ought  tu  be.  The  squire  said  he  wouldn't  marry 
her,  and  the  tamal  old  man  turned  her  out  of  doors. 

I  thought  I  should  a  boo-hooed  right  out,  when  I 
Bee  her  cum  out  of  the  door  with  a  bundle  in  her 
hand,  a  crying  as  if  she  hadn't  a  friend  on  arth.  She 
was  a  going  away  so  slow  and  sorrowful,  when  the 
squire  cum  up  and  offered  her  some  money,  for  he 
seemed  tu  feel  sorry  for  her,  though  he  thought  she'd 
been  a  cheating  him. 

She  looked  at  him  so  still,  and  yit  so  proud,  as  if 
her  heart  was  brim  full  of  grief,  but  she  wouldn't  take 
his  money.  At  last  he  told  her  that  the  man  she'd 
had  was  took  prisoner.  Oh,  how  she  did  take  on 
then !  She  wrung  her  hands,  and  sobbed,  and  cried 
enough  tu  make  one  feel  wamble-cropped  to  see  her. 
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and  she  said  now  that  her  cfaaiacter  was  gone  and  her 
brother  taken,  she  wanted  to  die. 

The  squire  felt  dreadfblly  when  he  found  out  that 
the  man  was  her  brother.  So  he  made  up  with  her^ 
and  she  got  on  tu  a  horse  and  rode  off  full  chisel  tu 
get  her  brother's  pardon. 

By-am-by  she  got  back  with  the  pardon  for  her 
brother^  and  there  was  such  crying  and  kissing  and 
shaking  hands,  as  you  neyer  heard  on.  I  bellered 
right  out  a  crying,  I  was  so  allfired  glad  tu  see  the 
poor  gal  happy  once  more. 

Wal,  by-am-by,  a  bell  tinkled ;  the  picter  rolled  up 
agin  and  the  fiddlers  b^un  to  put  on  elbow  grease  till 
the  music  came  out  slick  enough.  Instead  of  the  garden 
there  was  a  long  ball-room  with  rows  of  great  shiney 
pillars, running  all  through  it.  It  was  as  light  as  day^for 
there  seemed  to  be  candles  out  of  sight  among  the  pillars, 
besides  a  row  of  lamps  that  stood  along  the  pen  where 
the  musicianers  sot.  I  was  staring  with  all  the  eyes 
I  had  in  my  head,  when  the  hamsomest  critter  I  ever 
sot  eyes  on,  cum  flying  into  the  middle  of  the  room, 
and  there  she  stood  on  one  foot,  with  her  arms  held 
out  and  her  face  turned  towards  us,  looking  as  bold, 
and  smiling  as  soft  as  if  she'd  never  done  nothing  else 
all  her  life.  I  was  so  scared  when  she  fiist  sprung  in, 
that  I  raly  didn't  know  which  eend  my  head  was  on. 
The  darned  critter  was  more  than  half  naked  —  she 
was,  by  golly  I  To  save  my  life  I  couldn't  look  at 
her  right  straight  with  that  blue-eyed  gal  a  setting 
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close  by  me.  At  fust  I  was  so  struck  up  that  I 
couldn't  see  nothing  but  an  allflred  harnsome  face  a 
smiling  from  under  a  wreath  of  flowers^  and  naked 
legs  and  arms  and  neck,  a  flying  round  like  a  live 
wind-milL  I  thought  I  should  go  off  the  handle  at 
fust — I  felt  sort  of  dizzy,  and  as  if  I  was  blushing 
all  over.  I  don't  think  I  ever  waa  in  such  an  etamal 
twitter  in  my  hull  life.  I  partly  got  up  tu  go  out, 
and  then  I  sot  down  agin  as  streaked  as  lean  pork, 
and  kivered  my  face  with  my  yeller  gloves,  but  some- 
how I  couldn't  hold  my  hands  still  aU  I  could  du  — 
the  Angers  would  git  apart,  so  that  I  couldn't  help 
but  look  through  them  at  that  plaguey,  darned  ham- 
some,  undecent  critter,  as  she  jumped  and  whirled 
and  stretched  her  naked  arms  out  toward  us,  and 
stood  a  smiling  and  coaxing  and  looking  tu  the  feUers. 
It  was  enough  tu  make  a  feller  cuss  his  mother  be- 
cause she  was  a  woman ;  but  111  be  darned  if  there 
ever  was  a  feller  on  arth  that  could  help  looking  at 
the  critter  1 

I've  seen  a  bird  charmed  by  a  black  snake,  but  it 
was  nothing  tu  this  —  not  a  priming.  One  minute 
she'd  kinder  flutter  round  the  room  softly  and  still, 
like  a  bird  that's  jest  beginning  tu  fly,  then  she'd 
staud  on  one  foot,  and  twinkle  t'other  out  and  in, 
against  the  ankle  so  swift,  you  couldn't  but  jest  see  it. 
Then  she'd  hop  for'ard  and  twist  her  arms  up  on  her 
bosom,  and  stick  one  leg  out  behind  her,  and  stand  on 
one  toe  for  ever  so  long,  till  aU  on  us  had  had  a  fair 
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sight  on  her  that  way.  Then  she'd  take  another  hop 
and  pint  her  right  toe  forward^  and  lift  it  higher^  till 
by-am-bj  round  she'd  go  like  a  top,  with  her  leg 
stuck  out  straight  and  whirling  round  and  round  like 
the  spoke  of  a  broken  waggin  with  a  foot  tu  it.  It 
raly  did  beat  all  that  ever  I  did  see.  When  she  stood 
up  straight,  her  white  frock  was  all  sprigged  off  with 
silver,  and  it  looked  like  a  cloud  of  snow,  but  it  didn't 
reach  half  way  down  tu  her  knees,  and  stuck  out 
dreadfully  behind.  I  hadn't  dared  to  unkiver  my 
face  yet,  and  was  sort  of  tremblin  all  over  in  a  dread- 
ful pucker,  wondering  what  on  arth  she  meant  tu  du 
next,  when  she  give  a  whirl,  kissed  her  hand,  and 
hopped  away  as  spry  as  a  cricket,  jest  as  she  came  in. 

I  swan  I  if  I  didn't  think  I  never  should  breathe 
straight  agin ;  I  raly  wouldn't  a  looked  in  that  purty 
blue-eyed  gal's  face  for  anything;  but  somehow  I 
happened  tu  squint  that  way,  for  I  felt  kinder  anxious 
tu  see  how  red  a  gal  could  blush,  and  there  she  sot  a 
smiling  and  a  looking  as  she  raly  liked  the  fun.  She 
was  whispering  to  a  young  feUer  that  sot  t'other  side, 
and  sez  she  — 

«  Aint  it  beautiful  I  Ohl  I  hope  they'll  call  her 
back  I" 

**  She  will  come,  I  dare  say,"  sez  the  feller  a  larfin, 
and  beginning  tu  stomp  and  clap  his  hands  with  the 
rest  on  'em  that  were  a  yelling  and  hooting  like  all 
possessed ;  "  C61este  treats  the  Americans  very  much 
as  a  lover  does  his  lady." 
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"  How  SO  ?  *'  sez  the  gal,  looking  sort  of  puzzled. 

^^  Why,  she  can't  leave  them  without  coming  back 
again  and  again  to  take  farewell/^  sez  he,  a  lai'fin ; 
"  but  here  she  comes  I " 

True  as  a  book,  there  she  did  cum,  and  begun  tu 
sidle  and  whirls  and  cut  up  her  crancums  all  over  agin* 
By  leetle  and  leetle  I  let  my  hands  slide  down  firom 
my  face,  and  when  she  give  her  prime  whirl  and 
stuck  out  her  toe  the  last  time,  I  sot  a  staring  right 
straight  at  her^  so  astonished.  I  couldn't  set  still,  for 
as  true  as  you  live,  the  nice,  leetle,  French  gal  that 
was  so  sweet  and  modest,  and  the  bold,  beautiful  critter 
with  her  foot  out,  her  arms  a  wavering  around  her 
head,  and  her  mouth  jest  open  enough  tu  show  her 
teeth,  was  the  same  individual  critter,  and  both  on 
'em  were  Madame  Celeste. 

I  went  hum.  But  111  be  choked  if  them  legs 
and  arms,  and  that  frock  with  the  flowers  over  it, 
didn't  whirl  round  in  my  head  all  night,  and  they 
am't  fairly  out  yit. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slicj^. 
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LETTER  XIL 

JONATHAN  RECEIVES  AN  INVITATION  TO  A  FANCY  BALL. 
—  DILEIOCA  ABOUT  THE  DBESS. — CHOICE  OF  A  CHA- 
RACTEB,   ETC. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  SUck,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathenfidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Deab  Fab, 

I  DU  think  this  ere  trade  of  writing  is  about  the 
damdest  bisness  that  a  feller  ever  took  to.  The  minit 
a  man  begins  to  git  his  name  up  here  in  York,  the 
way  the  gab  du  haul  him  over  the  coals  is  a  sin  to 
Crocket,  as  they  ^ay  down  here.     They  talk  about 
the  Yankees  having  a  nack  of  cheating  people  out  of 
their  eye  teeth.     By  gracious !   if  the  York  folks 
don't  know  how  to  hold  up  their  eend  of  the  ybke  at 
that  trade,  I'm  a  coot,  that's  alL     They  may  take  mj 
grinders,  and  welcome,  but  I'll  be  dam'd  if  I  give  up 
my  Christian  name,  without  making  an  allfired  rum- 
pus about  it.     I  can't  go  down  Cherry-street  now 
without   somebody   stopping  me  to  find   out  who 
writes  my  letters,  jest  as  if  I  didn't  write  'em  myself. 
Some  on  'em  seem  to  think  it's  a  Portland  chap,  ^^ 
allfired  smart  critter,  that  come  from  down  East,  afl" 
that's  been  a  writing  a  capital  history  of  the  war 
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down  on  the  territory  that  haint  got  no  boundary ; 
and  people  keep  a  coming  to  the  Express  office  every 
once  in  a  while,  to  find  out  if  Major  Jack  Downing 
don't  write  'em  and  sign  my  name.  I  should  like  to 
ketch  him  at  it  once.  Let  him  or  any  other  chap  put 
my  name  to  any  thing  that  I  don't  write,  and  if  I 
don't  lick  him  within  an  inch  of  his  life,  then  he  may 
steal  my  name,  and  welcome. 

Now,  jest  to  git  the  York  people  out  of  the  etamal 
twitter  that  they're  in  to  find  out  who  writes  my 
letters,  I've  made  up  my  mind  to  tell  'em  here  in  one 
of  my  letters;  and  if  I  don't  tell  'em  the  truth,  I  hope 
I  may  be  hung  and  choked  to  death,  so  there  I 

In  the  first  place,  I  aint  intimate  with  Major  Jack 
Downing,  and  never  sot  eyes  on  him  in  my  life,  tUl 
t'other  night  at  "  the  Grand  Fancy  Ball,"  as  they 
caU  it.  He's  a  smart  chap,  but  I'U  be  dam'd  if  he 
ever  writ  a  word  of  one  of  my  letters  "in  his  life,  — 
and  more  than  all  that,  he  don't  know  me  from 
Adam ;  no  more  does  the  Portland  chap,  or  any  of 
the  rest  on  'em, — and  I  du  think  it's  allfired  hard,  if 
I  can't  have  the  credit  of  writing  letters  on  my  own 
hook,  and  nobody's  else.  Now  these  two  chaps  are 
prime  fellers,  and  old  hands  at  the  bisness;  but  I 
never  tried  my  hand  at  writing  a  letter  in  my  hull 
life,  till  I  sent  the  fust  one  to  the  Express — and  that 
I  put  my  name  tu  as  large  as  life.  Neither  the 
Portland  Major  Jack  Downing,  nor  the  New  York 
Major  Jack  Downing,  nor  our  Sam,  nor  nobody  else. 
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has  a  finger  in  my  dish ;  but  all  the  letters  that  has 
my  name  and  picter  to  'em  are  writ  by  me. 


Mr.  Jonathan  Sticky  Esq, 

CHEBRY   STREET. 


That's  my  card  1  as  they  say  at  the  theatre,  —  and 
now  I  hope  the  Yorkers  wont  pester  me  any  more, 
to  know  who  I  am. 

Arter  going  to  the  Park  Theatre  t'other  night,  I 
begun  to  feel  sort  of  dissatisfied  with  the  carryings 
on  in  this  place,  and  I  eenamost  made  up  my  mind 
to  come  back  to  Weathersfield  and  stick  to  the  old 
bisness  for  life.  Somehow  I  couldn't  git  them  naked 
legs  and  arms,  and  so  on,  of  Marm-sel  Celeste  out  of 
my  head, — and  I  couldn't  help  feeling  awful  streaked 
when  I  thought  of  them  in  the  day-light.  Sich 
sights  aint  fit  for  any  thing  but  candle-light,  and 
then  a  feller  must  be  more  than  half  corned  before  he 
can  see  them  without  feeling  ashamed  of  all  woman 
kind. 

I  du  think,  when  a  chap  begins  to  haye  a  bad 
opinion  of  the  wimmin  folks,  it's  a  sign  that  there  is 
something  out  of  the  way  in  his  own  heart ;  but  it 
comes  tough  to  keep  a  feUer's  heart  in  the  right  place, 
while  sich  sweet,  purty,  indecent  critters  as  that 
Celeste,  are  a  kicking  up  their  heels  and  fiinging  all 
sorts  of  queer  ideas  into  his  mind.     Arter  seeing  her 
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flunsh  her  white  short  gown,  without  petticoat,  afore 
all  them  folks,  I  begun  to  hate  the  gals  like  pison ; 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  they  wam't  made  for  men's 
wives,  or  tu  be  mothers  and  sisters.  It  was  a  hull 
week  afore  I  could  make  up  my  mind  to  go  out  of 
my  office,  and  the  sight  of  a  furbelow  ndy  made  me 
sick.  I  b^un  to  rale  out  agin  all  the  feminine  gen- 
der like  all  natur. 

Wal,  one  morning  I  got  up,  and  sat  down  by  the 
stove,  with  my  legs  stretched  out,  and  my  hands 
fingering  the  loose  coppers  in  my  trousers'  pocket, 
when  Cousin  John  come  in,  looking  as  tickled  as  a 
puppy  dog. 

"  See  here,  Jonathan,"  sez  he,  "  I've  got  an  invi- 
tation for  you  to  go  to  a  fancy  ball  to-night,  dear  up 
town,  &o  I've  come  to  see  what  you'll  wear,  and  all 
about  it." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  kinder  melancholy,  **  I've  got  eena- 
most  tired  of  sich  things ;  it  ndy  don't  seem  to  agree 
with  me  frolicking  so  much,  but  I  suppose  I  may  as 
weU  go." 

"Wal,"  sez  cousin,  "  what  do  you  mean  to  wear?" 

"What  du  I  mean  to  wear?"  sez  I,  "why,  my 
new  clothes  sartinly :  I  ruther  guess  all  the  shine 
haint  worn  off  from  them  yit,  by  a  great  sight." 

"  Yes,"  sez  he,  "  but  you  must  go  in  character  to 
this  ball." 

"  Look  a  here,  cousin,"  sez  I,  a  rilin  up  a  leetle, 
"I  don't  know  as  you've  ever  seen  me  go  to  any 

VOL.  I.  K 
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place  that  was  out  of  character  yit,  so  you  needn't 
say  that" 

J<^,  he  colored  up  and  larfed  a  leetle,  and  sez  he, 
**  don't  git  wrothy,  Jcmathan — ^I  didn't  mean  nothing, 
but  the  fact  is^  it  will  be  best  for  you  to  dress  in 
something  a  leetle  different  to  your  oonmion  clothes. 
Supposing  you  dress  like  a  Turk  ?  " 

'^  What  I  like  one  of  them  chaps  that  keep  a  hull 
caravan  of  wives  shut  up  in  their  housen?"  sez  I; 
"  I'm  much  obligated  to  you  for  the  idee — but  I'd  a 
Uttle  ruther  not.  Fd  jest  as  livs  go  to  sleep  and 
dream  I  was  a  gad-fly  in  a  black  hornet's  nest" 

"  Wal,"  sez  he, "  supposin  you  let  me  dress  you  up 
like  an  Injun — how  would  you  like  that?  Ill  dress 
Mary  up  like  a  squaw,  and  you  can  walk  in  toge- 
ther." 

*^  Why,"  sez  I,  sort  of  puzzled  to  find  out  what  he 
was  at,  "  I'd  ruther  be  an  Injun  any  day  than  be  one 
of  them  tamal  Turky  fellers ;  but  what  will  the 
folks  think  of  us  if  we  come  fixed  out  so  ?  I  should 
feel  as  streaked  as  a  piece  of  ribbongrass,  I'm  sartin." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that,  they'll  be  glad  to  have  you 
come  like  an  Injun ;  you  don't  know  what  a  sight  of 
folks  are  a  going.  There'll  be  Kings  and  Queens, 
nuns,  Scotch  ladies.  Englishmen,  and  women  bom 
two  hundred  years  ago,  and  all  sorts  of  people." 

"Gracious  gaully  how  you  talk!"  sez  I,  all  in 
'  amaze,  for  he  seemed  as  amest  as  an  ox  team.  — 
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"  Why,  they  haint  sent  invites  over  the  water,  have 
they?'' 

"  Youll  see,"  sez  John,  a  larfing  a  leetle  easy,  and 
a  rubbing  his  hands.  "But  I  want  a  favor, — 
wont  you  lend  me  them  old  clothes  of  yours  to  go 
in?" 

"  What,  old  blue,  with  the  shiney  buttons,  and 
the  pepper  and  salt  trousers!"  sez  I.  "Wal  now, 
I'd  jest  as  livs  you  had  'em  as  not;  but  raly  if  you 
want  to  slick  up,  hadn't  you  better  take  the  new  fix, 
it'll  look  a  good  deal  more  scrmnptious  ?" 

"  No,"  sez  he,  "  I  want  them  that  your  picter  was 
took  in,  they're  jest  the  thing." 

«  They'U  fit  you  to  a  notch,"  sez  I.  "  The  trou- 
sers  may  be  a  leetle  too  short,  but  I  can  get  the  gallus 
buttons  sot  on  strong,  and  the  pockets  are  nation 
handy.'* 

"  Do,"  sez  he,  "  and  I'll  git  your  dress.  Come  up 
to  our  house,  and,  well  all  start  together." 

With  that  John  he  went  away,  and  I  sot  down  all 
in  a  flustration  to  try  and  make  out  what  he  wanted 
me  to  fix  up  like  a  bom  Injun  for;  but  the  more  I 
tho't  the  more  I  got  in  a  pucker  about  it,  so  I  jest 
give  it  up,  and  stopped  thinking  about  it  as  much  as 
I  could. 

Your  loving  bou, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  Xin. 

JONATHAN  SLICK  AND  THE  GRAND  FANCY  BALL. JONA- 
THAN IN  THE  CHABACTER  OF  AN  mJUMT,  AND  COUSIN 
BEEBE    IN    THE    CHARACTER    OF     JONATHAN. COUSIN 

MART   AS    Jonathan's    squaw.  —  Jonathan    among 

KINGS  AND  QUEENS,  SFANLAIKDS,  TURKS,  AND  JEWS.  — 
JONATHAN  MEETS  HIS  PUSSET  COUSIN  IN  THE  CHARAC- 
TER    OF     A     TURK.    JONATHAN     CUTS     HIS      PUSSET 

COUSIN. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  fFeathersJield,  in  the  State  of  ConnectieuL 

Dear  Par, 

Wal,  Thursday,  jest  afore  dark,  I  bundled  up  old 
blue,  and  the  pepper  and  salt  trousers,  and  pulled 
foot  for  Cousin  Beebe's  as  chirk  as  a  grass-hopper. 
The  nigger  set  me  in  and  took  me  up  stidrs  to  a  leetle 
room,  where  John  was  a  sittin  in  a  great  chair,  with 
the  tamationest  heap  of  foathers  and  things  about 
him  that  ever  you  did  see.  He  jumped  up  as  soon 
as  he  saw  me,  with  the  bundle  under  my  arm,  and 
sez  he, — 

"  Come,  hurry  now,  and  get  off  your  things,  I 
want  to  paint  you."  With  that  he  come  along  with 
a  sarcer  full  of  red  stuff,  and  begun  to  stir  it  up  mighty 
savage. 


BT   JONATHAN  SLICK,   ESQ.  197 

Wal,  think  sez  I,  that  don't  look  over  inyiting  — 
bnt  I  s'pose  I  may  as  well  die  for  an  old  sheep  as  a 
lamb ;  so  I  took  off  my  coat,  and  mibuckled  my 
stock,  and  let  him  brush  away.  Didn't  he  snake  on 
the  paint  though  I  Think  sez  I,  I  don't  know  how 
I  shall  feel — ^but  if  I  don't  look  streaked,  it  wont  be 
the  fault  of  this  ere  leetle  brush  any  how.  Arter 
awhile  he  begun  to  ri-bob-skew  my  hair  up  on  the 
top  of  my  head ;  I  raly  couldn't  but  jest  wink,  he 
drew  it  so  tight ;  but  I  grinn'd  and  bore  it  as  well 
as  I  could.  By-am-by  he  made  me  put  on  a  red 
shirt,  and  sich  a  heap  of  nigger  gimcracks  as  would've 
made  you  larf  only  jest  to  look  at.  When  he'd  tied, 
and  pinned,  and  stuck  on  all  the  feathers  he  could 
find,  he  told  me  to  get  up  and  look  in  the  glass. 
Grauly-oppalus  — what  a  dam'd  lookin  critter  I  was  1 
I  nJy  thought  I  should  a  bust,  I  larfed  so ;  my  hair 
was  all  ^rt  on  the  top  of  my  head,  and  a  hull  grist 
of  red  feathers  stuck  into  it,  every  which  way,  till 
my  head  looked  like  an  allfired  great  beet,  a  running 
to  seed — ^my  face  was  painted  a  sort  of  a  brick  color, 
with  two  or  three  streaks  of  black  and  yaller,  to 
make  it  look  lively ;  I  had  on  a  sort  of  a  leather 
night-gown,  without  any  sleeves  —  all  fringed  off 
with  beads,  and  feathers,  and  quills,  that  made  a  noise 
every  time  I  moved,  like  the  loose  ice  rattling  off  a 
tree  arter  a  freezing  rain ;  besides  the  legs  of  a  pair 
of  leather  trousers,  that  only  come  up  to  my  knees, 
but  they  were  fringed  and  finefied  off  to  kill,  I  can  tell 
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you.  The  shoes  were  smashers^  though  they  sot  to 
my  feet  as  dick  as  a  biscuit^  and  felt  as  soft  as  a  silk 
weed  pod.  You  never  saw  any  thing  worked  off  so 
— purty  leetle  shiney  beads  glistened  all  over  them, 
and  they  were  kivered  all  over  with  flowers,  and 
spangled  off  with  silver,  till  they  took  the  shine  off 
eenamost  any  thing  I  ever  did  see. 

I  don't  know  what  got  into  me,  but  the  minit  I 
got  the  Injun  toggery  on,  I  begun  to  feel  as  subtle 
and  slimpsey  as  an  eel,  and  the  way  I  flurished  about 
and  kicked  up  my  heels,  beat  Miss  Celeste  all  to 
nothing.  I  raly  thought  Cousin  John  would  a  died 
a  larfin.  "  Look  a  here,"  sez  he,  "  don't  kick  up  a 
pow-wow  till  you  git  to  the  ball.  Did  you  ever  see 
a  rale  full-blooded  Injun  ?  " 

"  I  ruther  surmise  so,"  sez  I. 

"  Wal,"  sez  he,  "  du  you  think  you  can  act  one 
out  ?  " 

"  Can't  I  ?  Look  a  here  —  don't  I  du  it  as  slick 
as  a  whistle  ?  "  sez  I,  —  and  with  that  I  looked  as 
savage  as  a  meat-axe,  and  begun  to  strut  up  and 
down  the  room  like  a  turkey-gobbler  on  the  sunny 
side  of  a  barn-yard. 

"  That'll  du,"  sez  John ;  "  now  you  must  have 
some  medicine." 

"  I'll  bet  a  copper  I  don't  though,"  sez  I ;  "I 
despise  all  kinds  of  doctor-stuff,  and  if  you  git  any 
o'  your  rhubarb,  or  calomel,  or  Brandreth's  pills  down 
me,  I'll  lose  my  guess." 
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Here  John  went  off  the  handle  agin,  like  a  broken 
coffee  mill,  —  and  the  way  he  did  teehee  was  enough 
to  make  a  feller's  dander  rise. 

"  Look  a  here,"  sez  I,  a  walking  straight  up  to 
him,  "  you  needn't  larf,  nor  try  to  come  your  soft 
sodder  over  me.  I  don't  believe  it's  the  fashion  to 
take  pills  here  in  York,  afore  a  chap  goes  to  a  ball ; 
and  I  wont  do  it.  There  now,  I've  sot  down  my 
foot." 

It  was  a  good  while  afore  John  could  ketch  his 
breath ;  but  arter  all,  he  gin  up —  and,  sez  he,  "  Here, 
you  haint  no  objections  to  carrying  this  thing,  and 
calling  it  medicine,  have  you?" 

"  Not  the  least  in  natur,"  sez  I,  —  and  with  that 
I  took  a  sort  of  a  young  woodchuck  skin,  stuffed  out 
till  it  looked  nat'ral  as  life,  and  I  tucked  it  under  my 
arm,  and  went  down  stairs  to  see  how  Cousin  Mary 
looked. 

As  sure  as  a  gun  there  she  sot  all  dressed  out  to 
kill  —  her  hair  was  braided  in  great  long  tails,  and 
aU  hung  over  with  silver  and  gold,  and  leetle  bunches 
of  red  feathers.  A  row  of  short  red  and  yaller  and 
blue  feathers  went  round  her  head,  and  was  twisted 
together  on  one  side,  with  a  gold  cord  that  had  two 
long  tossels  made  out  of  gold  and  leetle  shiney  heads, 
that  hung  glistening  over  her  shoulder  as  bright  as  a 
handful  of  ripe  currants,  when  the  sun  strikes  'em. 

I  swow,  but  Mary  did  make  a  purty  leetle  squaw 
—  her  frock  was  made  out  of  the  whitest  leather  you 
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ever  did  see^  and  was  kinder  like  my  no-deeved  coat^ 
only  a  great  deal  hamsomer  and  hull  all  round.  It 
didn't  come  clear  down  to  her  feet,  and  that  tamal 
leetle  foot  and  ankle  of  her'n  did  cut  a  swath  in  the 
leetle  glistening  shoes  and  them  figgered  silk  stock- 
ings. It  raly  made  me  ketch  my  breath  to  look  at 
her,  she  was  so  consamed  hamsome.  I  thought  I 
should  a  bust  when  cousin  Beebe  come  into  the  room 
in  my  old  blue  coat  and  pepper  and  salts,  with  his  hat 
stuck  on  the  back  of  his  head,  and  his  hands  in  his 
pockets.  It  was  me  all  over,  cow-hide  boots,  red 
hankercher,  and  all. 

By-am-by  the  nigger  come  in  and  said  that  the 
carriage  was  at  the  door,  so  we  all  up  and  got  into  it 
about  the  quickest,  and  off  we  driv  full  split  up  town, 
till  we  come  to  a  whopper  of  a  house  clear  up  to  the 
Ninth  Avenue.  When  we  got  eenamost  there,  the 
horses  couldn't  but  jest  git  along,  there  was  sich  a 
grist  of  carriages  streaking  it  one  arter  another 
toward  the  house.  They  put  me  in  mind  of  a  string 
of  onions  jest  broke  loose,  they  were  so  tamal  thick. 

Arter  a  good  while  we  driv  chuck  up  to  the  stun 
walk  that  had  a  lot  of  tow  sheets  stretched  out  over 
it  to  keep  folks  dry,  and  went  right  straight  up  to 
the  stoop,  where  a  couple  of  spruce-looking  chaps 
with  red  ribbons  stuck  in  their  button  holes,  come  up 
and  took  us  through  a  great  long  entry  way,  where 
the  lights  eenamost  dazzled  a  feller's  eyes,  to  a  sort 
of  a  twistified  pair  of  stairs. 
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I  kinder  wanted  to  stop  by  a  stun  table,  sot  off  in 
the  back  part  of  the  entry  way,  and  take  a  swig  of 
punch,  but  I  hadn't  time  to  git  a  hull  awaller  afore 
John  and  Mary  were  half  way  up  stairsy  so  I  pulled 
foot  and  went  arter  'em  sort  of  wamblecropped  at 
iiaving  to  choke  off  from  the  punch,  for  it  waa  the 
rale  critter,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mary  she  went  into  a  great  baniBome  room,  chuck 
full,  and  running  over  with  gals,  for  I  took  a  sly 
peak  through  the  door  as  she  went  in,  jest  to  see 
what  was  a  going  on ;  and  then  cousin  Beebe  and  I 
went  into  another  room,  and  walked  round  till  she 
cum  out  agin.  Down  we  went  through  the  entry 
way  till  we  come  to  a  door  at  the  ftuther  eend. 

"Why  don't  you  give  Mary  your  arm?"  sez 
John  to  me,  jest  as  I  was  walking  along  toward  the 
door. 

"  If  I'm  to  play  Injun  to-night,"  sez  I,  "  111  do  it 
according  to  my  own  notion  if  you'd  jest  as  livs.  I 
never  see  an  Injun  and  squaw  a  hooking  arms  yet,  — 
so  cousin  Mary  may  jest  walk  behind  me,  if  she  aint 
too  stuck  up." 

With  that  I  tucked  the  woodchuck  under  my  arm, 
and  walked  right  straight  ahead  as  stiff  as  a  crowbar. 
(Wous  me !  what  a  smasher  of  a  room  we  went 
into— it  was  all  sot  off  with  yaller  and  blue  settees 
«d  benches,  and  every  sich  thing,  eenamost  as  slick 
aamypnssey  coufiin's  room,  and  the  damdest  set  of 
^^ttere  were  a  dancing  and  a  sidling  about  that  ever 
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I  did  see.  There  warn't  no  carpet  on  the  boards, 
and  if  they'd  a  been  a  mind  tu,  they  might  have 
shinned  it  down  about  right,  but  instead  of  that  they 
went  curchying  and  scooting  about,  jest  like  so  many 
tom-tits  on  the  bank  of  a  river.  It  raly  made  my 
grit  rise  to  see  a  set  of  folks  come  from  all  the  four 
quarters  of  the  globe,  to  a  party,  that  didn't  know 
how  to  dance  an  eight  reel  or  munny-muss  as  it 
ought  to  be  done.  They  didn't  seem  to  mind  us 
when  we  went  in,  or  else  I  should  a  felt  awful 
streaked  a  standing  up  there  like  a  darned  Injun, 
with  Mary  by  me.  I  felt  sartin  of  not  being  known, 
and  so  I  kept  a  purty  stiff  upper  lip,  and  looked  on 
jest  to  see  how  foreign  gentry  acted  when  they  were 
tu  hum.  There  was  a  swad  of  tamal  hamsome 
wimmen  in  the  middle  of  the  room  curchying  and 
twistifying  and  wriggling  about  one  another,  and 
making  believe  dance  like  all  natur.  But,  oh,  for- 
ever I  how  they  were  dressed  out !  One  on  'em  had 
on  a  great  long  black  silk  cloak,  with  sleeves  to  it, 
and  a  sort  of  white  bib  hanging  down  before,  for  fear 
she'd  spill  the  wine  and  sweet  sarce  on  to  her  dress 
when  she  eat,  I  s'pose,  and  she  looked  sort  a  like  a 
nice  hamsome  chap,  and  sort  a  like  a  gal,  kinder  half 
and  half,  like  a  fence  politician.  There  was  a  gal 
close  by  her  dressed  out  to  kill,  her  shoes  were  tied 
on  with  red  ribbons,  over  a  leetle  stuck  up  foot,  that 
looked  good  enough  to  eat;  and  she  had  on  three 
open  dresses,  one  over  t'other,  made  out  of  white  silk 
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and  thin  shiny  stuff,  bound  and  trimmed  off  with 
strips  of  gold  ;  the  sleeves  hung  down  like  a  feller's 
shirt,  but  there  wam't  no  risband  to  'em,  and  they 
hung  wide  open,  so  that  her  pesky  white  arm  shone 
out  enough  to  dazzle  a  feller's  eyes.     She  had  two 
allfired  great  breast  pins,  one  on  'em  spread  out  like  a 
sun  on  her  bosom,  and  another  down  to  her  waist,  all 
sot  chuck  full  of  stuns,  that  kept  a  glistening  in  the 
light,  like  a  handful  of  sparks  out  of  a  blacksmith's 
chimney.    She  wore  another  of  these  glistening  leetle 
suns   on   her   hamsome   white  forehead;   her  long 
shiney  curls  hung  down  on  her  shoulders,  and  a  white 
veil,  that  looked  like  a  cloud  with  the   sunshine   a 
pouring   into  it,  dropped  over  them.     I   whispered 
to  cousin  Mary,  and  asked  who  the  darned   likely 
critter  could  be.     She  said  she  come  from  Peru,  and 
was  a  priestess,  or  something,  of  the  sun.     Before  I 
could  get  a  chance  to  ask  whose  son  it  was  that  she 
preached  tu,  and  to  say  that  I  shouldn't  grumble  if 
sich  a   critter  as  that  should  preach  a  trifle  easy  to 
Mr.  Zepheniah  Slick's  son  —  up  come  a  leetle  black- 
eyed  gal,  about  knee  high  to  a  toad,  with  a  stick  in 
her  hand,  and  curls  a  hanging  all  over  her  shoulders. 
"  Hellow,"  sez  I,  "  none  of  that  are,"  as  she  hit 
my  woodchuck  a  dab  with  the  stick,  and  run  off  larfin, 
ready  to  bust  her  leetle  sides.     Before  I  knew  which 
eend  my  head  was  on,  up  comes  another  set  of  leetle 
queer  looking  gals,  so  young  that  they  didn't  seem 
much  more  than  babies,  that  ought  to  have  been 
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spanked  and  put  to  bed,  instead  of  being  there. 
They  were  dressed  off  in  short  frocks,  and  glistened 
like  a  hail  storm;  but  where  they  come  from  I 
couldn't  tell,  for  they  all  had  wings  on  their  shoulders, 
and  I  never  read  of  such  winged  critters  on  this 
arth,  and  it  didn't  seem  as  if  children  would  be  sent 
from  t'other  world  to  a  York  ball-  Before  I  could 
say  Jack  Bobinson,  they  made  themselves  scarce,  and 
then  sich  sights  of  men  and  wimmen  cum  a  walking 
about,  some  dressed  like  angels  jest  dropped  down, 
some  in  regimentab,  and  all  sorts  of  ways,  that  ever 
a  feller  dreamed  of.  I  swan,  if  I  didn't  begin  to  git 
dizzy  with  looking  at  'em. 

I  kept  by  the  door  yit,  a  huggin  my  woodchuck, 
and  a  wonderin  how  on  arth  the  man  that  gave  the 
party  made  out  to  send  round  to  all  parts  of  the 
world  to  git  his.  folks  tc^ether,  when  I  happened  to 
give  a  squint  toward  cousin  Beebe,  and  I  bust  right 
out  a  larfin,  all  I  could  du  to  help  it.  There  he  stood 
with  his  mouth  sort  of  open,  and  both  hands  dug 
down  into  the  pockets  of  my  old  pepper  and  salts, 
a  staring  about  like  a  stuck  pig.  Arter  a  minit,  he 
went  up  to  the  slick  leetle  gal,  right  from  Spain, 
with  shiney  black  hair,  eyes  as  bright  as  a  hawk's, 
and  a  great  long  black  veil  a  streaming  down  her 
back,  and  he  made  a  bow  and  asked  her  to  dance  as 
genteel  as  I  could  a  done  myself.  Pokehontas !  but 
didn't  he  make  the  old  cow  hides  flurish  about.  The 
way  he  balanced  up  and  played  heel  and  toe  back 
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agin,  was  Weathersfield  all  over.  The  old  blue  and 
pepper  and  salts  had  put  the  grit  into  him  about 
right  I  don't  believe  he'd  felt  so  nat'ral  afore 
smce  he  left  Connecticut.  I  thought  Mary  would 
a  gone  off  the  handle,  she  was  so  tickled,  and  I 
had  to  go  away  to  keep  from  haw-hawing  right 
out 

I  went  along  through  a  great  wide  door  into  a 
room  aU  set  off  with  blue,  that  had  a  pen  full  of 
fiddlers  at  the  ftirther  eend,  where  some  folks  from 
Turkey  and  Amsterdam  were  a  whirling  the  foreign 
gals  round  and  round  like  so  many  horses  a  grinding 
cider.  I  couldn't  look  at  'em  without  feeling  my 
dander  rise,  yet  I  couldn't  help  but  be  sort  of  glad 
that  the  great  people  from  foreign  parts  made  as 
tamal  coots  of  themselves  as  we  du  here  to  hum. 
There  wasn't  a  gal  dressed  out  like  a  true  bom 
American  among  'em;  but  the  way  they  did  flirt 
round  with  the  men  a  hugging  them,  and  the  light  a 
pouring  down  from  the  heaps  of  glass  and  white 
candles  over  head,  was  as  bad  as  I  ever  see  in  a  rale 
York  party.  It  kinder  made  me  dizzy  to  look  on, 
so  I  jest  turned  my  back  and  begun  to  take  an 
observation  of  the  consamed  hamsome  picters  that 
hung  agin  the  wall  and  listened  to  the  music  that 
come  a  streaming  from  the  fiddles  and  horns  and  bass 
viols  as  slick  as  a  streak  of  chalk  iled  at  both  eends. 
By-am-by  I  seemed  to  git  tired  of  that,  so  up  I  went 
to  see  if  I  couldn't  find  out  where  the  Kings  and 
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Queens  had  hid  to ;  for  I  had  a  kind  of  a  hankerin 
notion  to  see  what  kind  of  stuff  they  were  made  on. 
Wal,  I  went  along  the  entry-way,  only  jest  stop- 
ping time  enough  to  take  a  swig  of  drink  from  the 
stun  table,  till  I  got  into  a  room  where  they  kept  the 
Kings  and  Queens.  The  light  come  down  almighty 
powerful  over  the  great  thick  red  carpet,  and  the 
settees  and  footstool  and  chairs  glistened  out  like  a 
bed  of  tulips  in  a  hot  sun.  But  the  Queens,  it  raly 
did  make  me  ketch  my  breath  to  look  on  'em.  Sich 
consarned  beautiful  critters  I  never  did  see.  They 
beat  all  horned  cattle  that  ever  I  sot  eyes  on.  One 
on  'em  sot  on  a  foot-stool,  with  her  feet  sort  of 
crossed  in  a  letter  X.  She  had  shiney  trousers  on,  all 
spangled  off,  and  a  kind  of  a  silk  frock-coat  puckered 
up  awfully  at  the  waist,  with  a  lot  of  them  shiney 
stuns  roimd  her  neck,  and  on  her  arms,  and  among 
her  thick  hair,  and  all  over  her,  till  she  glistened  as 
if  she'd  been  out  among  a  storm  of  fire-bugs.  There 
was  a  leetle  hump-backed  critter  of  a  man,  all  fine- 
fied  off  with  satins,  and  feathers,  and  velvet,  and 
gold ;  but  a  dam'd  queer  shote  he  was  for  a  King ! 
So  I  jest  went  by  him,  and  the  odd-looking  Queen 
squat  on  the  foot-stool  that  he  was  a  talking  to,  as 
chipper  as  could  be,  and  sidled  sort  of  bashful,  wood- 
chuck  and  all,  up  to  a  tall,  harnsome,  stuck-up  look- 
ing Queen,  that  stood  a  talking  to  a  chap  with  a 
great  long  feather  in  his  cap,  that  they  called  a 
Night.     She  had  on  a  great  long  shiney  velvet  dress, 
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that  streamed  out  behind  like  the  tail  of  a  comet,  and 
romid  her  beautiful  head  was  a  rale  ginuine  crown, 
that  seemed  as  if  it  struck  fire  every  time  she  moved 
her  head ;  it  raly  nuide  my  eyes  snap  to  look  on  it 

Think  sez  I  to  myself,  "  Wal,  I  never  did  speak 
to  a  Queen  yit  —  but,  by  gaully !  I'll  have  a  try  at  it 
this  time  —  Injun  or  no  Injun." 

I  didn't  exactly  know  how  to  begin,  but  I'd  heard 
say  that  folks  alw^ays  got  down  on  their  marrow  bones 
when  they  spoke  to  sich  stuck  up  quality ;  and  think 
sez  I,  what's  manners  for  a  white  man,  must  be 
manners  for  an  Injun.  So  I  went  whop  down  on 
my  knees^  and  sez  I  —  "  Look  a  here,  Mann  Queen, 
shouldn't  you  like  nation  well  to  have  a  look  at  a 
rale  prime  Yankee  woodchuck?  They  are  curious 
critters,  I  call  tell  you  I" 

With  that,  I  held  up  the  consamed  little  critter, 
and  begun  to  stroke  down  his  back  as  if  he'd  been  a 
pussy  cat. 

The  Queen  kinder  jumped  and  stepped  back,  and 
said,  "Oh,  myl"  and  a  leetle  finefied  boy,  dressed 
off  to  kUl,  that  stood  behind  her  a  holding  up  the 
eend  of  her  frock,  he  begun  to  snicker,  and  at  last  he 
tee-heed  right  out. 

Arter  a  nainit,  the  Queen  begun  to  larf  too,  and 
she  sartinly  was  about  the  sweetest  lookin  critter  that 
I  ever  did  see,  with  her  purty  mouth  opening  like  a 
red  rose-bud,  and  her  leetle  white  teeth  a  shining 
inside. 
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** Before  I  take  your  medicine,"  sez  she,  "tell  me 
what  tribe  you  belong  to." 

I  didn't  know  what  on  arth  to  say,  for  I  never 
could  twist  my  jaws  with  one  of  them  crooked  Injun 
names  —  but,  sez  I  to  myself,  I  calculate  that  a 
queen  aint  nothing  but  a  woman  arter  all,  and  it'll 
only  make  her  think  the  more  of  me  if  I  keep  dark, 
so  I  shook  my  head  as  if  there  was  a  good  deal  in  it, 
and  sez  I  — 

"  Oh,  marm,  that's  telling.  You  aint  the  first  gal 
that  has  tried  to  find  me  out ;  but  it's  plaguey  hard 
work  a  kneeling  down  here,  so  if  you'd  jest  as  livs 
I'll  stand  up  —  but  I  raly  wish  you'd  let  that  leetle 
shaver  of  your'n  tend  my  woodchuck  awhile  I'm 
eenamost  tuckered  out  a  carrying  it." 

Here  the  other  Queens  and  all  the  Kings  and 
Nights  come  a  crowding  round  us  all  in  a  twitter  to 
hear  what  we  were  so  chipper  about.  I  begun  to 
feel  a  sort  of  streaked  with  so  many  of  them  lofty 
foreign  cattle  a  looking  at  me,  so  I  put  out  my 
elbow,  and  sez  I  to  the  Queen  —  sez  I, 

"  Will  you  take  my  arm  and  let's  go  and  see  if  we 
can't  find  a  bite  of  something  to  eat  —  I'm  a  gittin 
kinder  hungry,  ain't  you?" 

She  seemed  to  hang  back  a  minit  as  if  she  was  loth 
to  go,  but  they  all  begun  to  giggle  and  said  they'd 
go  along,  so  she  put  her  leetle  white  hand  on  my 
arm,  and  away  we  went,  the  eend  of  her  frock  a 
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streaming  out  beliind,  and  the  leetle  chap  a  holding 
on  as  you've  seen  a  kitten  to  an  old  cat's  taiL 

"  Wal,"  think  sez  I,  "if  naarm  could  see  me  now  a 
streaking  up  these  ere  stairs  with  a  ginuine  Queen 
on  one  arm  ajid  a  stuffed  woodchuck  under  t'other, 
and  a  hull  grist  of  Kings  and  Queens  coming  arter 
us,  it  seemed  to  me  that  she'd  allow  that  I'd  been 
lifted  up  a  notch  or  two  above  the  vulgar  since  I  left; 
hum." 

In  all  my  bom  days  I  never  saw  a  table  that  could 
hold  a  candle  to  the  one  we  found  all  set  off  in  one 
of  the  big  rooms  up  stairs.  There  was  no  eend  to. 
the  silver  and  glasses  a  glitterin  and  flashin  up  among 
the  eatables  and  drinkables.  The  visiters  couldn't 
git  to  but  one  side  of  the  table,  and  on  t'other  side 
was  a  hull  grist  of  waiters  and  niggers  a  bustling 
about  like  a  swarm  of  black  wasps  in  a  tantrum. 

I  gin  the  Queen  a  heap  of  good  things,  and  it  raly 
did  me  good  to  see  how  she  nibbled  at  'em ;  the  way 
she  stowed  away  the  jellies  and  presarves  was  as 
much  like  any  of  our  York  gals  as  if  she  hadn't  been 
a  Queen. 

When  she'd  eat  about  enough  I  gin  her  my  elbow, 
and  we  went  down  stairs  jest  as  we  cum  up  —  Kings 
and  Queens  and  Nights  and  Injuns  and  all  —  a  rale 
mixed  up  squad.  As  soon  as  I'd  found  a  seat  for  the 
Queen  I  cut  stick  as  stiff  as  could  be.  At  fust  I  was 
a  going  to  make  her  a  bow  before  I  went  away,  but 
I  wasn't  exactly  sartin  whether  Injuns  ever  lam  them 
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things,  60  I  pulled  in  and  cut  away  to  the  big  ball 
room  tickled  eenamost  to  death  with  the  notice  that 
had  been  taken  of  me. 

I  was  a  looking  round  arter  Cousin  Mary,  when  a 
leetle  slim  stuck  up  critter  cum  up  to  me  with  her 
yaller  hair  all  a  flying  and  her  wings  spread  like  a 
frightened  butterfly,  and  afore  I  thought  what  I  was 
at,  I  bust  right  out. 

"  Good  gracious,"  sez  I,  "  if  it  aint  my  etamal 
pussey  cousin's  leetle  finefied  darter  Jemima  I" 

The  critter  heard  me  and  run  up  and  spoke  to  a 
fat  old  turk  of  a  feller  in  a  frock  and  trousers  and 
with  a  red  hankercher  twisted  round  his  head.  He 
got  up  and  whispered  to  a  pussey  sort  of  a  woman  all 
kivered  over  with  yaller  silk  and  glistening  like  a 
bank  of  ice  with  gold  and  stuns,  and  up  they  all  three 
cum  a  fluttering  like  a  flock  of  hens  at  seeing  a  hand- 
ful of  com,  and  the  woman  she  stuck  out  her  fat 
hands  and  squealed  out,  — 

"Oh,  cousin  Slick,  is  that  you?  I  declare  I'm 
delighted  that  Jemima  has  found  you  out.  How 
very  bright  of  her  wasn't  it?  but  then  she  is " 

I  didn't  hear  any  more,  for  the  foreign  quality 
turned  round  and  stared  with  all  the  eyes  they  had 
in  their  heads.  I  cut  and  run  —  pulled  foot  like 
scared  sheep,  till  I  got  outside  the  door.  For  there, 
as  sure  as  a  gun,  was  my  pussy  cousin  and  his  wife 
turned  Turks.  It  was  bad  enough  to  have  him  a 
struttin  round  to  show  a  feller  off*,  in  his  black  coat 
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and  trousers ;  but  I  raly  believe  I  should  a  gin  up  if 
he'd  a  cum  up  in  his  Turk's  frock  and  great  wide  silk 
trousers  to  claim  relationship  with  me. 

My  heart  riz  up  in  my  throat  at  the  idee  of  going 
back  tu  join  the  stuck  up  vannints,  and  it  was  a  good 
while  before  I  could  make  up  my  mind  to  skulk  back 
and  look  up  cousin  Beebe  and  Mary.  She  was  a 
dancmg  with  the  humped-backed  Eong^  and  John  was 
a  ehinnin  it  down  like  all  natur  with  a  purty  woman, 
that  wore  a  shiney  black  velvet  dress,  all  kivered 
over  with  silver  stars.  It  raly  did  me  good  to  see 
him  take  the  double  shuffle ;  but  I  was  aUfired  anxious 
to  git  away,  for  fear  of  seeing  them  pussy  Turks 
agm,  that  he  choked  off,  and  we  went  hum  about  as 
well  tuckered  out  as  ever  you  see  three  critters. 

Arter  all  I  don't  think  these  ere  foreigners  are 
anything  to  speak  on  more  genteel  than  our  ginuine 
Americans.  Mebby  it's  because  they  haint  got  used 
tu  our  ways  yet,  but  some  on  'em  seemed  tu  be  ruther 
awk'ard  in  their  blazin  fine  dresses,  but  I  s'pose  it 
made  'em  feel  bad  tu  see  how  kinder  easy  we  free 
bom  Americans  felt  with  them. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XIV. 

ADVICE  TO  JONATHAN  PROM  THE  HUMSTEAB.  —  JONA- 
THAN'S CBITTICI8M  ON  HIS  BROTHEB  SAM'S  BOOK. — 
THE  ENNUI  OF  JONATHAN  IN  GOOD  SOCIETT. JONA- 
THAN'S ENTRE  INTO  A  MILLINEB'a  ESTABLISHMENT,  ANP 
SAD  MISTAKE   ABOUT  A   SIDE-SADDLE. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  SKek^  Jtutice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Churchy  over  to  Jfeathersjield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut, 

Deab  Pab, 

It  raly  makes  me  feel  bad  to  have  you  keep  a 
writin  so  much  advice  to  me.  I  du  want  to  please 
you ;  and  I  don't  think  there  ever  is  a  time  in  the 
world  when  a  chap  can  know  enough  to  turn  up  his 
nose  at  his  father's  advice;  but  it's  my  ginuine 
opinion,  that  when  you  let  a  feller  go  away  from 
hum,  it's  best  to  let  him  cut  his  own  fodder. 

You've  gin  me  a  first  rate  edecation  for  your  parts, 
and  you've  also  told  me  to  be  honest  and  industrious, 
but  sharp  as  a  razor.  The  truth  is,  you've  sort  of 
cultivated  me  as  you  du  our  onion  patches,  but  arter 
you've  dug  them  up  and  put  the  seed  in,  and  kept 
the  weeds  out  till  the  ginuine  roots  get  stuck  purty 
deep  and  the  tops  shoot  up  kinder  thrifty,  hain't  you 
also  found  it  to  du  best  to  leave  'em  grow  accordin 
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to  natur,  with  nothing  but  the  night  dew  and  rich 
arth  and  the  warm  sunshine  to  help  'em  along ;  and 
don't  they  git  ripe  and  fun  up  to  seed  and  down  to 
root,  and  bring  in  the  hard  chink  jest  as  well  as  if 
you  kept  diggin  about  'em  and  trimmin  'em  up  from 
morning  till  night?  If  you  keep  the  weeds  out 
when  they're  young  and  manure  the  arth  well  in  the 
spring,  there  haint  so  much  danger  that  the  soil  will 
grow  barren  all  tu  once,  or  that  the  weeds  can  spring 
up  so  quick  as  to  choke  a  good  tough  onion.  It  ain't 
in  natur,  ask  our  minister  if  it  is.    - 

Now  don't  you  be  scared  about  me,  if  I  du  go  to 
the  theatre  once  in  a  while,  or  dress  up  like  a  darned 
coot  of  an  Injun  jest  to  see  what  etamal  ninny-ham- 
mers kings  and  queens  and  quality  can  make  of 
themselves.  I  ain't  in  no  danger,  I  can  tell  you.  A 
feller  that's  got  his  eye  teeth  in  his  head  can  al'ers 
see  enough  to  larf  at  in  his  sleeve,  and  to  make  him 
pity  hiunan  natur  without  forgitting  that  he's  a  man, 
and  that  he  was  bom  to  du  good,  and  not  spend  his 
hull  life  in  trying  to  cut  a  dash.  Don't  you  nor 
marm  worry  about  me  —  I  may  be  a  leetle  green  at 
fust,  but  I  shall  come  out  right  side  up  with  care  yit, 
you  may  be  sartin  on  it. 

I  feel  sort  of  wamblecropped  to-day,  par,  for  I've 
jest  been  a  reading  our  Sam's  new  book  about  the 
Great  Western.  I  was  up  to  cousin  Beebe's  when 
he  brought  it  hmn,  and  begun  to  read  it  to  Mary. 
He  hadn't  read  more  than  twenty  pages  afore  cousin 
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Mary  made  believe  a  head-ache,  as  women  always  du 
when  they  feel  oneasy  about  anything,  and  she  cut 
and  run  with  about  the  redest  face  I  ever  did  see.  I 
felt  as  streaked  as  a  winter  apple,  and  cousin  John, 
sez  he  — 

*^  Jonathan,  if  the  folks  off  in  Canada  hadn't  made 
Sam  a  judge,  I'd  stick  to  it  that  he  wasn't  a  relation 
of  mine ;  his  book  raly  aint  fit  to  read  afore  the  wim- 
men  folks." 

I  wanted  to  stick  up  for  Sam,  but  111  be  dam'd  if 
I  could  see  how  to  du  it,  for  the  book's  an  allfired 
thing,  and  that's  the  fact ;  but  I  thought  what  con- 
samed  rough  words  the  printers  sometimes  put  in 
my  letters  to  you,  when  I've  writ  something  very 
different,  —  and  so,  think  sez  I,  Til  put  it  off  onto 
the  printers  and  publishers ;  for  111  be  choked  if  I 
don't  believe  they've  made  as  much  of  a  mistake  in 
publishing  the  book  as  Sam  did  in  writing  it.  So 
sez  I, 

"  Sam's  fust  book  was  a  peeler,  and  a  credit  to  the 
family;  and  I  haint  the  least  doubt  that  this  one 
would  been  jest  as  good,  if  Sam  hadn't  strained  to 
beat  t'other,  and  so  broke  his  bridle.  The  ginuine 
grit  aint  all  sifted  out  on  'm.  111  bet  a  cookey ;  andl 
haint  the  least  doubt  that  the  printers  spiled  this  one. 
They're  etamally  twistifying  my  words  into  some 
dam'd  thing  or  other  that  would  make  a  minister 
swear.  Sometimes  they  transmogrify  what  I  write 
till  I  shouldn't  know  as  it  was  nune ;  but  then  you 
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know^  cousin  John^  it  aint  everybody  that  knows 
how  tu  spell  out  the  ginuine  English  as  we  du  in 
Weathersfield*"  Cousin  John  he  smiled,  and  then  I 
kept  on,  and  sez  I, 

"  It  raly  made  me  grit  my  teeth  to  read  sich  things, 
and  think  the  purty  gals  would  belieye  that  I  writ 
them.  I  didn't  blame  my  par,  sez  I,  for  writing  me 
a  great  long  letter  of  admonition  about  sich  words ; 
but  he  ought  to  have  known  better  than  to  believe  I 
put  them  there.  It  aint  in  my  natur  to  write  any- 
thing that  the  most  mealy-mouthed  gal  on  arth 
mightn't  read  out  loud  afore  all  the  chaps  in  creation ; 
and  if  any  on  'em  see  anything  that  don't  come  right 
up  to  the  chalk,  in  the  way  of  gentility,  they  may  be 
sartin  it  aint  mine.^^ 

My  d^ur  par,  jest  you  keep  easy  about  me,  —  and 
if  you  and  marm  want  to  jaw  any  body,  haul  our 
Sam  over  the  coals  and  sarmonize  him ;  youll  find 
ftist  rate  picking  on  that  goose,  —  but  I  haint  but 
jest  begun  to  put  out  my  pin-feathers  yit. 

Wal  now,  I  may  as  well  give  you  a  leetle  notion 
of  my  goings-on  here,  since  I  went  to  that  smashing 
ball,  and  eat  presarves  with  a  rale  queen.  Somehow 
I've  begun  to  git  sort  of  tired  of  the  big  bugs  and  the 
tippies,  they're  all  too  much  alike,  and  arter  a  chap's 
been  to  a  few  of  their  parties,  and  balls,  and  so  on, 
he  kinder  loathes  their  darned  soft  finefied  nonsense, 
as  well  as  the  cider  and  sweet  sarse  that  they  stuff  a 
feller  with. 
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Going  among  quality  is  like  boarding  at  a  ftist  rate 
tavern.  At  fiist  a  critter  don't  know  what  to  du 
with  himself  he's  so  tickled  with  the  nice  things  on 
the  table^  but  by-am-by  his  stomach  be^ns  to  turn 
agin  the  chickens,  and  turkeys,  and  young  pigs,  and 
takes  tu  a  hankering  arter  pot-luck  and  plain  pork 
and  beans. 

This  sort  of  feeling  kinder  settled  on  me  arter  the 
balL  I  raly  was  eenamost  sot  agin  the  hamsome 
critters  that  sidle  up  and  down  Broadway,  with  leetle 
round  things,  made  out  of  silk,  about  as  big  as  a  good 
sized  toad  stool,  stuck  up  before  their  faces,  to  keep 
the  sun  off;  so  I  eenamost  made  up  my  mind  to  put 
on  the  old  pepper  and  salts  agin,  see  a  leetle  of 
human  natur  among  the  gals  that  git  their  own  living, 
and  work  themselves  to  death  to  make  them  stuck 
up  critters  in  Broadway  look  as  hamsome  as  they  du. 

I'd  heard  say  that  there  were  lots  of  purty  gals  to 
work  in  the  milliners'  stores  up  in  Division  street, 
and  in  the  Bowery,  but  somehow  I  didn't  exactly 
know  how  to  git  acquainted  with  any  on  'em.  I 
never  felt  a  mite  bashful  about  scraping  acquaintance 
with  stuck  up  critters,  like  my  pussey  cousin's  wife 
and  Miss  Miles ;  but  when  I  see  a  hamsome  innocent 
young  gal  a  going  out  arly  in  the  morning  and  a 
coming  home  late  at  night,  and  working  Uke  a  dog  to 
am  a  decent  living,  somehow  my  heart  rises  up  in  my 
throat,  and  insted  of  shinning  up  to  'em,  and  talking 
soft  sodder,  as  I  du  to  the  tippies,  I  feel  sort  of 
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dashed,  and  as  if  a  chap  ought  to  take  off  his  hat, 
and  let  them  see  that  honest  men  respect  them  the 
more  because  they  are  alone,  with  nobody  to  take 
care  of  them. 

I  never  see  one  of  them  hamsome  young  critters 
going  along  hum,  arter  working  hard  all  day,  to  am 
something  to  live  on,  and  mebby  to  feed  their  pars 
and  mars  with,  but  I  git  to  thinkin  how  much  a 
ginuine  chap  ought  to  prize  them  for  keeping  honest, 
and  industrious,  and  vartuous,  when  they  haint  much 
to  encourage  them  to  du  right,  and  generally  have  a 
good  deal  to  tempt  them  to  du  wrong,  insted  of 
turning  up  their  noses  at  'em  afore  folks,  or  a  tryin 
to  tempt  them  into  sin  and  wickedness  behind  people's 
backs.  It  has  raly  made  my  blood  bile  more  than 
ever  to  see  foreign  and  dandefied  chaps,  like  that  hairy 
lipped  Count,  go  by  them  gals  in  the  day  time,  with 
their  noses  up  in  the  air,  and  a  looking  as  if  the  purty 
critters  wam't  good  enough  to  go  along  the  same 
stun  walk  with  them  and  the  stuck-up  quality  ladies; 
when  any  body  that  took  pains  to  watch  the  etamal 
varmints  arter  dark,  might  ketch  them  a  hanging 
round  the  dark  comers  of  the  streets,  and  a  chasing 
arter  them  same  working  gals  like  so  many  darn'd 
yaller  foxes  scouting  round  a  hen  coop,  arter  the 
geese  and  turkeys;  chaps  that  would  run  a  man 
through  with  a  sword-cane  or  a  bagonet  if  he  dared 
to  look  sideways  at  his  wife  or  sister,  will  impose  on 
an  honest  gal  if  they  can  git  a  chance,  and  think  it's 
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allfired  good  fun  tu.  Dam  sich  fellers!  hangin's 
too  good  for  'em !  I  tell  you  what»  par^  you  may 
talk  about  people's  being  bom  free  and  equals  and 
about  liberty^  and  independence^  and  all  that,  but  it's 
my  opinion  that  there  aint  a  place  on  arth,  where  the 
people  try  to  stomp  each  other  down  to  the  dirt  more 
than  they  du  here  in  York. 

Wal,  I  wont  finish  off  this  ere  sarmon,  —  so  your 
minister  needn't  get  wamblecropped,  for  fear  I'll  cut 
him  out ;  but  I'll  jest  tell  you  what  put  aU  these 
sober  notions  into  my  head.       '' 

You  haint  foi^ot  that  Judy  White  had  a  cousin 
that  come  here  to  York  to  lam  a  trade.  She  was  a 
tarnal  sweet  purty  critter  when  she  come  away  &om 
Weathersfield,  as  plump  as  a  partridge,  and  with 
cheeks  as  red  as  a  rosy.  Judy  made  me  promise,  a 
good  while  ago,  that  if  ever  I  come  down  to  York  I'd 
go  and  see  her  cousin ;  but  somehow  it  does  make  a 
feller  forget  old  friends  to  be  always  going  to  parties 
and  dinners  with  these  big  bugs,  and  it  waru't  till 
t'other  day  that  I  thought  any  thing  about  Susan 
Reed. 

The  fust  minit  she  come  into  my  head,  I  up  and 
went  straight  along  the  Bowery,  detarmined  to  find 
the  place  that  she  worked  at,  and  see  how  she  was  a 
gitting  along.  I  had  forgot  the  number,  but  when  I 
come  to  a  store  that  was  aU  windows  in  front,  and 
that  had  a  smasher  of  a  bonnet  hung  agin  every 
square  of  glass,  besides  beautiful  caps  and  ribbons 
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and  posies  as  nat'ral  as  life,  hung  up  between,  I  made 
up  my  mind  that  I'd  hit  the  right  nail  on  the  head, 
and  so  in  I  went^  as  independent  as  a  wood-sawyer's 
clerL 

A  leetle  bit  of  a  stuck-up  old  maid  stood  back  of  a 
counter^  all  sot  off  with  bonnets  and  feathers  that 
looked  tempting  enough  to  make  a  feller^s  purse  jump 
right  oat  of  his  trousers'  pocket.  She  had  on  a  cap 
all  bowed  off  with  pink  ribbons,  that  looked  queer 
enough  round  her  leetle  wizzled  up  face,  and  a 
caUco  frock,  figgered  out  with  great  bright  posies, 
besides  one  of  them  ere  sort  of  collars  round  her 
neck,  all  sprigged  and  rufi9ed  off,  as  slick  as  a  new 
pin.  Her  waist  wam't  bigger  round  than  a  quart 
cup,  and  she  stuck  her  hands  down  in  the  pockets  of 
her  dashy  silk  apron^  as  nat'ral  as  I  could  a  done  it 
myself.  I  was  jest  a  going  to  ask  if  Susan  Beed 
worked  there,  when  a  lady  come  in  and  wanted  to 
buy  a  bonnet.  At  it  they  went,  hand  over  fist,  a 
bargainin,  and  a  tryin  on  red  and  yaller  and  pink  and 
blue  bonnets. 

The  milliner  she  put  one  sort  on,  and  then  another, 
and  went  on  pouring  out  a  stream  of  soft  sodder, 
while  the  lady  peaked  at  herself  in  a  looking-glass, 
and  twistified  her  head  about  like  a  bird  on  a  bram- 
ble bush,  and  at  last  said,  she  didn't  know,  she'd  look 
a  leetle  further,  mebby  she'd  call  agin,  if  she  didn't 
suit  herself^  and  a  heap  more  palayar,  that  made  the 
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leetle  woman  look  as  if  she'd  been  a  drinking  a  mug 
of  hard  cider. 

While  the  lady  was  trying  to  edge  off  to  the  door, 
and  the  milliner  was  a  follering  her  with  a  blue  bon- 
net^  and  a  great  long  white  feather  a  streaming  in 
her  hand^  I  jest  took  a  slantindicular  squint  at  the 
glass  boxes  that  stood  about  chuck  full  of  jim-cracks 
and  furbelows,  for  there  was  something  in  one  of  'em 
that  raly  looked  curious.  It  was  a  sort  of  a  thing 
stuffed  out  and  quilted  over  till  it  stood  up  in  the 
glass  box,  as  stiff  and  parpendicular  as  a  baby's  go- 
cart. 

I  jest  put  my  hands  down  in  my  pockets,  sort  of 
puzzled,  and  stood  a  looking  at  the  critter  to  see 
what  I  could  make  on  it.  Arter  I'd  took  a  good 
squint  at  the  consam,  up  one  side,  down  t'other,  and 
down  the  middle,  right  and  left,  I  purty  much  made 
up  my  mind  that  it  was  one  of  them  new-fashioned 
side-saddles  that  I'd  heard  tell  on,  and  I  took  a  no- 
tion into  my  head  that  I'd  buy  one  and  send  it  to 
marm.  So  when  the  leetle  old  maid  cum  back  from 
the  door,  I  jest  pinted  at  the  saddle,  and  sez  I, 

"  What's  the  charge  for  that  are  thing  ?  " 

"  Why,  that  pair,"  sez  she,  a  sticking  her  head  on 
one  side  and  a  burying  her  hands,  that  looked  like  a 
hawk's  claws,  down  in  the  pocket  of  her  cunning 
short  apron,  "  I'll  put  them  to  you  at  twelve  dollars ; 
they're  French  made,  'lastic  shoulder  straps,  stitched- 
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beautifully  in  the  front,  chuck  full  of  whalebone  — 
and  they  set  to  the  shape  like  the  skin  to  a  bird." 

Lord  a  massey^  how  the  little  stuck  up  critter  did 
set  off  the  talk  I  I  couldn't  shove  in  a  word  edge- 
ways, till  she  stopped  to  ^t  breath,  and  then  sez  I, 

"  I  'spose  you  throw  in  the  martingales,  sirsingle, 
and  so  on,  don't  you  ?  " 

**  The  what  ?"  sez  she,  stepping  back  and  squinting 
up  in  my  face,  sort  of  cross,  as  if  she  didn't  like  to 
throw  in  the  whole  harnessing  at  that  price. 

"  The  martingale,"  sez  I,  "  and  the  sirsingle ;  but 
mebby  you  have  some  other  name  for  'em  down  here 
in  York.  I  mean  the  straps  that  come  down  in  front 
to  throw  the  chest  out,  and  give  the  neck  a  ham- 
some  bend,  and  the  thing  to  girt  up  in  the  middle 
with.  Marm  wont  know  how  to  use  this  new 
fashioned  thing  if  I  don't  send  all  the  tackle  with  it." 

*^  Oh,"  sez  the  milliner,  *^  I  didn't  imderstand; 
you  want  the  laces  and  the  steel  in  front ;  sartinly 
we  give  them  in.  The  steel  is  kivered  with  kid  and 
the  laces  are  of  the  strongest  silk." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  never  heard  of  a  steel  martin- 
gale, and  I  should  be  afeard  they  wouldn't  be  over 
pliable." 

"  Oh,"  sez  she,  "  you  can  bend  'em  double,  they 
givesa" 

"  How  you  talk ! "  sez  I,  **  it  raly  is  curious  what 
new  inventions  people  du  have,  but  somehow  it  sort 
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of  seems  to  me  that  a  silk  girt  might  be  a  leetle  too 
slimpsey,  don't  you  think  so,  marm  ?  " 

**  Lor,  no  sir,"  sez  she,  **  they  are  strong  enough, 
I  can  tell  you ;  jest  take  a  look  at  the  Broadway 
ladies,  they  never  use  any  thing  else,  and  they  girt 
tight  enough,  I'm  sure." 

I  hadn't  the  least  idee  what  the  critter  was  a  diving 
at ;  she  see  that  I  looked  sort  of  puzzled,  and  I  s'pose 
she  begun  to  think  that  I  shouldn't  buy  the  saddle. 

^^  Look  a  here,"  sez  she,  a  putting  her  hands  on 
both  sides  of  her  leetle  stuck  up  waist ;  **  I've  got 
'em  on  myself,  so  you  can  judge  how  tight  they  can 
be  fitted." 

^^  GauUy  offiJus  I "  sez  I,  a  snorting  out  a  larfing, 
and  a  eyeing  the  leetle  finefied  old  maid ;  but  I  didn't 
think  it  was  very  good  manners  to  bust  right  out  so, 
and  I  tried  all  I  could  to  choke  in.  Gracious  me ! 
think,  sez  I,  no  wonder  the  York  gals  have  sich 
humps  on  their  backs,  since  they  Ve  got  to  wearing 
saddles  like  horses. 

By-am-by,  arter  I'd  eenamost  bust  myself  a  trying 
to  stop  larfing,  it  come  into  my  head  that  the  critter 
of  a  milliner  was  a  trying  to  poke  fun  at  me,  cause  I 
wanted  to  beat  her  down ;  for  I  couldn't  believe  the 
tippies  quite  so  bad  as  to  girt  up  and  strap  down  like 
a  four  year  old  colt.  Wal,  think,  sez  I,  111  be  up  to 
her  anyhow ;  so  I  looked  jest  as  mealy-mouthed  as  if 
I  believed  her,  and  sez  I,  as  innocent  as  a  rabbit  in  a 
box-trap,  sez  I, 
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^'If  the  wimmen  folks  hare  took  to  wearing 
saddles,  I  s'poee  they  haint  forgot  the  bridles  tu ;  so 
I  don't  care  if  I  take  this  ere  pair  for  some  old  maids 
we've  got  in  our  parts.  If  I  had  my  way,  they'd  all 
be  bitted  the  minit  they  turned  the  fust  comer. 
Dam'd  talking  critters  them  old  maids  are,  marm," 
sez  I,  a  looking  at  her  sort  of  slanting,  jest  to  let  her 
see  she  hadn't  got  hold  of  quite  so  great  agreen  horn 
as  she  seemed  to  think. 

Lord  a  massey,  how  she  did  look  I  Her  leetle 
wizzled  up  face  begun  to  twist  itself  up  till  it  looked 
Vke  a  red  winter  apple  puckered  up  by  the  frost  I 
didn't  seem  to  mind  it,  but  put  my  hand  down  in  my 
pocket  sort  of  easy,  and  begun  to  whistle  Yankee 
Doodle. 

**  You  haint  got  no  bridles,  then?"  sez  I,  arter  a 
minit ;  for  she  looked  wrathy  enough  to  spit  fire,  and 
sot  up  sich  an  opposition  in  the  pocket  line  that  I 
was  raly  afeard  her  leetle  hands  would  bust  through 
the  silk,  or  break  her  apron  strings,  she  dug  down  sa 
''  Bridles  I  no!"  sez  she,  as  spiteful  as  a  meat-axe 
jest  ground,  '*  but  Til  send  out  and  git  a  -halter  for 
you,  with  all  my  heart  I" 

"  Graully  1 "  sez  I,  "  but  you're  clear  grit  —  smart 
as  a  steel-trap,  aint  you?" 

"  Yes,"  sez  she,  more  spiteftd  yet,  "  when  it  snaps 
at  some  animal  like  you,  that  don't  know  enough  tu 
keep  out  of  its  teeth  1" 
Think,  sez  I,  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick,  Esq.,  its  about 
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time  for  you  to  haul  in  these  horns  of  your'n.  You 
aint  no  match  for  a  woman,  anyhow ;  there  never 
was  a  critter  of  the  feminine  gender,  that  couldn't 
talk  a  chap  out  of  his  seven  senses  in  less  than  no 
time. 

"  Gaully !"  sez  I,  "  you've  about  used  me  up  —  I 
begin  to  feel  streaked  as  lean  pork  in  the  bottom 
of  a  barreL  I  guess  I  shan't  tackle  in  vnth  a  smart 
critter  like  you  agin  in  a  hurry !  but  don't  git  too 
mad;  itil  spile  that  hamsome  face  of  your'n.  I 
swan  I  but  I  should  think  you  was  eenamost  thirty 
this  minit,  if  I  hadn't  seen  the  difference  before  you 
begun  to  rile  up." 

Didn't  the  puckers  go  out  of  her  face  when  I  said 
this!  She  was  mollified  down  in  a  minit.  I  don't 
s'pose  she  evQr  had  twenty  years  took  off  from  her 
good  fifty  so  slick  afore  in  her  hull  life ;  but  it  amt 
human  natur  to  come  out  all  to  once,  —  at  any  rate, 
it  aint  an  old  maid's  natur,  when  her  back  once  gits 
up.  So  when  I  see  her  darned  thin  lips  begin  to 
pucker  and  twist  into  a  sort  of  a  smile,  I  let  off  a 
leetle  more  soft  sodder,  that  wilted  her  down  like  a 
cabbage-leaf  in  the  sun ;  and  then  sez  I,  a  pinting  to 
the  glass-box — 

"  Come,  now,  s'posing  we  strike  up  a  trade.  I've 
took  a  sort  of  a  sneaking  notion  to  that  are  new- 
fashioned  side-saddle.  So  if  you'll  throw  in  the  tack- 
ling, rU  give  you  ten  dollars  for  it,  cash  on  the 
naU."      • 
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"  That  what  ?  "  s^d  she,  a  looking  fust  at  me  and 
then  at  the  saddle^  with  her  mouth  a  leetle  open  and 
her  eyes  sticking  out  like  peeled  onions.  ''That 
what?" 

''  Why,  that  are  saddle,**  sez  I,  beginning  to  feel 
my  dander  rise. 

''That  saddle,"  sez  she,  "that  saddle  I  why,  sir, 
did  you  take  that  pair  of  French  corsets  for  a 
saddle?" 

With  that  she  slumped  down  into  a  chair,  and 
kivered  her  face  with  both  hands,  and  larfed  till  I 
nJy  thought  the  critter  would  a  split  her  sides.  The 
way  she  wriggled  back'rd  and  fored,  tee-heeing  and 
haw-hawing,  was  enough  to  make  a  Presbyterian 
Missionary  swear  like  a  sea  caption. 

"  That  saddle  I "  sez  she,  a  looking  up  from  between 
her  hands,  and  then  letting  off  the  fun  agin  as  bad  as 
ever.  "  That  saddle  I  Oh,  dear,  I  shall  die  I  Did 
you  really  take  that  pair  of  French  corsets  for  a  side- 
saddle, sir  ?     Oh,  dear,  I  shall  die  a  larfin  I " 

Didn't  I  feel  streaked  though  I  Only  think  what 
am  etamal  coot  I  had  made  of  myself,  to  take  a  pair 
of  gal's  corsets  for  a  side-saddle  I  "  Dam  the  things ! " 
sez  I,  and  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  du  to  keep  from 
putting  foot  to  the  glass  case,  and  kicking  it  into  the 
street.  I  felt  the  blood  bile  up  into  my  face,  and 
wheii  the  old  maid  bust  out  agin,  and  I  see  a  hull 
grist  of  purty  faces  come  a  swarming  to  a  glass  door, 
that  they'd  hauled  back  a  curtain  from^  I  could  have 
I.  & 
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skulked  through  a  knot  hole,  I  felt  so  dreadful  mean. 
But  by-am-by  I  begun  to  think  they  had  more  cause 
to  be  ashamed  than  I  had.  Who  on  arth  would  ever 
have  thought  them  stiff  indecent  looking  things  were 
made  for  a  delicate  gal  to  wear?  I  felt  dreadfully 
though,  to  think  that  I'd  been  a  talking  about  a  gal's 
under-riggin  to  a  woman  so  long;  but  arter  a  few 
minits  I  begun  to  think  that  I  peedn't  fret  myself 
much  about  that.  The  woman  that  stuck  them  things 
out  in  the  street  for  young  fellers  to  look  at,  needn't 
go  off  in  a  fit  of  '^  the  dreadful  suz,"  because  a  chap 
asks  the  price  of  them.     "  So;  who  carea  ?  "  sez  I. 

The  old  maid  jumped  up,  arter  she'd  larled  herself 
into  a  caniption  fit,  and  out  on  it  agin — and  she  run 
into  the  back  room  where  the  gals  were.  It  wam't 
more  than  a  minit  before  there  was  in  there  sich  a 
pow-wow  and  rumpus  kicked  up, — the  gala  b^on 
to  hop  about  like  parched  com  on  a  hot  shovel 
They  sot  up  sich  a  giggle  and  tee-heeing,  that  I 
couldn't  a  stood  it  one  minit  longer.  But  all  tu  once 
I  heard  somebody  say, 

^^  My  gracious,  it's  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick,  from  our 
parts!" 

At  that  they  all  choked  in,  and  were  as  still  as 
mice  in  a  floui^bin.  I  looked  to  the  glass  door,  and 
there  stood  Susan  Beed,  a  holding  back  the  curiam 
with  one  hand,  and  peakii^  through  a  square  of  glass 
to  be  sartin  it  was  me.  I  tell  you  what^  but  the  gal 
looked  like  a  picter,  and  a  darned  purty  pieter  tu,  as 
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she  stood  a  holding  back  the  heap  of  red  doth,  in  her 
dark  colored  calico  drese;,  and  bkck  silk  apron  that 
made  her  neck  and  face  look  as  white  as  a  lilj.  The 
ney  cheeks  that  she  used  to  have  in  Weathersfield 
were  all  gone,  and  her  eyes  seemed  as  if  they'd  grown 
larger  than  th^y  ever  were  before.  I  don't'  know 
when  I've  seen  a  gal  that  has  took  my  notion  as  she 
did  while  she  was  a  standing  in  that  door.  Arter  a 
minit,  I  see  her  fling  her  head  back  till  the  loi^  shiney 
cuds  streamed  in  heaps  oyer  her  shoulder,  and  I  heard 
her  say^ — 

"  Oh,  let  me  go  out ! — I'm  sure  it's  hun." 

''What  of  that  ?"  I  heard  the  old  maid  squeak  out, 
as  sour  as  vinegar;  "  he  aint  no  relation,  is  he  ?" 

"  No,  no,"  sez  Susan,  a  droppin  the  curtain  and  a 
qpeaking  as  if  her  heart  was  brim  full  and  a  running 
over;  "  but  he  come  from  Weathersfield, — we  went 
to  school  tc^ether;  he  come  fixm  heme, — I  must 
speak  to  him  I" 

With  that  she  opened  the  door  and  come  towards 
me^  a  bedding  out  her  hand  and  a  ^ing  to  smile ; 
but  the  tears  were  a  8tan(£ng  in  her  great  blue  eyes, 
and  I  nJy  thought  she  was  a  going  to  bust  right  out 
a  crying.  I  knew  sl^  was  a  thinking  about  the  old 
hiimstead,  and  when  I  remembered  how  th^n  darned 
lawyers  cheated  her  old  mother  out  of  house  and 
faoni,  I  feh  80  bai  I  could  a  cried  tu,  jest  as  well  as 
not. 

I  went  i^ikt  up  and  shook  hands,  and  sez  I— 

L  6 
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"  How  do  you  du,  Susan  ?  I  swanny  I  but  the  sight 
of  you  is  good  for  sore  eyes ;  it  raly  seems  like  old 
times,  only  jest  to  look  at  you." 

She  kinder  smiled  a  leetle,  and  sez  she,  "  How  are 
all  the  folks  in  Weathersfield  ?" 

"  Oh,  they  were  all  so  as  to  be  crawling  about 
when  I  come  away,"  sez  I.  "  Sally  Sikes  has  got 
married,  I  s'pose  you  know." 

"  And  how  is  cousin  Judy  ?"  sez  she. 
"Purty  well,  considerin,"  sez  I;  and  you  can't 
think  how  all-overish  I  felt  to  hear  any  body  speak 
of  Judy  so  fiir  from  hmn.  I  was  jest  a  going  to  say 
something  to  keep  her  from  asking  anything  more 
about  the  gal,  when  the  old  maid  she  come  out,  and 
sez  she — 

"  Miss  Reed,  I  don't  hire  you  to  talk  with  young 
fellers  in  the  front  shop." 

Ghiully  I  didn't  my  blood  bile  I  I  could  a  knocked 
the  stuck  up  leetle  varmint  into  a  cocked  hat,  but 
Susan  she  looked  sort  of  scared,  and,  sez  she, 

"Call  and  see  me,  Mr.  Slick,  at  my  boarding- 
house:  I  shall  be  so  glad  to  talk  over  old  times.'' 
The  tears  bust  right  into  her  blue  eyes  as  she  spoke, 
and  she  looked  so  hum-sick  I  raly  felt  for  her. 

«  What  time  shall  I  call?"  sez  I,  a  follering  her  to 
the  glass  door. 

"  I  haint  a  minit  that  I  can  call  my  own  till  arter 
eight  o'clock  at  night,"  sez  she;  *^but  if  youTl  caD 
some  evening,  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you." 
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'^  I  shall  sartinly  come/'  sez  I,  and  arter  shakmg 
hands  with  her  agin^  I  went  out  of  the  store  and  hum 
to  my  office^  a  feeling  purty  considerably  humsick^ 
with  more  ginuine  human  natur  bilin  up  in  my  heart 
than  I'd  felt  since  I  cum  to  York. 
Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XV. 

JONATHAN     VISITS     THE    MILLINER     GIRL. — REFLECTIONS 
ABOUT  HER  SITUATION. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weaihertfield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Par, 

I  couldn't  seem  to  rest  easy  till  I  went  to  see 
Susan.  She  boarded  in  a  sort  of  a  gloomy  house 
eenamost  up  to  Dry-dock.  I  knocked  away  at  the 
door  with  my  knuckles,  ever  so  long,  afore  I  could 
make  any  body  hear.  By-am-by,  Susan  come  to  the 
door  herself,  and  she  took  me  up  a  pair  of  stairs, 
kivered  with  rag  carpeting,  into  a  leetle  stived  up 
room  with  a  stove  in  it.  Two  leetle  squalling  brats 
were  a  playing  on  the  floor,  and  a  hamsome  woman, 
but  not  over  nice  in  her  fixings,  sot  in  one  comer,  a 
sewing  on  a  round-about.  Susan  she  was  dressed  up 
jest  as  she  was  in  the  milliner's  store ;  she  looked 
peaked  and  eenamost  tuckered  out,  but  the  minit  I'd 
got  seated,  she  took  hold  with  the  woman  and  begun 
to  sew  away  for  dear  life. 

"  You  seem  to  be  ruther  industrious,"  sez  L 
She  smiled  sort  of  mournful,  and  sez  she,  so  low  I 
couldn't  but  jest  ketch  the  words. 
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"Pm  obliged  to  be,  or  starve.'* 

Think,  sez  I,  there's  scmiething  that  aint  right 
here,  and  with  that  I  begun  to  talk  about  the  prices 
of  the  work,  till  I  found  out  that  with  all  her  hard 
trying,  it  was  more  than  she  could  du  to  am  a  decent 
living.  I  begun  to  talk  about  hum,  and  the  time 
when  I  used  to  lend  her  my  mittens  when  she  was  a 
leetle  gal  and  her  fingers  were  cold ;  but  aU  I  could 
do  she  wouldn't  chirk  up,  but  the  other  woman,  she 
got  rale  sociable  and  told  me  lots  of  stories  about 
milliners  and  sewing  gals,  and  as  I  was  going  hum  I 
took  it  into  my  head  that  I'd  write  some  on  'em  out 
for  the  Express.      . 

I  mean  to  send  one  on  'em  next  week,  but  I  raly 
think  thej  ought  to  shell  out  more  chink  than  Uiey 
du  for  my  letters,  for  I've  had  to  study  the  diction* 
ary  two  days  a'  ready  to  sarch  out  long  words^  and  I 
haint  got  half  enough  pt.  I  went  to  cousin  Beebe 
about  it,  and  he  said  that,  mebby  I'd  better  study 
some  of  the  arly  English  writers  before  I  begun  to 
write  stories,  or  else  Washington  Irving,  Cooper,  or 
some  of  them  chape  nught  cut  me  out.  I  didn't  jest 
know  what  he  meant  by  arly  writers,  but  made  up 
my  mind  that  it  was  them  that  b^un  to  write  when 
they  were  shavers,  so  I  went  into  a  bookstore,  and 
told  them  I  wanted  to  buy  a  good  book  that  was 
writ  by  some  EngHsh  youngster. 

"  Here's  a  work  by  Boz,"  sez  he,  a  handing  down 
a  big  book;  "  he  begun  the  youngest  and  writes  the 
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best  of  any  of  the  folks  across  the  water."  I  bought 
the  book  and  went  back  to  my  office.  Gaully  opallus^ 
but  aint  that  Boz  Dickens  a  smasher!  if  he  don't 
beat  all  natur,  nobody  does.  If  I  could  write  like 
him,  I  raly  should  bust  my  dandy  vest,  I  should  be 
so  puffed  up.  I  kept  on  reading  eenamost  all  night, 
and  more  than  once  I  bust  right  out  a  cryin  afore  I 
knew  it.  I  swan  to  man !  that  leetle  Nell  that  he 
writes  about  is  the  sweetest,  purtyest  critter  that  any 
body  ever  dreamed  on.  Oh !  how  I  wish  you  would 
read  the  story  about  her,  it's  as  good  as  the  Pilgrim's 
Progress,  any  day. 

Then  there's  a  mean  etamal  sneaking  coot,  a 
Mr.  Quilp,  that  drunk  bilin  hot  licker  out  of  a 
skillet,  and  licked  a  poor  peaked  little  critter  —  his 
wife  —  amost  to  death  every  once  in  a  while,  and 
when  he  hadn't  her  handy  he  took  to  cudgelling  a 
wooden  image.  I  swan  to  man  I  it  made  my  blood 
bile  to  read  about  sich  dreadful  carryings  on;  but 
yit,  when  I  cum  to  consider  and  think  on  it  all  over, 
it  kinder  seems  to  me  as  if  Boz  Dickens  had  stretched 
his  galluses  a  trifle,  in  writing  out  sich  an  allfired 
spiteAil  varmint.  Human  natur  is  bad  enough,  anj 
how :  but  my  paper  is  run  out,  and  I  aint  but  jest 
room  to  subscribe  myself 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XVI. 

MISS    JOSEPHINE    BUEGESS. 
A    TALE, 

IN   WHICH     JONATHAN    SHOWS    UP    THE     HARDSHIPS    OP 

SEWING    GIRLS. DESCRIBES  A  TAJfMANY    HALL    BALL. 

—  MILLINER  ARISTOCRACY  AND  EXCLUSIVEIiESS.  —  IN- 
FORMS THE  READER  HOW  MISS  JOSEPHINE  BURGESS 
TOOK  A  TALL  MAN  WITH  WHISKERS  INTO  HER  ESTAB- 
LISHMENT, WHO  TOOK  HER  IN  RETURN. — THE  DES- 
PERATION OP   A  LITTLE  APOTHECARY. HIS  MARRIAGE, 

AND  THE  ASCENT  OF  MISS  JOSEPHINE  BURGESS  FROM 
THE  FRONT  STORE,  TO  A  WORK-ROOM  A  LITTLE  HIGHER 
UP. 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  as  purty  a  gal  as  ever 
trod  shoe  leather ;  but  she  was  awfully  stuck  up,  and 
got  into  all  kind  of  finefied  notions,  arter  her  par, 
the  old  shoemaker,  died  and  left  her  his  amings.  She 
was  an  awful  smart  critter  though,  and  had  a  sort  of 
a  notion  which  side  her  bread  was  buttered  on,  as 
well  as  any  body  you  ever  sot  your  eyes  on.  Instid 
of  spending  the  seven  hundred  dollars,  which  the 
stingy  old  coot  of  a  shoemaker  left  behind  him,  all  in 
hard  chink,  she  sot  up  a  milliners'  and  dressmakers' 
store  in  the  Bowery;  and  it  raly  would  have  done 
the  old  chap's  ghost  good,  to  have  seen  how  she  con^ 
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trived  to  turn  the  sixpences  and  half  dollars  that 
he'd  kept  hoarding  up  so  long  in  an  old  pepper-and- 
salt  stocking,  for  fear  of  losing  'em.  A  tamal  snug 
bisness  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  a  doing,  I  can 
tell  you.  If  she  didn't  know  how  to  make  things 
gibe,  there  wasn't  a  gal  in  the  Bowery  that  did,  you 
may  be  sartin.  She  rely  had  a  talent  for  the  bis- 
ness —  a  sort  of  genius  in  the  bonnet  way.  With 
her  own  hamsome  little  fingers  she  cut  and  snipped, 
and  twisted  and  pinned  on  the  shiny  stuff  and  rib- 
bons to  all  the  caps  and  bonnets  turned  off  by  the  ten 
peeked  looking  thin  young  girls  that  worked  twelve 
hours  out  every  twenty-four,  in  a  little  garret  bed- 
room in  the  back  of  the  house,  where  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess  kept  her  store.  Her  thin  peeked  looking 
young  girls  might  have  enjoyed  themselves  if  they 
only  had  a  mind  to  1  There  never  was  such  a  pros- 
pect as  they  had  to  look  upon  when  they  got  tired 
If  they  jest  turned  their  bright  eyes  up  to  get  a  peek 
at  the  sky,  there  was  a  hull  regiment  of  chimnies,  all 
a  sending  out  smoke  like  a  company  of  Florida 
sogers ;  and  if  they  looked  down,  there  were  ever  so 
many  back  yards  cut  up  into  sort  of  pig  pens,  with 
lots  of  bleech  boxes  a  pouring  out  the  brimston 
smoke,  and  old  straw  bonnets  strung  out  to  dry,  that 
made  every  thing  look  comfortable  and  like  live. 
Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  a  purty  good  boss,  con- 
siderin.  She  let  her  gals  have  half  an  hour  to  eat 
their  dinners  in,  and  if  any  on  'em  didn't  happen  to 
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get  to  the  shop  at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  she 
never  docked  off  more  than  half  their  day's  wages. 
She  was  rather  apt  to  get  oat  of  temper  once  in  a 
while;  but  then  insted  of  blowing  the  gals  up,  as 
some  cross-grained  critters  will,  she  only  blew  up 
their  work,  and  made  them  du  it  all  over  agin; 
which  was  a  more  easy  way  of  spitting  out  spite,  and 
putting  a  few  coppers  into  her  own  pocket;  for  when 
it  took  half  of  a  day  to  du  the  work,  and  another  half 
to  alter  it,  she  only  made  the  poor  gals  lose  a  half 
day's  wages ;  and  if  they  didn't  like  that,  she'd  al'rs 
give  them  leave  to  get  a  better  place ;  which,  con- 
siderin  that  half  the  sewin  gals  in  York  are  always 
out  of  work,  was  raly  very  good-natured  and  con- 
siderate in  her.  Besides  this,  she  had  a  good  many 
ginerous  leetle  ways  of  turning  a  copper.  When  the 
peeked,  haggard  yoimg  critters  came  down  from  the 
work  room,  at  twelve  o'clock  Saturday  night — for 
Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  awful  pious,  and  it 
wasn't  only  once  in  a  great  while  that  she  made  the 
gals  work  over  into  the  Sabberday  morning — Miss 
Josephine,  as  she  paid  them  their  wages,  always  found 
out  that  some  mistake  had  been  made  in  the  work ; 
a  piece  of  rilk  cut  into,  or  a  bit  of  leghorn  burnt 
brown  in  the  bleaching,  which  melted  down  the 
twenty  shillings  which  they  ought  to  have  had 
apiece,  to  eighteen,  or  mebby  two  dollars;  all  of 
which  must  sartinly  have  been  to  the  satisfaction  and 
amusement  of  the  pale  troop  of  gals,  who  had  two 
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dollars  to  pay  for  boards  besides  clothes  and  washing 
to  git  along  with,  out  of  the  twenty-five  cents  that 
were  left ;  and  if  they  didn't  seem  to  like  it,  Miss 
Josephine  wasn't  agoing  to  fret  herself  about  that 
She  al'rs  contrived  to  tucker  them  out  with  hard 
work  before  she  settled  up,  so  that  there  was  no  fear 
of  their  saying  much  agin  what  she  took  of  their 
wages.  Sometimes  the  tears  would  come  into  their 
eyes ;  and  some  on  'em  that  hadn't  no  hum  to  go  tu, 
except  the  leetle  garret  bed-rooms  which  they  were 
over  head  and  ears  in  debt  for,  would  burst  out  and 
sob  as  if  they  hadn't  a  friend  on  arth ;  but  crying  is  a 
good  deal  like  drinking  —  it  hurts  them  that  take  to 
it  more  than  it  does  any  body  else.  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess  didn't  care  a  copper  for  tears  and  sobs ;  she'd 
got  used  to  'em. 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  raly  had  a  talent  for  her 
bisness.  Nobody  ever  learned  so  many  prudent 
ways  of  laying  up  money.  She  used  to  dress  up  like 
a  queen,  and  her  Sunday-go-to-meeting  clothes  were 
the  ginuine  things,  and  genteel  all  over.  Eenamost 
every  Sabberday  she  would  go  to  meeting  in  a  bran- 
fire  new  bonnet;  and  if  some  of  her  good-natured 
customers  that  staid  to  hmn  because  theirs  wam't 
finished,  had  one  just  like  it  come  to  the  door  on 
Monday  morning,  the  leetle  gal  that  waited  for  the 
band-box  only  had  to  say,  that  she  sarched  and 
sarched  on  Saturday  night,  and  couldn't  find  the 
house.     It  doesn't  hurt  a  dashing  bonnet  to  wear  it 
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eenajest  once.  Miss  Josephine  never  kept  her  cus- 
tomers a  waiting  over  more  than  one  Sunday,  only 
when  they  were  very  busy  or  paid  beforehand.  Folks 
that  are  always  a  minding  other  people's  bisness 
used  to  talk  about  Miss  Josephine,  and  call  her  ex- 
travagant and  stuck  up;  but  the  varmints  didn't 
know  what  they  were  a  talking  about  more  than 
nothing.  If  she  had  her  silks  and  satins  made  up 
every  month,  the  making  cost  eenamost  nothing.  The 
working  gals  always  expected  to  set  up  till  twelve 
o'clock  Saturday  nights  in  hurrying  times ;  and  when 
it  wasn't  hurrying  time.  Miss  Josephine  had  always  a 
frock  to  finish  off  for  herself  or  something  of  that 
sort  The  frocks  answered  just  as  well  to  make 
bonnets  out  on,  arter  she'd  dashed  out  in  'em  once  or 
twice,  and  the  sleeves  and  waist  cut  up  scrumptiously 
for  ruffles  and  furbelows. 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  understood  the  soft  sodder 
principle  like  a  book.  She  had  a  way  of  bantering 
off  the  bonnets  and  gim-cracks  that  was  raly  curious. 
If  a  customer  happened  to  take  a  notion  to  the 
color  and  shape  of  a  bonnet,  she  would  insist  upon  it 
that  she  should  try  it  on  afore  the  glass ;  and  while 
the  lady  was  a  gittin  good-natured,  and  a  beginning 
to  feel  stuck  up  with  the  looks  of  herself.  Miss  Jo- 
sephine, would  twist  about  the  bows,  and  spread  out 
the  ribbands,  and  tell  how  very  nice  it  all  was,  the 
face  and  the  bonnet  agreed  so  well.  She  had  jest 
that  face  in  her  mind  when  the  bonnet  was  underway 


238  HIGH  LIFE  IN  NEW  TOBK. 

—  80  delicate  —  so  graceful  —  bo  —  so — very  hand- 
some. Some  people  hadn't  the  least  notion  of  har- 
mony and  grace.  It  raly  did  her  heart  good  to  make 
things  for  a  lady  who  knew  which  was  which.  She 
always  kept  them  sort  of  hats  for  her  most  fashion* 
able  customers.  She  wouldn't  have  them  git  common 
for  any  thing  —  raly  she  couldn't  tell  how  that  one 
get  out  on  the  counter ;  but  shop  gals  were  the  most 
careless  critters  on  arth  —  sometimes  she  did  feel  as 
if  she  couldn't  git  along  with  'em  —  but  in  them 
hard  times  it  raly  went  agin  her  heart  to  turn  'em 
away^  so  she  got  along  as  well  as  she  could. 

Here  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  would  break  sharp 
off  and  let  the  customer  look  at  herself  in  the  glass^ 
only  jest  throwing  in  a  word  once  in  a  while  to  help 
along.  Then  she'd  pull  the  bonnet  a  leetle  forced; 
tuck  away  the  lady's  curls  under  it,  and  stick  her 
own  head  a  one  side  to  '^  take  an  observation ; "  arter 
that  she'd  kinder  put  up  both  hands  and  say,  '^  beau- 
tiful I"  jest  as  if  the  word  bust  right  outsail  she  could 
do  to  help  it.  By-am-by,  Miss  Josephine  Burgess 
would  sort  of  fold  her  hands  over  the  black  silk 
apron,  and  step  back  a  leetle  to  give  her  customer 
time  to  twistify  afore  the  glass,  and  wonder  whether 
the  milliner  meant  the  bonnet  or  her  face,  or  both 
together,  when  she  said,  "beautiful I"  The  hull  of 
it  eenamost  always  tarminated  by  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess  selling  the  bonnet,  and  the  lady's  swimming 
off  chuck  full,  and  brimming  over,  with  soft  sodder. 


BY  JONATHAN  SLICK,  E8Q.  239 

like  a  dam'd  turkey-gobbler,  stuffed  out  with  Injun 
meaL 

If  a  customer  did  not  take  a  notion  to  the  bonnet, 
or  seemed  to  hanker  arter  something  else.  Miss 
Josephine  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  alter  her  tune  for 
another  sort  of  a  dancer. 

^  Folks  with  homely  iaces,^  sez  she,  ''  ought  to 
be  squeamish  about  colours;  in  fact  they  couldn't 
help  it,  if  they  wanted  to  look  decent;  but  some 
folks  raly  seemed  to  look  hamsome  in  any  thing;  it 
was  the  face  arter  all  that  sot  off  the  bonnet  Some 
people  had  eich  clear  skins  that  they  could  bear  a 
bright  orange  color,  and  look  purty  as  a  pink  arter 
alL  Once  in  a  while  Miss  Josephine  sartinly  did 
OTCido  the  bisness  a  leetle,  but  she  abnost  always 
made  out  to  trade  somehow,  without  her  customer 
turned  out  to  be  some  sly  coot  of  a  sister  milliner  a 
running  round  to  hunt  up  patterns,  or  some  darned 
critter  out  a  shopping  on  a  four-pence-ha'penny 
capitaL 

Besides  tending  her  shop,  and  cutting  and  trim- 
ming, and  all  that.  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  found 
time  to  do  a  leetle  courting,  over  work,  with  a  fine- 
fied  sort  of  a  'pothecary  feUer  that  sold  doctor  stuff 
oyer  the  way  agin  her  store.  But  she  didn't  let 
this  take  up  much  of  her  time,  nor  no  such  thing — 
she  wasn't  a  gal  to  let  her  heart  run  away  with  her 
head,  any  how  they  could  fix  it.  While  the  finefied 
stuck  up  leetle  'pothecary  shut  up  his  shop  over  the 
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way^  and  sot  more'n  half  the  time  twisting  up  the 
thread  and  leetle  bits  of  ribbon  that  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess  snipped  off  with  a  pair  of  sharp  pinted 
scissors,  hitched  to  her  side  by  a  black  watch  guard, 
and  kept  a  puckering  up  his  mouth  and  a  talking 
darned  finefied  nonsense,  as  sweet  as  the  jujube 
paste,  and  the  peppermint  drops  that  he  brought  in 
his  trousers'  pocket,  she  sot  as  independent  as  a  cork- 
screw, with  one  foot  stuck  upon  a  bonnet  block,  a 
twisting  up  bows,  and  a  sticking  pins  and  feathers 
into  a  heap  of  silk  and  millinery  stuff.  Once  in  a 
while  she  managed  to  stick  a  peppermint  drop  into 
her  leetle  mouth,  and  to  turn  her  eyes  to  the  'pothe- 
cary  with  sich  a  look,  so  soft  and  killing,  it  went 
right  straight  through  his  heart,  like  a  pine  skewer 
through  a  chunk  of  butcher's  meat. 

There  never  was  any  thing  went  so  slick  as  these 
two  critters  did,  arter  they  took  to  hankering  arter 
each  other  —  it  raly  was  better  than  a  play  to  see 
how  they  got  along.  The  'pothecary  chap  was  a 
sneezer  at  iSggers.  He'd  cyphered  thro'  DayboU's 
Arithmetic  three  times,  and  could  say  off  the  multi- 
plication table  without  stopping  even  to  ketch  breath. 
So  he  sometimes  overhauled  the  milliners'  books,  not 
because  he  wanted  to  know  any  thing  about  them, 
but  'cause  women  folks  are  so  apt  to  be  imposed  on. 
He  writ  out  her  leetle  bills,  and  kept  a  sort  of  run- 
ning notion  of  her  cash  accounts,  for  she  wasn't 
n^uch  of  a  judge  of  money,  and  so  always  sent  her 
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bank  bills  over  to  his  shop  to  kxMw  whether  thej 
were  ginuine  or  not.  She  did  all  these  leetle  trifles 
m  a  delicate  genteel  sort  of  a  way,  that  was  sartinly 
very  gratifying  and  pleasant  to  the  'pothecary ;  he 
raly  begun  to  fat  up  and  grow  pussy  on  the  strength 
on't,  —  it  wouldn't  aben  human  natur  if  iie  hadn't 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  a  setting  in  her  back 
shop  a  thinking  over  the  'pothecary  chap,  and  the 
dollars  and  cents  she'd  skinned  out  of  the  gal's 
wages  that  week,  a  making  them  work  at  half  price 
because  the  times  toere  so  had,  when  the  'pothecary 
came  a  tip-toeing  through  the  store  looking  as  tickled 
as  if  he'd  found  a  sixpence.  He  took  two  ball 
tickets  out  of  his  vest  pocket  and  held  one  on  'em 
out  to  the  milliner,  and  stood  a  bowing  and  a  grin- 
ning like  a  darned  babboon  till  she  read  the  writin  on 
it. 

"  I  raly  don't  know  what  to  say,"  sez  she,  "  I 
never  have  been  to  the  Tammany  ball,  and  I — 
I " 

"  It'll  be  the  top  of  the  notch,  this  one,"  sez  the 
chap;  "they're  a  goin  to  be  awful  partickler  who 
they  invite  —  nothing  but  the  raly  genteel  will  git 
tickets,  I  promise  'em." 

Miss  Josephine  Bui^ess  puckered  up  her  mouth, 
and  said  "  she  didn't  know :  she  was  afeard  she 
might  meet  with  some  of  the  woi'king  classes  — 
she " 

'*  Don't  say  no  —  itil  break  my  heart,  it  will  sar- 
VOL.  I.  li 
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tinly,"  sez  the  lovyen     "  Dcm't  drive  me  to  taking 
pison  on  your  account  —  oh  don't  I " 

Miss  Josephine  kinder  started  up  —  gave  a  sort 
of  a  scream — and  said  she  wouldn't  drive  the  'pothe- 
cary  to  taking  pison^  and  that  she  would  go  to  the 
balL  The  minit  she  said  that,  the  leetle  chap  went 
right  off  into  a  fit  of  the  dreadful  suz ;  he  slumped 
right  down  on  his  marrow  bones,  and  begun  to  nibble 
away  like  all  natur  at  the  four  leetle  fingers,  that 
stuck  out  of  Miss  Josephine  Burgess's  right  hand 
mitt. 

"  Oh,  say  only  jest  one  thing  more,  and  I  shall  be 
so  happy,  I  shall  want  to  jump  out  of  my  skin ! "  sez 
he,  all  in  a  twitteration. 

^^  Oh,  dear  me,  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  swanny, 
I'm  all  in  a  fluster,"  sez  she. 

"  Here,  down  on  my  knees,  I  ask,  I  entreat,  I 
conjure,  most  beautiful  of  wimmen  folks,"  sez  he, 
"  that  you  be  my  partner,  not  only  at  the  ball,  but 
through  this  ere  mortel  life,  that  is  a  stretching  before 
us  like  a  great  paster  lot  covered  over  with  tansy, 
wild  rhubarb  and  sage  roots  all  in  bloom  —  don't 
blush,  my  angel,  but  speak  I " 

Now  Miss  Josephine  knew  as  well  as  could  be, 
that  it  was  the  fashion  to  feel  dreadfully  at  sich 
times  —  to  git  up  a  caniption  fit,  or  any  how  to  give 
right  up,  and  sit  kivered  all  over  with  blushes ;  but 
the  bit  of  cotton  wool  that  she  used  always  to  put 
on  her  blushes  with,  was  tucked  away  in  the  top  of 
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her  stockings  and  she  couldn't  get  at  it  handy  with- 
out being  seen.  So  she  puckered  up  her  mouth  and 
looked  as  if  she'd  jest  lost  her  granny. 

"  Give  me  one  word  of  hope,  now  du  1 "  scz  the 
anxious  'pothecary,  a  squeezing  the  milliner's  hand, 
mitt  and  all,  between  both  of  his,  and  a  twisting  his 
head  a  one  side,  and  a  rolling  up  his  eyes,  like  a  hen 
that's  jest  done  drinking. 

"Oh  dear  suz,  what  can  I  answer?"  sez  Miss 
Josephine  Burgess,  a  wriggling  her  shoulders  and 
kivering  up  her  face  with  one  hand,  "  I  never  felt 
so  in  all  my  life  —  dear  me  I " 

"  Don't  spurn  me  away  from  these  ere  leetle  feet 
— nobody  will  ever  love  you  so  agin  I "  sez  the  anxious 
chap,  and  with  that  he  struck  his  hand  sort  of  fierce 
agin  his  heart,  that  was  floundering  away  under  his 
yaller  vest  like  a  duck  in  a  mud-puddle. 

"  Git  up  —  oh  du,"  sez  Miss  Josephine,  catching 
a  sly  peak  at  the  'pothecary,  through  her  fingers. 

"  One  word  of  hope,"  sez  the  chap,  a  giving  his 
bosom  another  tamal  dig ;  "  say  that  you  will  be 
mine ! " 

"  rU  think  about  it,"  sez  Miss  Josephine  Burgess, 
a  sighing  through  her  fingers. 

"  Say  that  you  will  be  mine,  or  I  will  die  on  this 
ere  very  spot,  and  be  sent  down  to  posterity  a  living 
monument  of  wimmen's  hard-heartedness,"  sez  the 
'pothecary,  a  running  his  fingers  through  his  hair, 
till  it  stuck  up  sort  of  wild  every  which  way  over 
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his  head.  *'  Do  70a  want  to  make  this  ere  body  a 
morter,  and  pound  my  loying  heart  to  pieces  with 
the  pestle  of  delay?  If  not,  speak,  and  say  that  my 
love  is  returned.'' 

''  It  is,"  said  Miss  Josephine  Burgess,  kinder  famt 
from  behind  her  hand. 

**  Angelic  critter!"  says  the  lovyer. 

"  Now  leave  me,"  sez  Miss  Josephine  Burgess. 

**  Hamsomest  of  created  wimmen !  I  will,"  sez 
the  'pothecary. 

"  Oh  how  my  heart  beats,"  sez  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess. 

*'  And  mine,"  sez  the  'pothecary,  a  gitting  up  and 
a  spreading  his  hand  out  on  his  yaller  vest. 

"  Leave  me  now,"  sez  Miss  Josephine  Bui^ess. 

**  My  dear  critter,  I  will,"  sez  the  'pothecary. 

With  that  he  made  tracks  across  the  street,  opened 
his  empty  money  drawer  with  a  sort  of  a  chuckle,  as 
much  as  to  say,  **  if  you're  starved  out  in  this  way 
much  longer,  I  lose  my  guess ! "  and  then  he  drank  off 
a  glass  of  cold  water,  with  a  leetle  brandy  in  it 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  sat  still  as  a  mouse,  till 
the  'pothecary  chap  made  himself  scarce,  then  she  let 
down  her  hands  and  took  a  squint  in  the  glass  to  see 
how  her  face  stood  it  Arter  that  she  went  to  a  big 
drawer,  where  she  kept  her  slickest  dry  goods,  and 
cut  off  a  lot  of  shiney  red  velvet,  which  she  took  up 
stairs,  and  told  the  gal  that  had  charge  of  the  work- 
room, to  have  it  made  up  into  a  ball  dress  before  the 


BIT   JONATHAN  SLICK,   ESQ.  245 

gals  went  home.  The  ten  poor  tired  young  critters 
were  jest  a  beginning  to  think  about  going  hum  to 
supper,  but  they  sot  down  agin  and  looked  in  each 
other's  faces,  as  melancholy  as  could  be,  but  said 
nothing.  The  young  gal  that  had  charge  of  the 
work-room,  happened  to  say  that  in  the  course  of  a 
week,  they  would  have  a  prime  lot  of  red  velvet 
bonnets  to  selL  At  this  Miss  Josephine  Burgess 
looked  as  cross  as  if  she'd  swallowed  a  paper  of  darn- 
ing needles,  and  told  the  young  gal  to  hold  her 
tongue,  and  mind  her  own  bisness.  At  this  the 
young  gal  drew  up,  and  was  a  going  to  give  the 
milliner  her  chaise  back  agin,  but  jest  that  minit 
she  happened  to  think  that  taking  sarse  from  a  stuck 
up  critter  was  bad  enough,  but  that  starving  was  a 
good  deal  worse ;  and  so  she  choked  in,  and  went  to 
work  at  the  dress,  with  her  heart  a  swelling  in  her 
hamsome  bosom,  like  a  bird  when  it's  first  caught. 

"  Don't  let  them  gals  go  to  sleep  over  their  work," 
sez  Miss  Josephine  Burgess,  as  she  was  a  going 
down  stairs. 

The  young  gal  who  had  chaise  of  the  work-room, 
said  something  sort  of  loud  about  people's  having  no 
feeling. 

"  What's  that  you  say  ?  "  sez  Miss  Josephine 
Bui^ess,  a  coming  back  as  spiteful  as  could  be. 

^/  Ifothing,"  sez  the  young  gal  who  had  charge  of 
the  work-room. 

"  It's  well  you  didn't,"  sez  the  milliner,  and  with 
H  3 
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that  she  went  down  stairs,  and  the  poor  tuckered 
out  young  critters  didn't  get  hum  to  supper  till  ten 
o'clock  at  night,  because  they  had  to  stay  and  finish 
off  Miss  Josephine  Burgess's  ball  finery. 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  a  sitting  in  the  leetle 
room  up  over  her  store,  ready  dressed  for  the  ball, 
when  the  leetle  apprentice  gal  cum  up  and  told  her, 
that  the  gentleman  from  oyer  the  way  was  a  waiting 
down  stairs.  The  milliner  jumped  up,  and  begun  to 
wriggle  about  afore  the  looking-glass  to  be  sartin 
that  the  red  velvet  frock,  the  golden  chain,  and  the 
heap  of  posies  that  she'd  twistified  in  her  hair  were 
aU  according  to  gunter.  Arter  she'd  took  a  purty 
gineral  survey,  she  went  down  stairs,  about  the 
damdest  stuck  up  critter  that  you  ever  sot  eyes  on. 

The  'pothecary  stood  afore  the  looking-glass  a  try- 
ing to  coax  his  hair  to  curl  jest  a  leetle,  and  a  pulling 
up  fust  one  side  of  his  white  satin  stock  and  then 
t'other  to  make  it  set  up  parpendicular.  He'd  got  a 
leetle  speck  of  dirt  on  his  silk  stockings  and  Us 
shiney  dancing  pumps  a  coming  across  the  street,  so 
he  took  his  white  handkercher  out  of  his  pocket  and 
begun  to  dust  them  off;  but  the  minit  Miss  Jose- 
phine Burgess  cum  in  he  stopped  short,  stepped  back 
a^  the  wall,  and  held  up  both  hands  as  if  he  raly 
didn't  know  what  to  du  with  himself,  and  sez  he, 

^'  I  never  did  I  Talk  about  the  Venus  de  Medici, 
or  the  New  York  beauty  I  Did  ever  any  thing  cum 
up  to  that  are  ?  " 
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Alter  this  bust  of  feeling,  he  gin  a  spring  fore'd 
and  ketching  lier  hand,  eenamost  eat  it  np,  he  kbsed 
80  consamed  ei^er.  It  didn't  seem  as  if  there  was 
9XLJ  contenting  the  dam'd  loveHsick  coot  But  when 
he  hnng  on  too  hard,  the  milliner's  vartuous  indig- 
nation begun  to  bile  up,  and  so  he  choked  off  and 
begged  her  pardon ;  but  said,  he  couldn't  help  it,  as 
troe  as  the  world  he  couldn't,  — his  heart  was  brim 
fiill,  and  a  running  over. 

I  ruther  guess  the  people  stared  a  few  when  the 
leetle  'pothecary  walked  along  the  Tammany  ball- 
room, with  Miss  Josephine  Burgess,  in  her  red  velvet 
and  golden  chains,  a  hanging  on  his  arm.  Sich 
dashers  didn't  show  themselves  at  every  ball  by  a 
great  sight.  There  was  a  ginuine  touch  of  the  aris- 
tocracy in  the  way  the  leetle  'pothecary  turned  up 
his  nose,  and  flourished  his  white  gloves ;  and  when 
they  stood  up  to  dance.  Miss  Josephine  held  out  her 
red  velvet,  and  stuck  out  her  foot,  and  curcheyed 
away  as  slick  as  any  of  the  Broadway  gals  could  a 
done  it.  But  jest  as  she  was  a  going  to  dance,  who 
should  stand  afore  her  in  the  same  reel  but  the  very 
young  gal  that  took  charge  of  her  work-room.  The 
milliner  had  jest  took  a  fold  of  the  red  velvet  be- 
tween her  thumb  and  finger,  and  was  flourishing  out 
her  foot  to  balance  up  as  genteel  as  could  be,  but  the 
minit  she  ketched  sight  of  the  working  gal,  she  gin 
her  head  a  toss  and  reaching  out  her  hand  to  the 
'pothecary  walked  off  to  a  seat  in  a  fit  of  outraged 
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dignity  that  was  raly  beaatifiil  to  look  at  Arter 
tbiSy.MiBS  Joeephine  Buigess  said  she  wouldn't  try  to 
dance  among  nch  low  critters ;  and  so  she  and  the 
'pothecary  sidled  about,  eat  peppermint  drops  and 
talked  soft  sodder  to  one  another —  ales  taking  care 
to  turn  up  thdbr  noses  when  the  hamsome  working 
gal  come  within  gun-shot  of  'em. 

"  Who  can  that  gentleman  be,  that's  a  eyang  me 
so  through  his  glass,"  sez  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  to 
the  'pothecary,  '^  what  hamsome  whiskers  he's  got, 
did  yon  ever?" 

"  I  don't  see  any  thing  over  genteel  in  him,  any 
how,"  sez  the  'pothecary,  a  looking  sort  of  oneasy. 
^^  I  really  can't  see  how  you  ladies  can  take  a  fancy 
to  so  much  hair." 

"  But  how  nicely  he's  dressed,"  sez  she. 
"  I  aint  over  fond  of  shaggy  vests  and  checkered 
trousers,"  says  the  'pothecary. 

"  Dear  me  he's  coming  this  way,"  sez  the  milliner 
all  in  a  twitter,  —  "I  hope  he  won't  think  of 
speaking." 

"  I  hope  so  too,"  sez  the  'pothecary,  a  looking  as 
if  he'd  jest  eat  a  sour  lemon,  without  any  sweetening. 
The  chap  come  along  sort  of  easy  and  independent, 
and  stood  close  by  'em. 

"  Shan't  we  go  to  t'other  end  of  the  room?"  sez 

the  'pothecary  to  the  milliner,  kinder  half  whispering, 

and  a  eyeing  the  strange  chap  as  savage  as  a  meat-axe. 

"  Not  yet,"  sez  the  milliner,  giving  a  slantindicular 
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sort  of  a  look  at  the  strange  chap.  He  wasn't  a  feller 
to  be  sneezed  at  in  the  way  of  good  looks^  any  how, 
nor  a  man  that  was  likely  to  lose  any  thing  by  his 
bashfiilness ;  for  it  wam't  more  than  three  minits 
afore  he  asked  the  milliner  to  dance,  and  walked  her 
out  as  crank  as  could  be,  right  afore  the  'pothecary's 
face.  Didn't  the  poor  leetle  chap  look  wamblecropped 
when  he  see  that  I  There  he  stood  all  alone  in  a 
comer,  feeling  as  sick  as  if  he'd  swallered  a  dose  of 
his  own  doctor's  stuflj  and  there  he  had  to  stand ;  for 
arter  the  tall  chap  and  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  had 
got  through  dancing,  they  sot  down  together  by  a 
winder  and  begun  to  look  soft  sodder  at  one  another, 
and  talk  away  as  chipper  as  two  birds  on  an  apple- 
tree  limb  in  spring  time.  It  didn't  do  no  good  for  the 
'pothecary  to  rile  up  and  make  motions  to  her  —  she 
didn't  seem  to  mind  him  a  bit ;  so  he  stood  still  and 
grit  his  teeth,  for  it  seemed  to  him,  as  if  the  milliner, 
and  the  red  velvet,  besides  the  account-books,  the 
stock  in  trade,  and  the  hard  chink  too,  was  a  sliding 
out  of  his  grip  like  a  wet  eeL 

"Dam  the  feDer  to  damation  !"  sez  he,  arter  he'd 
bore  it  as  long  as  he  could  —  and  with  that  he  went 
up  to  Miss  Josephine  Burgess,  sort  of  humble,  and 
asked  her  if  it  wasn't  about  time  to  be  a  going  hum  ? 
The  milliner  said  she  wasn't  in  any  hurry  about  it, 
and  went  to  talking  with  the  tall  chap  agin.  It  was 
as  much  as  the  poor  lovyer  could  du  to  keep  from 
bursting  out  a  crying,  or  a  swearings  he  wam't  par- 
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tic'lar  which ;  he  felt  all  struck  up  of  a  heap,  and 
went  off  to  his  comer  agin  as  lonesome  as  a  goose 
without  a  mate. 

Bj-am-by,  the  milliner  she  come  up  and  told  him 
she  was  about  ready  to  go  hum ;  the  tall  chap  he 
went  down  stairs  with  them,  and  stood  a  kissing  his 
hand  to  her  till  she  got  into  the  street.  The  'pothe- 
cary  raly  felt  as  if  he  should  bust,  and  he  gin  her  a 
purty  decent  blowing  up  as  they  went  along  Chatham 
Street.  She  didn't  give  him  much  of  an  answer 
though,  for  her  head  was  chuck  full  of  the  tall  chap's 
soft  sodder,  and  she  didn't  know  more  than  half  of 
what  he  was  a  jawing  about. 

The  leetle  'pothecary  went  hum  and  hurried  up  to 
bed,  but  all  he  coidd  du,  he  couldn't  get  a  wink  of 
sleep.  He  got  up  arly  in  the  morning,  but  he  hadn't 
no  appetite  for  his  breakfast,  and  kinder  hung  about 
his  shop  door,  a  keeping  a  good  look-out  to  see  if  any 
body  went  to  the  milliner's,  and  a  wondering  if  it 
was  best  for  him  to  go  over  and  see  how  she  seemed 
to  be  arter  what  he'd  said  to  her  the  night  afore.  So 
he  brushed  up  his  hair  and  was  just  taking  his  hat 
to  go  over  and  try  his  luck,  when  a  hamsome  green 
buggy  waggon  hauled  up  jest  agin  the  milliner's,  and 
out  jumped  the  tall  chap  with  the  whiskers. 

The  'pothecary  he  turned  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and 
begun  to  cuss  and  swear  like  all  natur.  He  had 
plenty  of  time  to  let  his  wrathy  feelings  bile  over,  for 
it  was  more  than  three  hours  afore  the  green  buggy 
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waggon  driy  away  ag^n.  The  minit  it  was  out  of 
sights  the  'pothecary  snatched  up  his  hat  and  scooted 
across  the  street  like  a  crazy  critter.  Miss  Burgess 
was  a  sitting  in  her  leetle  back  room  dressed  out 
like  any  thing.  This  made  him  more  wrathy  than  he 
was  afore,  for  she  never  dressed  out  when  he  was  a 
coming,  so  he  went  straight  up  to  her,  and  sez  he, 
sort  of  wrathy, 

'^  Miss  Josephine  Bui^ss,  what  am  I  to  think  of 
this  ere  treatment  ?  " 

The  milliner  looked  up  as  innocent  as  a  kitten,  as 
if  she  hadn't  the  least  idee  what  he  meant. 

"  What  treatment  ?  "  sez  she,  as  mealy-mouthed  as 
could  be. 

The  'pothecary  felt  as  if  he  should  choke ;  he 
griped  his  hand,  and  the  words  came  out  of  his 
mouth  like  hot  bullets. 

"  Oh  you  perfidious  critter,  you  I"  sez  he,  "how 
can  you  look  in  my  face  arter  you've  been  a  sitting 
three  hull  hours  with  that  dam'd  nasty  tall  coot 
that  you  danced  with  all  the  time  last  night?" 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  more  than 
nothing.  I  danced  with  a  gentleman  last  night,  and 
he  has  been  here  this  morning,  but  I  raly  don't  see 
why  you  should  trouble  yourself  about  it,"  sez  Miss 
Josephine  a  taking  up  her  work,  and  a  beginning  to 
sew  as  easy  as  she  ever  did  in  her  life. 

The  'pothecary  was  so  mad,  he  couldn't  but  jest 
speak  out  loud,  "  Look  a  here.  Miss  Burgess,"  sez  he. 
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a  speaking  sort  of  hoarse,  **  aint  we  as  good  as  mar- 
ried ?  didn't  you  engage  yourself  to  me  ?  and  wasn't 
the  day  eenajest  sot  afore  that  consamed  etarnal 
baU?" 

**  Not  that  I  ever  knew  on,"  says  Miss  Burgees, 
a  pinning  a  pink  bow  on  to  a  bonnet  she  was  to 
work  on,  and  a  holding  it  out  to  see  how  it  looked; 
"  I  raly  don't  know  what  you  mean," 

The  'pothecary  begun  to  tremble  all  over,  he  was 
so  tamal  mad  to  see  her  setting  there  as  cool  as  a  cu- 
cumber. 

"  You  don't  know  what  I  mean,  do  you  ?  "  sez  he. 
"Look  a  here,  marm,  haint  I  been  to  see  you,  off  and 
on,  for  more  than  a  year  ?  Haint  I  footed  up  your 
books  and  made  out  bills  and  done  all  your  out-door 
bisness,  this  ever  so  long  ?  Haint  I  give  you  ounces 
on  ounces  of  jubube  paste,  emptied  a  hull  jar  of 
lemon  drops,  and  more  than  half  kept  you  in  pearl 
powder  and  cold  cream  ? 

"  Wal,  you  needn't  talk  so  loud  and  tell  every  body 
of  it,"  sez  the  milliner,  a  going  on  with  her  work  all 
the  time,  but  the  leetle  chap  had  got  his  grit  up,  and 
there  was  no  "  whoa"  to  him.  On  he  went  like  a 
a  house  a  fire. 

"Wasn't  it  me  that  stopped  you  from  taking 
them  are  dam'd  Brandreth's  pills  ?  Didn't  I  tell  you 
they  wam't  no  better  than  rank  pison,  and  that  no 
rale  lady  would  ever  think  of  stuflSng  herself  witi 
sich  humbug  trash  ?    Ill  be  choked !  if  I  don't  wish 
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I'd  let  you  ewaller  fifty  boxes  of  'em — I  wish  I  had 
—I  do  by  gracious  ! " 

" Don't  make  such  a  noise,"  sez  the  milliner;  "  it 
won't  do  no  good,  I  can  tell  you." 

"Wont  it  though  ?  wont  it  ?  I  ruther  guess  you'll 
find  out  in  the  end.  111  sue  you  for  a  breach  of  pro- 
mise— if  I  don't,  jest  tell  me  on't,  tHat's  all." 

The  'pothecary  was  a  going  on  to  say  a  good  deal 
more,  but  jest  as  he  begim  to  let  off  steam  agin, 
some  customers  come  into  the  front  shop.  Miss  Jo- 
sephine Burgess  put  down  her  work  and  went  out  as 
if  nothing  on  arth  had  happened.  The  'pothecary 
waited  a  few  minutes  a  biling  over  with  spite,  and 
then  he  kicked  a  bonnet  block  across  the  room,  upset 
a  chair,  and  cut  off  through  the  store  like  all  pos- 
sessed. The  milliner  was  a  bargaining  away  with 
her  customers  for  dear  life — she  looked  up  and  larfed 
a  little  easy,  as  the  poor  feller  streaked  through  the 
store,  and  that  was  all  she  cared  about  it. 

The  poor  coot  of  an  apothecary  went  over  to  his 
shop  and  slammed  the  door  tu,  hard  enough  to  shake 
the  house  down.  Then  he  went  back  of  the  counter, 
took  down  a  jar  full  of  corrosive  supplement,  and 
•  poured  some  on  it  out  in  a  tumbler,  but  somehow 
there  was  something  in  the  thought  of  dying  all  of  a 
siudden  that  didn't  exactly  come  up  to  his  idee  of 
comfort;  so  he  poured  back  the  pison  and  took  a 
mint  julep  instead, — that  sort  of  cooled  him  down  a 
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trifle ;  80  he  made  up  his  mind  to  put  off  drinking 
the  pison  till  by-am-by. 

Every  day  for  three  weeks  that  green  buggy  wag- 
gon^  and  the  tall  man  with  the  whiskers^  stopped  be- 
fore Miss  Josephine  Burgess's  door.  The  'pothecary 
grit  his  teeth  and  eyed  the  pison  with  an  awful  despe- 
rate look  every  'time  the  buggy  came  in  sight;  and 
when  he  heard  that  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was  a 
gitting  her  wedding  frock  made,  and  was  raly  a  going 
to  be  married  to  a  foreign  chap  as  rich  as  a  Jew, 
that  had  fallen  in  love  with  her  at  the  Tammany 
Ball,  he  filled  the  tumbler  agin  brimming  full,  and 
then  chucked  the  pison  in  the  grate,  and  said  he'd  be 
darned  if  he  made  sich  an  etamal  fool  of  himself  any 
longer;  the  critter  wasn't  worth  taking  a  dose  of 
salts  for,  much  less  a  tumbler  brim  full  of  pison. 
Arter  this,  he  bore  up  like  a  man ;  and  one  day  when 
he  saw  the  green  buggy  come  a  trifle  arlier  than  it 
ever  did  afore,  and  see  the  tall  chap  jump  out  all 
dressed  off  tu  kill,  with  white  gloves  on  and  a  white 
handkercher  a  streaming  out  of  his  coat  pocket,  he 
jest  put  his  teeth  together  and  looked  on  till  he  saw 
Miss  Josephine  Burgess  come  out  with  a  white  silk 
bonnet  on,  and  a  great  long  white  veil  a  streaming 
over  it,  and  see  her  take  a  seat  in  the  buggy  wa^n 
with  the  tall  man  in  whiskers.  It  wasn't  no  news  to 
him  when  he  heard  that  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  was 
married,  and  had  sold  out  her  shop;  but  when  he 
heard  that  the  young  gal  that  took  charge  of  the 


BT   JONATHAN  SLICK5   EBQ.  255 

work-room  had  got  some  relation  to  buy  out  the 
stock  for  her,  the  apothecary  brightened  up  Uke  any 
thing ;  and  he  was  heard  to  say,  that,  arter  all,  the 
young  gal  that  took  charge  of  the  work-room  wasn't 
to  be  grinned  at  in  a  fog :  for  his  part,  he  thought 
her  full  as  hamsome  as  Miss  Josephine  Burgess* 

There  was  no  two  ways  about  it,  — '■  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess  was  raly  married  to  the  tall  man  in  whiskers, 
and  she  had  sold  out  her  stock  in  trade  to  the  young 
gal  that  had  taken  charge  of  the  work-room.  About 
three  days  arter  the  wedding,  the  tall  man  with 
whiskers  sot  in  the  leetle  room  over  what  had  been 
Miss  Josephine  Burgess's  store,  and  she  that  had  been 
Miss  Josephine  Burgess  herself,  sot  in  the  tall  man's 
lap,  with  one  arm  round  his  neck.  Her  purty  slim 
fingers  had  been  a  playing  with  his  shiny  black  curls 
80  long,  that  some  of  the  black  color  come  off,  and 
made  them  leetle  fingers  look  sort  of  smutty.  Once 
in  a  while  the  bride  would  pat  the  tall  man's  cheek 
and  call  him  a  naughty  critter,  and  ask  him  how  many 
ladies  he'd  been  in  love  with  afore  he  see  her ;  and  the 
tall  man  would  say  —  **  not  one  upon  my  honor  1 "  at 
which  she  would  pat  his  cheek  agin,  and  say  she  didn't 
believe  a  word  on  it.  Then  the  tall  man  in  whiskers 
would  begin  to  look  as  if  he  raly  had  been  a  killing 
critter  with  the  women  folks,  and  would  say  that  he 
wouldn't  deny  it  —  he  had,  now  and  then,  his  leetle 
flirtations,  like  all  men  of  rale  fashion — but  he'd 
never  in  his  whole  life  took  sich  a  notion  to  a  critter 
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as  he  had  tu  her.  With  that  Miss  JcN9ephine  Burgess 
(that  was)  would  fling  both  of  her  arms  round  the  tall 
man's  neck^  and  declare  that  there  was  not  so  proud 
and  happy  a  critter  on  the  hull  arth  as  she  was. 

Wal,  arter  this,  the  tall  man  in  whiskers  took  hold 
of  the  chain  that  his  bride  had  round  her  neck,  and 
sez  he,  "  My  dear  love,  I  raly  can't  bear  to  see  you 
rigged  out  in  these  ere  old  fashioned  things.  When 
you  was  only  a  milliner  they  did  well  enough,  but  now 
yt)u  mustn't  wear  no  jewelry  that  aint  at  the  top  of 
the  notch ;  jest  pack  all  on  'em  up,  that  are  watch  of 
your'n  and  all,  and  I'll  go  and  swap  'em  off  for  a  set 
of  Mosaic  work.  When  I  take  you  hum  among  all 
my  folks,  they'd  larf  at  these  awk'ard  things." 

With  that  the  bride  began  to  look  streaked  enough ; 
so  she  sot  to  work  and  lugged  out  all  the  gold  things 
she  had ;  her  watch  and  great  heavy  chain,  and  ear 
rings,  and  ever  so  many  gim-cracks.  So  the  tall  man 
put  them  all  in  his  pocket  and  took  up  his  hat,  and 
sez  he,  "  I'll  soon  get  rid  of  these  ere  things,  and 
bring  you  something  worth  while." 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  that  was,  said  there  never 
was  so  kind  a  critter,  and  jest  to  let  her  see  that  ebe 
wasn't  much  out  in  saying  that  are,  he  cum  back  from 
the  door,  and  sez  he,  "  Seeing  as  I'm  a  going  out,  I 
may  as  well  take  that  are  leetle  sum  of  money  and  put 
it  in  some  bank  for  you ;  of  course,  I  don't  wan't  any 
thing  of  it,  but  it  raly  don't  seem  jest  safe  here,  among 
all  these  sewing  gals."    Miss  Josephine  Burgess  tbat 
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was^  went  to  her  chest  of  drawers  and  took  out  a  heap 
of  bank  bills^  and  give  them  to  him.  The  tall  man 
in  whiskers  put  the  bills  in  hie  trousers'  pockety  but- 
toned it  up  tighty  then  give  the  pocket  a  leetle 
slap,  and  was  a  going  out  agin.  But  Miss  Josephine 
Burgess  that  was,  she  follered  arter  and  sticking  her 
head  through  the  door,  she  sung  out  sort  of  easy,  and 
sez  she, 

"  My  dear  darling,  you've  forgot  something ! " 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  sez  the  tall  man  in  whiskers, 
and  he  looked  as  straight  as  a  loon's  leg;  "  what  is  it 
— any  more  jewelry,  my  pet?  " 

"  Can't  you  guess  ?  "  sez  Miss  Josephine  Burgess 
that  was,  sort  of  sly,  a  twisting  her  head  a  one  side, 
and  pressing  out  her  mouth  awfiil  tempting. 

"  Oh  1 "  sez  the  man  in  whiskers,  and  then  there 
was  a  leetle  noise  as  if  a  bottle  of  Newark  cider  had 
been  uncorked,  kinder  easy. 

"  You'll  come  right  straight  back,  dear  ?  "  sez  Miss 
Josephine  Burgess  that  was,  a  running  to  the  door 
agin  —  **  you  will,  won't  you  ?  " 

<*  Sartinly,  my  sweet  love,"  sez  the  tall  man  in 
whiskers,  a  stopping  on  the  stairs  and  kissing  her 
hand  over  the  railing. 

"  By-by  I "  sez  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  that  was. 

"By-by  I  "  sez  the  tall  man  in  whiskers. 

Miss  Josephine  Burgess  that  was,  sot  by  the  win- 
dow, and  looked  arter  the  tall  man  till  he  got  eena- 
most  down  to  Chatham  square.     She  waited  a  hull 
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hoar  and  he  didn't  come  back ;  then  she  waited  two 
hours ;  then  all  night ;  and  the  next  week,  and  the 
next,  till  she'd  been  a  waiting  three  hull  months, — 
and  arter  all,  the  tall  man  in  whiskers  didn't  seem  to 
hurry  himself  a  bit 

About  a  year  arter  the  Tammany  baU^  the  leetle 
'pothecary  was  sitting  in  the  back  room  of  what  once 
was  Miss  Josephine  Burgess's  milliner  store  —  his 
wife,  that  used  to  take  charge  of  the  work-room,  stood 
close  by ;  and  the  'pothecary  was  a  looking  over  his 
wife's  day  book.  Jest  as  he  was  a  adding  up  a  tamal 
long  row  of  figures,  one  of  the  hands  come  down  stairs 
and  was  a  going  out 

^^Look  a  here  Miss  Josephine  Burgess,  or  Miss 
what's  your  name,"  sez  the  'pothecary,  **if  you're  de- 
termined to  go  home  jest  the  minit  your  hour  is  up, 
these  hurrying  times,  it's  my  idee  that  you'd  better 
look  out  for  some  other  shop  to  work  in." 

The  color  riz  up  in  the  poor  woman's  face,  but  it 
was  her  turn  to  be  snubbed  and  drove  about,  without 
daring  to  say  her  soul  was  her  own.  So  instead  of 
riling  up,  she  spoke  as  meek  as  could  be,  and  sez  she, 
"  I  aint  very  well,  I've  got  a  dreadful  headache." 

"Cant  help  that,"  sez  the  'pothecary,  "  we  pay  you 
twenty  shillings  a  week,  fust  rate  wages,  to  worky  so 
you  may  jest  step  back  to  the  work-room  with  your 
headache,  or  I'll  dock  off  fifty  cents  when  it  comes 
Saturday  night  if  you  don't  Go,  trollop !  —  I'll  have 
you  to  know  you  aint  mistress  in  this  shop,  or  master 
neither." 
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Miss  Josephine  Burgess  had  a  temper  of  her  own^ 
but  she  owed  for  her  board,  and  so  choked  in,  and 
went  up  stairs  as  mad  as  all  natur. 

The  apothecary's  wife  was  a  good-hearted  critter, 
and  it  raly  made  her  feel  bad  to  see  her  old  boss  used  sa 

"  Don't  speak  so  to  her,"  sez  she  to  the  'pothecarj, 
"she  raly  looks  tired  and  sick;  don't  hurt  her  feelings." 

"  Humbug ! "  sez  the  'pothecary,  stretching  himself 
up,  and  a  buttoning  his  trousers'  pocket  as  pompous 
as  could  be,  ^^  humbug !  what  bisness  have  sewing  gals 
with  feelings  ?  " 

"  I  was  a  sewing  gal  once,"  sez  the  'pothecary's 
wife. 

"  Yes  —  and  how  did  that  darned  stuck-up  critter 
use  you?  tell  me  that,"  sez  he. 

The  'pothecary's  wife  didn't  answer;  but  the 
minit  her  husband  had  gone  out  she  went  into  the 
kitchen,  and  took  a  bowl  of  ginuine  hot  tea  up  to  the 
work-room.  Miss  Josephine  Burgess  that  was,  sot 
on  a  stool,  looking  as  mad  as  a  march  hare ;  she  began 
to  sew  as  soon  as  the  'pothecary's  wife  come  in,  as 
grouty  as  could  be ;  but  when  the  kind  critter  gin  her 
the  bowl  of  tea,  and  told  her  it  would  be  good  for  her 
head-ache,  the  poor  sewing  girl  boo-hooed  right  out 
a  crying. 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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To  Mr.  Zephaniah  SUck,  Jugtiee  of  the  Peaee,  and  Deacon  of  the 
CAurcA,  over  to  Weatherafiddy  in  the  State  of  Connectieui. 

DeabPab^ 

Wal,  alter  writing  that  story  about  the  Bowery 
Maimer,  I  begun  to  think  York  was  a  going  to  be 
rather  too  hot  to  hold  me.  All  the  boss  milliners  in 
York  got  into  a  tantrum  and  kicked  up  sich  a  darned 
rumpus  that  I  raly  begun  to  be  afear'd  that  they'd 
cmn  down  to  my  office  in  Cherrynstreet,  and  get  up 
a  fourth  of  July  oration  or  a  she  caucus,  and  girt  me 
to  death  in  a  pair  of  them  darned  French  corsets. 
But  the  peaked  leetle  working  gals,  they  were  eena- 
most  tickled  to  death  with  that  story,  and  there  wam't 
no  eend  to  the  hamsome  sweet  fitters  that  cum  to 
my  office  a  crying  and  yet  half  a  smiling,  to  thanl; 

VOL.  II.  B 


2  HIGH  LIFE   IN  NEW  TOKK. 

me  for  taking  up  on  their  side.  One  thing,  thougli, 
made  me  feel  bad  enough.  That  etamal  leetle  stuck 
up  old  maid  got  so  allfired  wrothy  that  she  turned 
Susan  Bead  out  of  her  place,  and  cheated  her  out  of 
some  of  her  wages  too.  Dam  her  I  it  makes  me 
gritty  only  jest  to  think  on  it.  But  she'd  better  look 
out,  I  can  tell  her ;  for  if  I  take  her  up  agin,  consam 
me  I  if  I  don't  use  her  up  till  she  aint  bigger  than  the 
tip  eend  of  a  pine  stick  whittled  down  to  nothing. 

Wal,  as  the  spring  come  on  I  began  to  git  peaked, 
and  every  morning  felt  sort  of  wamblecropped  in  my 
stomach  when  I  woke  up.  I  s'pose  it  was  cause  I 
couldn't  git  pork  and  dandelines,  and  prime  fresh 
young  onions  right  out  of  the  arth,  as  I  used  tu  to 
hum.  The  editors  of  the  Express,  they  wanted  me 
to  take  an  emetic,  but  I  told  'em  I  couldn't  think  of 
sich  a  thing,  it  was  agin  natur.  I  looked  sort  of  so- 
lemn, jest  as  I  always  do  when  they  use  any  of  them 
French  words  that  I  don't  understand,  and  made  up 
my  mind  to  look  in  Boyer's  Dictionary,  and  find  out 
the  meaning  of  emetic,  the  fiidt  ^ing  arter  I  got 
hum. 

«  Wal,"  sez  they,  "  if  you  don't  like  that,  Mr.  SKck, 
s'posing  you  take  a  trip  to  the  Seat  of  Gineral  Go- 
vernment, and  see  how  them  Loco  Foco  chaps  are  a 
carrying  on  there^  it'll  answer  all  the  same." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  iaxter  thinking  it  all  over  in  amest, 
^^  it  seems  to  me  as  if  I  was  kinder  hankering  arter 
the  green  trees  and  the  grass  and  cows,  and  the  wind 
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that  comes  straight  down  from  heaven^  where  you 
can  breathe  it  out  on  your  own  hook,  and  not  take  it 
second  hand,  as  we  do  in  York.  I  raly  think  I  should 
feel  like  a  new  critter  if  I  could  only  go  hum  a  spell 
and  weed  the  young  onions.**  With  that  I  begun  to 
think  about  the  humsted,  and  how  it  was  a  gitting 
towards  planting  time ;  and  think,  sez  I,  par  11  miss 
me  about  these  times,  and  marm  too,  for  she  wont 
have  any  body  to  do  her  milking  when  it  rains,  nor  to 
bring  water,  and  du  up  all  the  leetle  chores  that  I  aTrs 
did  for  her.  Then  I  seemed  to  see  our  orchard  all  a 
leaving  out  thick,  and  kivered  over  with  apple  blows ; 
and  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  was  a  setting  on  the  stun 
wall,  jest  as  I  used  to  when  I  was  a  leetle  shaver,  a 
looking  how  fast  the  grass  grew,  and  a  wondering 
how  long  it  would  be  afore  green  apple  time.  There 
was  the  well  crotch  and  the  pole,  and  the  bucket  a 
hanging  to  it,  as  plain  as  day,  and  the  peach  tree  that 
grows  by  it  chuck  full  of  purty  pink  blows.  There 
was  you,  a  gitting  out  the  oxen  to  go  to  ploughing ; 
and  there  was  marm,  out  in  the  meadow  at  the  back 
door,  a  picking  plantin  leaves  for  greens,  with  her  old 
smi  bonnet  on,  and  a  tin  pail  to  put  the  greens  in. 

Oh  dear,  how  humsdck  I  did  feel  I  I  could  a  boo- 
hooed  right  out,  if  it  would  a  done  any  good,  when  I 
sort  of  come  tu,  and  found  out  that  I  was  setting  in 
the  Express  office,  with  nothii^  but  picters  of  that 
old  critter,  Gineral  Harrison,  and  a  heap  of  news- 
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papers  scattered  every  which  way  over  the  floor,  to 
look  at. 

"  Wal,"  sez  the  editor,  sez  he,  «  Mr.  Slick,  what 
do  you  think  about  it  ?  you  raly  ought  to  go  to  Wash- 
ington, to  see  the  President  and  the  lions." 

I  put  one  leg  over  t'other,  and  winked  my  eyelids 
for  fear  he'd  see  how  near  I  come  to  crying ;  and 
arter  a  leetle  while,  sez  I — 

'*  I  haint  no  kind  of  doubt  that  that  are  Wash- 
ington is  a  smasher  of  a  city ;  but  somehow,  if  you'd 
jest  as  livs,  I'd  a  leetle  ruther  go  hum." 

"  Yes,"  sez  he,  "  I  haint  the  least  doubt  on  it ; 
but  then,  if  you  git  out  of  the  city,  it  don't  make 
much  difference  which  way  you  go." 

I  see  that  he'd  made  up  his  mind  to  have  his  own 
way ;  but  think,  sez  I,  you  don't  git  it  without  an- 
other tough  pull,  anyhow ;  so  sez  I  — 

'^  I  raly  feel  as  if  I  must  doctor  a  leetle ;  and  when 
a  feller  feels  tuckered  out,  or  down-hearted,  there  is 
no  place  like  hum,  if  it's  ever  so  humly, — and  no- 
body can  take  care  of  a  feller  like  his  own  maim* 
Now  I  know  jest  how  itil  be — the  minit  I  git  hum, 
the  old  woman  will  go  to  making  root-beer;  shell 
sarch  all  over  the  woods  for  saxafax-buds  to  make  tea 
on,  and  there'll  be  no  eend  to  the  snake-root  and 
fennel-seed  bitters  that  shell  make  me  drink.  I  raly 
feel  as  if  I  must  go ;  so  don't  you  say  any  more  about 
it,"  sez  I ;  <^  I  shall  come  back  agin  as  bright  as  a 
new  dollar." 
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If  there  is  any  thing  on  arth  that  holds  on  hard, 
it's  a  York  editor ;  a  lamper-eel  is  nothing  to  one  on 
'em.  They'd  have  their  own  way,  if  the  Old  Nick 
himself  stood  afore  them  as  big  as  the  side  of  the 


By-am-by,  the  hull  truth  come  out ;  sez  the  editor, 
sez  he,  a  speaking  as  soft  and  mealy-mouthed  as  could 
be,  sez  he — 

"  But,  Mr.  Slick,  you  can't  write  any  letters  for 
us  in  Weathersfield ;  so  jest  make  up  your  mind  to 
start  right  off.     You  can  go  himi  any  time." 

^^  But  I  want  to  doctor,"  sez  I. 

"  Oh,  take  a  box  of  Sherman's  cough  lozengers," 
sez  he,  a  smiling ;  *'  they  cured  you  last  winter,  you 
know."  With  that,  he  let  off  a  stream  of  soft  sodder, 
sez  he,  **  A  man  of  your  talents  oughtn't  to  bury  him- 
self in  the  country, — the  members  of  Congress  are 
all  a-tiptoe  to  see  you,  and  so  are  the  gals  in  Wash- 
ington—  the  Russian  elbassador's  wife,  and  all  on 
'em." 

It  wam't  in  human  natur  to  stand  a^n  this ;  so  I 
sort  of  relented, 

"  Oh,  you're  a  joking,"  sez  I,  a  hitching  on  my 
chair ;  "  I  don't  raly  s'pose  the  Washington  gals  ever 
heard  of  me  in  their  hull  lives." 

**  Haint  they,  though,"  sez  he. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  should  kinder  like  tu  go,  jest  to 
see  what  Congress  people  look  like,  I've  a  sort  of  a 
notion  that  mebby  I  shall  run  for  Congress-man  my- 
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self  one  of  these  days.  I  don't  believe  there's  a  feller 
in  all  York  better  qualified.  When  I  come  away 
from  Weathersfield,  I  could  lick  any  feller  there,  big 
or  leetle ;  and  I've  a  sort  of  a  notion  that  I  can  dress 
out  any  of  them  yarmints  in  the  capitol,  if  they  do 
practice  a  leetle  more  than  I  du." 

The  editor  of  the  Express,  he  larfed  a  leetle  easy, 
and  sez  he,  **  "Well,  Mr.  Slick,  it's  all  settled  then— 
and  the  sooner  you  start  the  better." 

'*  I'll  think  about  it,"  sez  !• 

Wal,  I  went  back  tu  the  office  and  sot  down,  kinder 
loth  tu  go  so  far  from  hum  as  Washington  City,  and 
yet  anxious  to  oblige  the  editor  of  the  Express;  but 
all  I  could  du,  thoughts  of  the  humsted  kept  a  crowd« 
ing  intu  my  mind  till  I  couldn'*t  stand  it  no  longer, 
but  kivered  up  my  face  with  both  of  my  hands  and 
took  tu  crying  like  a  sick  baby.  Jest  then — while 
I  was  a  feeling  dreadfully — somebody  opened  the 
door  of  my  office,  and  in  walked  Captin  Doolittle 
with  his  hand  out,  and  a  grinning  from  ear  tu  ear  as 
if  he  was  eenajest  tickled  tu  death  tu  see  me  agin. 

I  jiunped  right  up  and  shook  hands  with  him,  while 
I  turned  my  face  away  and  wiped  my  eyes  with  the 
cuff  of  my  coat,  for  I  felt  ashamed  to  let  him  ketck 
me  a  crying. 

But  there  is  no  cheating  that  old  coot,  he's  wide 
awake  as  a  night  hawk* 

**  Jonathan,"  sez  he,  ''what's  the  matter? — you 
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look  as  thin  as  a  shad  in  rammer — consam  me  I  if  I 
don't  believe  you  have  been  boo-hooing." 

**  You've  lost  your  guess  this  time,"  sez  I,  a  trying 
to  put  on  a  stiff  upper  lip. 

The  old  feller,  he  looked  in  my  face,  and  then  agin 
on  the  cuff  of  my  coat — th^i  he  folded  his  arm  and 
stepped  back  and  eyed  me  all  over,  and  sez  he  at 
last, 

"  Jonathan,  one  thing  is  sartin,  either  you've  been 
a  crying,  or  you've  told  a  whopper  to  your  old  friend, 
or—" 

"  Or  what  ?"  sez  I,  wiping  the  cuff  of  my  coat  on 
my  trousers'  leg — **  or  what  ?" 

"Or  your  deginerated  —  degineratedl"  sez  he, 
"  de^nerated  from  the  Weathersfield  stock  I" 

"  Wal,  I  don't  seem  to  understand  how  you'll  make 
that  out,"  sez  I. 

"  Jonathan,"  sez  he,  as  amest  as  could  be,  ^^  there 
was  tears  in  your  eyes  jest  as  I  come  in,  and  you  was 
ashamed  on  'em. — Now,  sich  tears  as  a  smart,  honest 
young  man  may  feel  in  his  eyes  naturally,  are  nothing 
to  be  ashamed  on ;  when  he  gets  to  thinking  of  hum 
or  dd  friends,  or  perhaps  them  that  are  dead  and 
gone, — the  drops  that  come  up  unawares  to  moisten 
his  eyes  are  wholesome  to  his  natur.  I've  seen  the 
time,  Jonathan,  when  a  minister's  prayer  didn't  seem 
half  so  easing  to  the  heart.  An  honest  chap  might 
as  well  feel  streaked  about  saying  the  Lord's  Prayer; 
for  the  tears  that  thinking  of  them  that  we  love  sets 
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a  going,  have  eenamost  as  much  religion  in  'em  as 
singing  and  praying,  and  going  to  meeting  altogether. 
Prayer,  Jonathan,  prayer  falls  upon  the  natur  like 
the  warm  sun  on  a  patch  of  young  onions — and  tearsi 
ginuine  tears  that  come  firom  tender  thoughts,  Jona- 
than, dam  me  if  they  aint  the  rain  that  keeps  the 
young  shoots  green.  You  wouldn't  have  been  scared 
about  my  seeing  sich  tears,  Jonathan,  and  I  know 
you've  got  tu  much  grit  for  any  other — you  aint  the 
chap  to  snuffle  and  cry  because  things  go  crooked 
with  you — I'm  sartin  of  that," 

"  I  reckon  you  may  be,"  sez  I. 

'^  Wal,  Jonathan,"  says  the  captin^  a  folding  his 
arms  close  up  to  the  red  shirt  that  kivered  his  bosom, 
"  there  aint  but  one  way  of  accounting  for  it.  I 
never  would  a  believed  it,  but  you've  deginerated. 
These  Yorkers  have  lamed  you  to  be  ashamed  of 
eating  onions  —  it's  jest  arter  dinner  time — I  see 
through  it  all — you've  been  a  thinking  of  hum,  and 
tried  a  raw  onion  for  once — your  eyes  aint  used  to 
it  now,  and  that's  what  makes  'em  so  red  and  misty. 
I've  seen  the  time,  Jonathan  Slick,  when  you  could 
a  cut  up  a  hull  peck  without  winking ;  I've  seen  you 
cronch  one  like  a  meller  apple ;  and  now  arter  liTiog 
in  York,  this  is  the  eend  on't." 

'^  Come,  captin^"  sez  I,  a  holding  out  my  hand, 
<^  don't  make  a  coot  of  yourself,  I  can  eat  a  raw  onion 
without  winking  as  well  as  ever  I  could.  Seeing  as 
you  can  peak  so  consamed  far  into  a  miU-stun,  I  may 
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as  well  own  up^  and  settle  the  hash  to  once.  Tve  been 
kinder  peaked  and  hum-sick  ever  smce  spring  opened. 
I  sot  down  here  all  alone,  got  to  thinking  of  old  times 
and  things  to  hum,  and  that  sort  of  made  me  cry^ 
afore  I  knew  it ;  that's  the  hull  truth,  and  Fd  jest  as 
livs  you  knew  it  as  not." 

Captin  Doolittle,  he  gin  my  hand  a  grip,  and 
sez  he,  ^'  that's  right,  Jonathan,  own  up  like  a  man, 
I  see  intu  it  now — hum-sick  as  git  out — just  what 
I  wanted.  The  old  sloop  is  ready  to  sail  right  off 
—pack  up  your  saddle-bags,  jump  aboard,  and  well 
be  in  Weathersfield  in  less  than  no  time.  Your  par 
and  mar,  and  Judy  White,  and  all  the  folks  tu  hum 
will  be  tickled  eenamost  tu  death  to  see  you." 

I  felt  my  heart  jump  right  intu  my  mouth,  but  it 
snnk  agin  like  a  chunk  of  lead  when  I  thought  that  I'd 
eenajest  agreed  to  go  tu  Washington.  "  Captin," 
sez  I,  "  I'm  afeared  I  can't  go — I've  nigh  about  pro- 
mised to  go  tu  Washington  City." 

"Washington  City  bedam'dl"  sez  he,  a  going 
intu  my  back  room  and  a  lugging  out  my  saddle-bags ; 
"  Washington  City  can't  hold  a  candle  tu  Weathers- 
field  this  time  of  the  year.  You  can't  think  how 
fresh  and  green  everything  looks ;  the  square  before 
the  meeting  house  is  as  green  as  grass  can  be — the 
lilac  trees  in  front  of  the  hmnsted  are  all  in  full  blow 
—  we've  had  young  lettuce  and  pepper-grass  there 
these  three  weeks — think  of  that  I  with  good  sharp 
vmegar,  plenty  of  pepper  and  salt,  and  a  sprinkle  of 
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young  onion-tops  nuxed  in  jest  as  they  come  from 
the  patch  by  the  eend  of  the  bam, — Gosh,  but  don't 
it  make  your  mouth  water  only  to  think  on  it,  Jonar 
than!" 

^^  I  swow,  captin,  there's  no  standing  it;  I  must 
go." 

**  Sartinly  you  must — the  old  woman  would  go 
off  the  handle  if  I  should  come  back  without  you ;  and 
Judy  White  — .  That  Judy  is  a  nation  hamsome  gal, 
Jonathan.  She  told  me  tu  jest  mention  that  the 
orchard  over  agin  the  house  was  in  full  blow,  and 
every  tree  chuck  full  of  robins'  nests.  You  can  smell 
that  orchard  half  a  mile  off,  Jonathan;  but  Judy  says 
it  kinder  makes  her  molencholy  tu  see  the  trees  a 
budding  out  so  agin,  and  the  birds  a  singin  from 
momin  to  night  among  'em,  and  nobody  tu  enjoy  it 
but  her." 

"  ril  go,  by  gouly  offalus  1— I'll  go,"  sez  I,  «  but 
what  will  the  editors  of  the  Express  say,"  sez  I,  feelin 
all  over  in  spots  about  goin  off  so. 

"  The  Express  go  tu  grass!"  sez  Captan  Doolittk, 
a  crowding  my  pepper-and-salt  trousers  intu  the 
saddle-bags. 

'^  Jest  so,"  sez  I,  a  helping  him  strap  up  the  bags 
— **  m  write  a  letter  hum  to  say  I'm  jest  a  startin, 
and  send  it  through  the  Express,  and  that  will  let 
the  editors  know  what  I've  detarmined  on." 

"  Jest  so,"  sez  Captin  Doolittle,  "  and  I  guess  111 
go  down  to  the  sloop  with  the  saddle-bags.    I  onj 
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jest  got  in  last  nighty  took  out  the  ladin  this  morning, 
and  we  shall  be  a  cuttin  down  the  East  river  afore 
sunset;  quick  work^  I  reckon;  don't  you  think  so, 
Jonathan?" 

"  I  should  nither  think  it  was,"  sez  I. 

^^Wal,"  aez  he,  a  shoulderin  the  saddle-bags, 
*^  write  off  the  letter,  and  come  right  down.  You 
mustn't  let  the  grass  grow  under  your  feet,  no^  I 
tell  you.  Your  marm  will  be  about  the  tickledest 
critter  that  you  ever  sot  eyes  on,  when  you  git  back 
agin— she's  got  a  hull  lot  of  winter  apples  saved  up 
yit  agin  you  cum,  I  wish  you  could  a  seen  the  old 
critter  a  knittin  away  all  the  long  winter  evenings  tu 
git  you  a  hull  grist  of  socks  made  up ;  she  seamed 
every  darned  one  on  'em  clear  through,  jest  because 
it  was  for  you,  Jonathan." 

"  You  don't  say  so !"  sez  I,  kinder  half  cry  in 
agin ;  **  now  du  git  out,  will  you  ?  I  want  tu  write 
my  letter." 

With  that,  the  Captin  he  went  off,  saddle-bags  and 
alL  I  sot  dowlx  and  wrote  off  this  letter  about  the 
quickest,  I  can  tell  you.  I  shall  send  it  up  to  the 
Express  office,  and  if  we  have  good  luck,  it  wont 
be  long  arter  you  git  it  afore  you  will  shake  hands 
with  us. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 


B  6 
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LETTER  XVIIL 

JONATHAN  SLICK  RETURNED. 

Jonathan's  arrival  m  new  tork  fboh  the  onion  beds 

AT     WEATHERSFIELD. JONATHAN    PUTS    UP    AT    THE 

ASTOR  HOUSE. — HIS  NOTION  OP  THAT   GREAT  HEAP  OF 

INTONES. — Jonathan's  ideas  op  a  new  tork  cab,  and 

THE  USUAL  QUARREL  OP  A  STRANGER  WITH  CABMEN.— 
A  SENSATION  IS  CREATED  AT  THE  ASTOR. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  At 
Church,  over  to  Weatherefield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Par, 

Here  I  am  down  in  York  agin,  as  large  as  life 
and  as  springy  as  a  steel  trap.  Hurra !  but  don't  it 
make  a  feller  feel  as  suple  as  a  green  walnut  gad,  to 
have  these  stun  side  walks  under  his  shoe  leather 
once  more  1  I  raly  felt  as  if  I  could  a'most  have 
jumped  over  the  housen,  eend  foremost,  I  was  so  glad 
to  git  ashore  at  Peck  Slip,  Captin  Doolittle,  he 
kept  his  gab  a  going,  a  hull  hour,  a  trying  to  make 
out  it  wam't  worthy  a  ginuine  Yankee  to  hanker 
after  the  York  big  bugs  so.  Wow  my  opinion  is, 
Captin  Doolittle  ain't  no  bad  judge  of  onions  and 
other  garden  sarse,  and  he  did  run  the  old  sloop 
down  here  as  slick  as  grease,  but  when  he  sets  him- 
self up  to  talk  about  genteel  society,  he  raly  is  green. 


BT   JONATHAN  SLICK,  ESQ.  13 

Look  a  here,  par,  did  I  ever  tell  you  what  a  look- 
ing place  that  Astor  House  is?  If  I  didn't,  jest  70U 
suppose  that  all  the  stun  walls  in  old  Connecticut 
had  been  hewed  down  as  smooth  as  glass,  and  heaped 
together,  one  a-top  of  t'other,  over  two  acres  of 
clearing,  up,  and  up,  half  away  to  the  sky,  and  a 
leetle  over ;  suppose  then  the  hull  etamal  great  heap 
cut  up  into  winders  and  doors,  with  almighty  great 
slabs  of  stun  piled  up  for  steps,  and  pillars  standing 
on  eend,  on  the  top,  to  hold  them  down — bigger 
than  the  highest  oak  tree  you  ever  sot  eyes  on,  and 
then  you  have  some  idee  what  a  whopping  consam 
that  Astor  House  is. 

At  fust  I  felt  a  leetle  skeery  at  going  to  board 
there,  for  think,  sez  I,  if  they  charge  according  to  the 
size  of  the  house,  I  guess  it  11  make  my  puss  strings 
ache ;  bu.t,  think,  sez  I  agin,  the  best  taverns,  accord* 
ing  to  my  experience,  all'rs  charge  the  leastest  prices, 
I  will  give  'em  a  try  any  how. 

I  gin  a  cufiy  on  the  wharf  two  cents  to  go  and  get 
a  carriage  for  me,  for  I  meant  to  du  the  thing  up  in 
genteel  style,  and  cut  the  huU  figger  when  I  once 
begun.  Besides,  the  cabin  was  so  stived  up  with 
onion  barrels  and  heaps  of  red  cabbages,  besides  the 
turnips  and  winter  squashes,  that  I  hadn't  no  room 
to  fix  up  in  till  I  got  a  hum  somewhere  else,  and  my 
dandy  clothes  have  got  a  leetle  the  worse  for  wear, 
and  don't  cut  quite  so  much  of  a  dash  as  they  used 
tu,    I  hadn't  but  jest  time  to  rub  them  down  a  trifle 
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with  a  handful  of  oat  straw,  that  I  took  from  one  of 
the  winter  apjde  barrels,  and  to  slick  down  my  hair  a 
few,  with  both  my  hands,  when  the  nigger  cum  back 
and  said  he  couldn't  find  a  carriage,  but  he'd  got  a 
fust  rate  cab. 

Sartinly  that  cab  was  one  of  the  damdest  queer 
animals  that  ever  run  arter  a  boss.  It  looked  like  a 
set  of  stairs  on  wheels,  with  a  great  overgrown  leather 
trunk  sot  on  eend  half  way  up,  with  the  lid  turned 
over  one  side.  The  horse  was  hitched  to  the  lower* 
most  step,  and  on  the  top  step  of  all,  dear  back,  sot 
a  feller  histed  up  in  the  air  with  a  great  long  whip, 
and  lines  that  reached  dear  over  the  hull  consam  to 
the  horse's  head,  and  this  chap  was  the  driver;  but 
he  look'd  as  if  he'd  been  sot  there  wrong  eend  fore- 
most, and  felt  awfully  streaked  and  top-heavy  about 
it.  It  raly  was  curious  to  watch  the  chap  as  he  laid 
his  lines  on  the  top  of  the  box  and  crept  down  stairs 
to  stow  away  my  saddle-bags,  and  the  hair  trunk, 
that  marm  ^  me.  When  he'd  got  through,  I  jest 
lifted  one  foot  from  the  ground,  and  there  I  sot  in  a 
little  cushioned  pen,  like  a  rooster  in  a  strange  coop, 
or  a  rat  in  an  empty  meal  bin.  The  feller  slam'd  tu 
the  door  and  went  up  the  steps  behind  agin,  then  I 
ketched  sight  of  the  lines  a  dangling  over  head,  like 
a  couple  of  ribbon  snakes  a  twisting  about  in  the 
sunshine ;  and  away  we  went  trundling  along  like  a 
great  oversized  whedbarrow,  with  a  horse  before^  ft 
driver  behind,  and  a  poor  unfortuoate  critter  like  me 
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cooped  in  the  middle,  with  a  trunk  and  pair  of  saddle^ 
bags  for  company. 

Well,  on  we  went,  hitch-a-te-hitch,  jerk-a-ty-jerk, 
through  the  carts  and  horses  till  we  got  out  of  the 
slip,  and  then  we  kept  on  a  leede  more  regular,  till 
by-and-bj  the  horse  he  stopped  all  of  himself  jest 
afoie  the  Astor  House. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I  to  the  driver,  a  feeling  in  my  trou- 
sers'' pocket  for  a  ninepence,  —  for  the  nigger  told 
me  that  them  new  fangled  cabs  had  sot  up  a  sort  of 
cheap  opposition  to  the  hacks — so  sez  I, 

«  Wal,  what's  the  damage  ?  " 

"  Only  a  dollar,*  sez  he,  a  giving  my  saddle-bags 
and  trunk  a  jerk  onto  the  stepa,  and  eyeing  my  old 
dandy  clothes  sort  of  supercilious,  as  if  he  thought  it 
would  be  a  tough  job  for  me  to  hand  over  the  chink. 
I  begun  to  rile  up  a  leetle,  but  arter  a  nunit  I  hap- 
pened to  think  that  no  ginuine  gentleman  ever  gits 
mad  with  £dch  a  ruff-scuff,  so  I  jest  looked  in  his  face, 
and  sez  I, 

«  How  you  talk  1" 

With  that  I  gin  him  a  quarter  of  a  dollar,  for  i 
didn't  want  to  be  mean ;  but  the  varmint  begun  to 
bluster  up  as  if  he  wanted  to  kick  up  a  tantrum.  I 
didn't  seem  to  mind  it,  but  the  critter  hung  on  yit  for 
a  hull  dollar,  like  a  dog  to  a  sassafras  root^  and  when 
some  waiters  cum  down  and  took  away  my  things, 
he  follered,  and  ketching  hold  of  the  saddle-bags,  said 
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the  things  shouldn't  go  till  he'd  got  his  pay.    With 
that  I  went  up  to  him  agin,  and  eez  I, 

**  Make  yomself  scarce,  yon  etarnal  mean  coot!  or 
m  ^Ye  you  the  pmtyest  specimen  of  Weathersfield 
scde  leather  that  you  eyer  sot  eyes  on,— one  that  11  send 
you  up  them  wheelbarrow  steps  of  your'n  swifter  than 
you  cum  down,  a  dam'd  sight.  You  needn't  look  at 
me,  ^-Fm  in  amest,  and  Fll  du  it,  or  my  name  amt 
Jonathan  Stick." 

Oh  human  natur'  I  how  the  yarmint  wilted  down 
when  I  said  this ;  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  sez  he,  — 
as  mean  as  a  frozen  potater,  — says  he, 

''  I  didn't  know  as  it  was  you." 

''  I  rather  guess  you  didn't,"  says  L 

The  feller  seemed  to  feel  so  sheepish  that  it  sort  of 
mollified  me,  and  so  I  up  and  gave  him  another  four- 
pence-ha'penny.  With  that  I  went  up  the  steps,  up 
and  up  till  I  cum  to  a  great  long  stun  hall  that 
reached  tu  all  creation,  with  a  kind  of  a  bar-room  at 
one  eend.  It  was  a  sort  of  a  stun  side-walk  shut  up 
in  a  house,  for  lots  of  men  were  talking  and  walking 
about  as  easy  as  if  they'd  been  in  the  street.  I  went 
up  to  the  bar-room,  where  a  chap  sot  with  sour  looks, 
as  if  he  felt  to  hmn  all  oyer,  and  says  I  — 

"  Do  you  take  in  boarders  here  ?  " 

The  chap  looked  at  me  from  the  top  of  my  head 
to  the  sole  of  my  foot,  as  if  he'd  neyer  seen  a  fufl- 
sized  Yankee  in  his  life ;  and  after  fidgeting  about, 
says  he  — 
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"  Yes,  we  du  sometimes,  but  mebby  youVe  mis- 
took the  place.'' 

"I  reckon  not,"  says  I.  "  How  much  du  you  charge 
a  week  ?  I  paid  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents  down  in 
Cherry  Street,  but  I  s'pose  you  go  as  high  as  four 
dollars,  or  say  four  fifty." 

The  feller  looked  sort  of  flustered:  so  think,  says 
I,  I  haint  gdt  up  to  the  notch  yet,  so  111  give  one 
more  hist. 

"  Wal,  sir,  it  goes  agin  the  grain ;  but  seeing  as 
it's  the  Astor  House,  per'aps  I  might  give  as  high  as 
five  dollars,  if  you'd  throw  in  the  washing.  I  aint 
bard  on  clothes,  say  a  shirt  and  three  dickeys,  with 
a  pair  of  yam  socks  a  week,  and  a  silk  hankercher 
once  a  fortnight.  I  shall  have  to  be  a  trifle  extraya- 
gant  in  that  line." 

The  feller  grew  red  in  the  face,  and  looked  as  if 
he  was  tickled  tu  death  at  gitting  sich  an  ofier. 
Think,  sez  I,  I  hope  to  gracious  I  haint  made  a  coot 
of  myself,  and  bid  up  too  high.  I  got  so  consamed 
before  the  chap  spoke,  that  I  sort  of  wanted  to  git  ofi* 
edgeways.  There  was  a  great  day-book  a  lying  by 
him,  and  sez  I  — 

**  I  see  you  trust  out  board  by  your  books ;  but 
I'm  ready  to  hand  over  every  Saturday  night ;  so 
per'aps  you'll  take  less  for  cash." 

The  feller  sort  of  choked  in  a  larf,  and  sez  he,  — 

^^  That  ain't  a  day-book,  only  one  we  keep  for 
folks  that  come  here  to  write  down  their  names  in." 
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Think,  sez  I,  I  guess  I'll  write  1x17  name,  and  then 
hell  see  that  he's  got  hold  of  a  cute  hand  for  a 
bargain,  and  may  dock  off  a  trifle  on  that  are  five 
doUars. 

"  O,"  sez  I,  "  that's  it  1  well,  giv€  us  hold  here, 
and  111  write  my  name  right  off  for  you." 

The  feller  handed  oyer  the  pen.  I  stretched  out 
my  right  arm,  turned  the  cuff  of  my  cOat  over,  flou- 
rished off  a  long  tailed  J,  till  the  ink  spattered  all 
over  the  book ;  then  I  streaked  along  to  the  S.,  cniled 
it  up  hamsomely,  and  finished  off  with  a  x:  that  would 
have  made  Mr.  Groldsmith,  the  writing  master  in 
Broadway,  feel  awk'ard  if  he'd  seen  it. 

I  wish  you  could  a  seen  that  Astor  House  chap, 
when  he  read  the  name :  he  looked  as  if  he  didn't 
know  what  to  du,  but  at  last  he  stepped  back,  and 
he  made  a  bow,  and  sez  he,  — 

'^  Mr.  Slick,  we  are  glad  to  see  you  at  the  Astor 
House,  and  we  hope  youll  stay  with  us  as  long  as 
you  remain  in  the  city  1  ** 

I  made  him  a  snubbed  sort  of  a  bow,  for  I  didn't 
want  him  to  think  I  was  over  anxious  to  stay  till 
we'd  clinched  the  bargin  about  the  board,  and  sez  I, — 

**  Wal,  now  about  the  price  of  your  fodder;  I 
s'pose  you'll  dock  a  leetle  on  that  offer  of  mine.  It's 
an  allfired  hard  price,  now  ain't  it?" 

^*  Oh,"  sez  he,  **  never  mind  the  board,  Mr.  Slick, 
we  shan't  be  hard  with  you  on  that  score.     The  man 
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will  show  you  a  room,  and  I  hope  you'll  feel  yourself 
quite  to  hum  with  us." 

With  that  a  feller  cum  up  to  look  at  the  big  book, 
and  theu  he  whispered  to  another,  and  it  wasn't  two 
minits  afore  a  hul  squad  of  fellers  cum  around  as  if 
I'd  been  a  bear  set  up  for  a  show,  at  a  copper  a  head. 

One  of  the  chaps  he  cut  up  stairs  like  all  possessed, 
as  if  he  was  a  goii^  tu  bring  up  somebody  else,  so  I 
b^un  to  think  it  about  time  for  me  to  cut  stick :  so 
I  hollered  arter  a  waiter,  and  told  him  to  take  me  up 
where  he'd  put  my  trunk.  The  chap  went  ahead, 
and  I  follered  arter. 

I  teU  you  what,  it  wants  a  steady  head  to  navigate 
through  all  them  long  entry  ways,  and  up  them 
stairs,  around  and  across  eyery  which  way,  as  I  did, 
tfll  I  came  to  a  ro<»n  door  up  at  the  tip  top  of  the 
house.  My  head  went  around  like  a  fly  tmp.  When 
the  door  was  shut  I  was  so  dizzy,  I  opened  the 
winder,  and  looked  out  tu  see  if  the  cold  air  wouldn't 
du  me  good.  0  gracious  me !  didn't  it  make  me 
ketch  my  breath  to  see  how  high  up  they'd  stuck 
me.  The  clouds  seemed  to  be  purty  close  neigh- 
bors. I  looked  right  straight  oyer  the  biggest  trees 
in  the  park,  as  if  they'd  been  black  alder  bushes,  and 
my  nose  come  jest  about  on  a  line  with  the  City  Hall 
clock  I  It  sartinly  did  make  me  feel  a  leetle  skittish 
to  look  down  into  Broadway.  The  men  went  streak- 
ing along  like  a  crowd  of  good  sized  rats  a  going  out 
a  visiting,  and  the  gals  ihat  went  sidling  alpng  under 
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their  parasols,  were  the  damdest  hamsome  little  fine- 
fied  things  I  ever  dreamed  of.  It  seemed  as  if  all  the 
wax  dolls  had  broke  loose  from  the  store  winders,  an 
was  a  walkin  out  to  take  the  air  with  each  on  'em  a 
toad-stool  to  keep  the  sun  o£  Takin  the  hul  toge* 
ther,  men  an  gals,  coaches,  cabs,  trees  and  horses,  it 
was  about  the  funniest  sight  I  ever  sot  eyes  on. 

It  was  worth  while  to  look  down  on  the  front  of 
the  housen  too,  only  one  felt  all  the  time  as  if  he  was 
a  goin  to  topple  down  head  fiist.  The  winder  to  my 
room  wasn't  none  of  the  largest,  and  a  round  vine,  all 
cut  out  of  the  solid  stun,  was  twistified  round  it  on 
the  outside ;  and  a  heap  of  the  same  sort  stretched 
along  the  right  and  left  side  like  a  string  of  purty 
picters  hung  out  for  show.  Think,  sez  I,  if  any  body 
would  look  up  and  see  me  a  standing  here,  they  might 
see  the  true  profile  of  Jonathan  Slick  cut  off  at  the 
shoulders  and  hung  in  a  frame,  a  live  picter  without 
paint  or  whitewash.  I  wish  to  gracious  some  of  them 
York  artists  would  paint  me  jest  so,  for  I  raly  must 
a  looked  like  a  picter  while  I  stood  in  that  winder, 
but  it  made  me  worse  insted  of  better,  so  I  hauled  in 
jny  head. 

Arter  I'd  gin  myself  a  good  sudsing  in  the  wash 
hand  basin,  I  unbuckled  my  saddlebags  and  thought 
I'd  fix  up  a  leetle,  for  somehow  my  clothes  seemed  to 
smell  sort  of  oniony  arter  sleeping  so  long  in  the  sloop 
cabin.  Since  I've  been  hum,  my  hair  has  grown  about 
right,  only  it's  a  leetle  sun-burnt ;  but  that  don't  show 
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much  when  Fve  combed  it  out  slick  with  a  fine  tooth 
oomb,  and  rubbed  it  down  with  a  ball  of  pomatum, 
scented  with  winter  green.  I  parted  it  straight  down 
the  middle,  like  some  of  the  gals  afore  class  meeting ; 
and  I  slicked  it  down  with  both  hands,  till  it  glistened 
like  a  black  cat  in  the  dark. 

Arter  Pd  purty  near  satisfied  myself  with  that,  I 
sot  tu  and  put  on  the  red  and  blue  checkered  trousers 
that  marm  cut  and  made  arter  my  dandy  clothes  made 
in  York.  They  are  a  ginuine  fit,  except  that  they 
strain  rather  seyere  on  the  galluses,  and  pucker  jest 
the  leastest  mite  about  the  knee  jints ;  but  they  aint 
so  coarse  for  all  tow,  nor  the  cam*colored  coat  neither. 
The  cotton  dicky  that  you  and  Judy  fixed  up  for  me, 
curled  up  around  my  chin  and  under  the  ears  about 
the  neatest ;  they  looked  as  good  as  linen,  every  mite ; 
and  when  I  twisted  that  checkered  silk  scarf,  that 
Judy  giv  me  for  a  keep-sake  arter  she  got  mollified 
about  my  going  to  York,  around  my  neck,  and  let 
the  long  ends,  fringe  and  aU,  hang  down  sort  of  care- 
less over  my  green  vest,  criscrossed  with  red  streakes, 
I  ruther  guess  you  haint  seen  a  chap  of  my  size 
dressed  up  so  in  a  long  time. 

You  know  that  great  hamsome  broach  that  I  bar- 
tered away  the  apple  sarse  for  in  Hartford  last  fall. 
Wal,  I  was  jest  a  sticking  that  into  my  shirt  bosom, 
and  a  thinking  what  a  consamed  hamsome  feller  was 
a  peaking  at  me  from  out  of  the  looking-glass,  when 
somebody  knocked  at  the  door.    I  stopped  to  twistify 
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my  dicky  down  a  trifle,  and  to  shake  a  leetle  speck 
of  eseence  of  wintergreen  on  my  hankercher,  and 
then  I  went  to  the  door. 

One  of  the  chape  that  Fd  seen  down  sturs  was 
there ;  he  didn't  say  nothing,  but  made  a  bow,  and 
gin  me  a  piece  of  stiff  paper  about  as  big  as  the  ace 
of  spades,  with  "  Fanny  Elssler  "  printed  right  in 
the  middle  on  it. 

Wal,  think,  sez  I,  ^^  what  on  arth  does  this  mean? 
1  haint  seen  a  door  yard  fence  nor  a  post  since  I 
come  to  York,  but  this  ere  etamal  name  was  stuck 
up  on  it,  and  now  I'll  be  choked  if  it  haint  chasedme 
up  here  into  the  tip  top  of  the  Astor  House."  As  I 
was  a  thinking  this,  I  kinder  turned  the  paper  in  my 
hand,  and  there,  on  t'other  side,  was  a  heap  of  the 
purtyest  leetle  finefied  writing  that  I  ever  did  see. 
It  was  as  plain  as  print,  and  as  fine  as  a  spider's 
web,  but  I  couldn't  make  out  a  word  of  it,  to  sayemy 
life. 

I  never  was  so  flustrated  in  my  bom  days,  but  arter 
thinkin  on  it  a  jiffy,  I  seemed  to  understand  it,  and 
was  sartain  that  somebody  had  writ  a  new  fangled 
sort  of  a  letter  to  Fanny  Elssler,  and  had  sent  it  to 
my  room  instead  of  her'n, 

I  run  out  into  the  entry  way  and  hollered  "  hdlow ! " 
to  the  chap  like  all  natur,  but  he'd  made  himself 
scarce,  and  so  I  went  back  agin.  I  swanny,  if  I  knew 
how  to  fix  it.  I  didn't  want  the  pesky  critter's  letter, 
and  then  agin,  I  didn't  much  want  to  go  and  cany  it 
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to  her^  for  fear  she'd  take  me  for  one  of  them  long- 
haired, lajitem-jawed  coots  ^t  hanker  round  sich 
foreign  she  critters  like  lean  dogs  a  huntin  around  a 
bone.  But  then  agin,  I  rslj  had  a  sort  of  a  sneaking 
notion  to  see  her,  if  I  could  as  well  as  not  So  I  up, 
and  ^ent  to  the  looking-glass  and  gin  my  hair  a  slick 
or  two,  and  took  a  sort  of  gineral  survey,  to  be  sartin 
that  I  was  according  to  gunter. 

There  wasn't  no  mistake  in  that  chap,  I  can  tell 
you.  Every  thing  was  smooth  as  ambergrease,  and 
my  hiur  was  so  shiny  and  sli(^  that  a  fly  would  a 
slipped  up  if  he'd  ventured  to  settle  on  it.  I  ony  jest 
pulled  the  comer  of  my  new  hankercher  out  of  my 
coat  pocket  a  trifle,  then  I  put  my  hat  on  with  a 
genteel  tip  upwards,  and  down  I  went,  chomping  a 
handful  of  peppermint  drops  as  I  went  along  in  case 
my  breath  hadn't  quite  got  over  the  smell  of  fried 
onions  that  Captin  Doolittle  gin  me  for  breakfast 
aboard  the  sloop. 

"  Look  a  here,"  sez  I  to  a  chap  that  I  cum  across 
in  one  of  the  entry  ways  as  I  was  a  trying  to  circum- 
navigate down  stairs,  "  you  doni  know  where  abouts 
Miss  Elssler  lives,  now  du  you? " 

"  Yes,"  sez  he,  a  stopping  short,  **  she  has  the  large 
parlor  in  front,  jest  over  the  great  entrance,  on  the 
second  floor." 

"  What  1  she  don't  live  here  in  the  Astor  House, 
does  she  ?  "  sez  L 
"  Sartinly,"  sez  he. 
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**  You  don't  say  80 1 "  eez  L 

''  Yes  I  do  Baj  so,"  eez  he,  a  larfing. 

**  Wal,  now  I  cum  to  think  on  it,  I  guess  you  du,** 
sez  I ;  '*  but  I  say  now,  you  hadn't  jest  as  liys  as  not 
go  and  show  me  the  door,  had  you? " 

**  Oh,  I  haint  no  particular  objections,"  sez  he, 
and  with  that  he  begun  twistifying  down  stairs  and 
around  and  across,  and  I  arter  him  like  the  tail  to  a 
kite,  till  by-am-by,  he  hauled  up  close  to  a  room  door, 
and  arter  saying,  ><  this  is  the  room,"  and  giving 
a  bow,  cut  oSf  before  I'd  time  to  ask  him  how  his 
marm  was. 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTEB  XIX. 

JONATHAN  SLICK  AND  FANNY  ELSSLEB. 

A  LIVE  YANKEE  AND  THE  PABI8IAK  DANSEUBE !  —  FANNT 
SENDS  HER  CABD,  AND  JONATHAN  HAKES  A  CALL. — 
DOWN  EAST  YANKEE  AND  FRENCH-ENGLISH  RATHER 
HAKD  TO  BE  UNDERSTOOD. — JONATHAN  QUITE  KH^LED 
OFF  BY  fanny's  CURCHIES  AND  DDffPLES. — A  LITTLE 
SORT  OP  A  FLmTATION. — AN  INVITATION  TO  SEE  FANNT 
IN  NATHALIE,   WHICH  IS  ACCEPTED. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  SUck,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathersfidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Par, 

I  swow  I  thought  I  should  a  choked,  my  heart  riz 
so  when  I  see  that  I'd  got  to  go  in  alone,  and  when  I 
took  hold  of  the  chunk  of  brass  that  opens  the  door,  I 
felt  the  blood  a  biling  up  into  my  face  like  hot  sap  in 
a  sugar  kettle.  I  kinder  half  opened  the  door,  and 
then  I  kinder  shut  it  agin;  arter  ketching  a  good 
long  breath,  I  give  the  door  a  rap,  and  begun  to  pull 
up  my  dicky,  sort  of  careless  to  let  'em  know  I  wasn't 
scared  nor  nothing,  and  then  I  rapped  agin. 

Oracious!  before  I  took  my  fist  away,  the  door 
opened  softly  as  if  it  slid  on  ile,  and  there  stood  a 
woman,  sort  of  hamsome,  and  sort  a  not,  with  a  leetle 
cap  stuck  full  of  posies  stuck  on  the  back  of  her  head, 
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a  looking  me  right  in  the  face^  as  cosej  as  if  she'd  been 
acquainted  with  me  when  I  was  a  nussing  baby.  I 
put  my  foot  out  to  give  her  my  primest  bow,  but 
think,  sez  I,  mebby  it  aint  MissElssler  arter  all ;  she 
looks  too  much  like  an  old  maid  for  that ;  so  I  gin 
my  foot  a  jerk  in  and  my  hand  a  genteel  flurish 
towards  her,  and  sez  I — ■ 

"  How  do  you  du  marm  ?  " 

She  looked  at  me  sort  of  funny,  and  her  mouth 
begun  to  pucker  itself  up,  but  sez  she,  "  How  do  you 
du  ?  "  a  biting  off  the  words  as  short  as  pie  crust 

*'  Purty  well,  I'm  obliged  to  you,"  sez  I,  "  Mias 
Elssler  aint  to  hum,  is  she  ?  " 

The  critter  looked  at  me  as  sober  as  a  clam  in  high 
water,  but  yet  she  seemed  to  be  kinder  tickled  inside 
of  her,  and  turning  her  head  round  she  let  out  a  stream 
of  stuff  to  somebody  inside.  It  wasn't  talking,  nor 
singing,  nor  scolding,  nor  yet  was  it  crying,  but  some 
sort  of  soimds  kept  a  running  off  from  her  tongue  as 
soft  as  a  brook  over  a  bed  of  white  pebble  stuns,  and 
about  as  fast  tu.  She  kept  her  hand  a  running  up 
and  down  as  if  she'd  half  a  notion  to  beat  time  to  her 
own  new  fashioned  singing,  till  all  tu  once,  up  come  a 
critter  from  t'other  eend  of  the  room,  all  dressed  in 
white,  as  if  she'd  jest  cum  out  of  a  band-box,  with 
allfired  hamsome  black  hair  slicked  down  each  side  of 
her  face,  with  a  hull  swad  of  it  twisted  up  behind, 
with  a  golden  pin  stuck  through  the  heap,  like  one 
of  marm's  spindles  spiked  through  a  hunk  of  flax. 
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The  head  of  the  pin  was  as  big  as  a  shag-bark  wahiut, 
and  some  sort  of  stun  was  sot  in  it  that  was  like  a 
gal's  mind,  no  two  minits  alike — now  it  was  red,  now 
jailer,  now  green,  and  agin  all  these  colors  seemed 
jumbled  together  and  a  flashing  inside  of  it  till  jou 
couldn't  tell  which  was  which.  I  swanny,  if  it  didn't 
glisten  80  that  I  eenamost  foi^ot  that  it  was  stuck  in 
a  woman's  head,  and  that  she  was  a  looking  into  my 
face  as  mealy-mouthed  and  soft  as  could  be. 

^'  Has  the  gentleman  mistook  the  room,"  sez  she. 

The  words  were  sort  of  snipped  off,  but  oh  gracious 
wam't  they  sweet  I  'lasses  candy  and  maple  sugar  was 
in  every  syllable.  It  seemed  as  if  the  critter  had  been 
fed  for  ever  on  nothing  but  mellow  peaches  and  slip- 
pery elm  bark,  she  spoke  so  soft.  She  kinder  smiled 
tu,  but  it  was  nat'ral  as  could  be.  Think,  sez  I,  mebby 
the  coot  has  led  me  into  the  wrong  goose  pen,  but 
there  aint  no  help  for  it  now.  So  I  jest  walked  a 
step  f or'ard,  and  sez  I, 

"  How  do  you  du  marm  ?  " 

"  I  kinder  guess  there  aint  no  mistake  worth  a 
mentioning.  If  Miss  Elssler  aint  to  hum  111  make 
tracks  and  cum  agin,  it  aint  no  trouble.  I'd  jest  as 
livs  as  not,  but  I  guess  111  leave  this  ere  letter  for  fear 
she  may  want  it.  Some  etamal  coot  brought  it  up 
to  my  room,  but  I  suppose  the  critter  didn't  know 
no  better — some  of  these  York  chaps  are  green  as 
young  potatoes,  don't  you  think  so,  marm  ?  " 

I  didn't  wait  for  no  answer,  but  handed  over  the 
c  2 
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new  fangled  letter,  and  was  a  going  right  off  agin, 
but  she  looked  at  the  letter  sort  of  astonished,  and 
then  at  me,  till  I  didn't  know  what  to  make  of  it. 
Arter  a  minit,  sez  she, — 

^^  Why  dis  is  de  card  for  Mr.  Slick,  one  of  de 
Editors  of  d'Express,  who  has  just  arrived ;  certainly 
he  could  not  be  so  rude  as  to  send  it  back  again  ?  " 

Oh  gracious !  think,  sez  I,  ^^  Jonathan  Slick,  if  you 
haint  broke  your  onion  string  now ! " 

^^  Was  the  gentleman  out  ?  "  sez  she,  looking  at  the 
paper  and  then  at  me  agin. 

Think,  sez  I,  "  You'd  better  ask  his  marm,"  for 
I'll  be  dam'd  if  he  can  tell  that,  or  any  thing  else. 
I  aint  quite  sartin  if  he  knows  jest  this  minit  which 
eend  his  head's  on.  But  there's  nothing  like  keeping 
a  stiff  upper  Up  in  sich  places  as  York.  In  less  than 
half  a  jiffy  I  reached  out  my  hand,  sort  of  easy,  and 
took  the  paper  out  of  her  hand,  and  then  I  gin  her  a 
smile,  as  much  as  to  say,  aint  I  a  careless  shote  ?  and, 
sez  I, 

"  Now  I  swanny,  did  you  ever !  Well  now  who'd 
a  thought  it,"  and  with  that  I  began  to  feel  in  my 
vest,  and  dug  my  hands  down  into  my  trousers'  pocket,       i 
as  if  I'd  give  the  wrong  paper,  and  had  lost  something       I 
else,  and  wouldn't  give  up  till  I'd  found  it.     I  didn't       I 
seem  content  till  I'd  pulled  out  my  yaller  hankercher 
and  shook  it,  and  then  I  stopped  still,  and  sez  I, 
•    "  Now  if  this  don't  beat  all,  aint  I  the  beatermoet 
feller  for  losing  things  ?  Howsomever,  it's  well  it  aint 
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no  worse.  I  can  write  another  almost  any  time. 
Jest  tell  Miss  Elssler  that  Mr.  Slick  has  called  in  to 
thank  her  for  her  hamsome  little  keepsake,  and  that 
he's  felt  awfully  wamblecropped  when  he  found  out 
she  wasn't  to  hum.** 

The  woman  that  come  to  the  door  fiist,  she  looked 
at  the  other,  and  begun  gabbling  away ;  and  then  the 
black-haired  one,  sez  she, — 

"  Oh,  Mister  Sleeke,  pardon  I  pardon  I  I  am  so 
sorry  to  keep  you  so  long  standing.  I  did  not  know ! 
walk  in,  walk  in,  I  am  most  happy  to  see  gentlemen 
of  de  press — most  happy  of  any  to  see  Mister  Sleeke." 
With  that  she  stepped  back  and  made  the  purtyest 
leetle  curchy  that  ever  I  see ;  it  was  like  a  speckled 
trout  diving  in  a  brook,  jest  enough  to  give  a  curve  to 
the  water  and  no  more. 

"  Oh  dear ! "  think,  sez  I,  **  Jonathan  Slick,  if  you 
havn't  been  a  weeding  in  the  wrong  bed  agin.  That 
critter  is  Fanny  Elssler  as  true  as  all  creation ;  no 
woman  on  arth  could  make  sich  a  curchy  but  her.*^ 
I  guess  my  face  blazed  up  a  few,  but  I  seen  that  there 
was  no  backing  out,  so  not  to  be  behind  hand  in  good 
manners  I  stepped  back,  put  out  my  foot  with  a 
flurish  that  made  the  seams  to  my  new  trousers  give ; 
then  I  drew  my  right  heel  into  the  hollow  of  my  left 
foot,  and  kept  a  bending  for'ard  all  the  time  with  a  sort 
of  deliberate  gentility,  till  my  eyes  had  to  roll  up  the 
leastest  mite  to  keep  sight  of  her'n.  Then  I  drew  up 
agin  easy,  like  a  jack-knife  with  a  tough  spring,  and 

c  3 
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finished  off  with  a  flurish  of  my  hand  up  to  my  hat 
and  back  agin ;  that  last  touch  left  me  standing  par- 
pendic'lar  right  before  her,  as  a  free-bom  citizen  of 
America  ought  tu. 

"  Miss  Elssler,"  sez  I,  **  how  do  you  du  ?  You  haint 
no  idea  how  tickled  I  am  to  see  you." 

That,  and  the  bow  of  mine,  did  the  bisness  for  her. 
I  never  did  see  a  critter  act  so  tickled — the  dimples 
kept  a  coming  and  going  round  that  sweet  mouth  of 
her'n  like  the  bubbles  on  a  glass  of  prime  cider.  Her 
eyes  were  brimfull  of  fiinny  looks,  and  she  grew 
namsomer  every  minit.  Her  face  raly  was  like  a 
picter-book ;  every  time  I  took  a  peak  it  seemed  as 
if  she'd  turned  over  a  new  leaf  with  a  brighter  picter 
painted  on  it. 

She  went  along  towards  a  bench  all  cushioned  off; 
that  looked  as  if  it  was  tu  good  to  be  sot  on,  and  there 
she  stood  a  waving  that  white  hand,  as  much  as  to  say, 
set  down  here  Mr.  Slick,  and  don't  be  particular 
about  gitting  too  fur  off  from  them  square  pillars,  for 
I  shall  set  agin  them  myself. 

I  made  her  a  kind  of  a  half  bow,  and  then,  arter 
giving  my  hand  a  wave  to  match  her'n, — sez  I — 

**  Arter  you  is  manners  for  me." 

The  critter  understands  what  good  manners  is: 
her  black  eyes  begun  to  sparkle,  and  the  smile  came 
around  her  leetle  mouth  thicker  and  faster,  like  lady 
bugs  round  a  full  blown  rose.  I  begun  to  feel  to 
hum  with  her  right  off,  so  when  she  sot  down  and 
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looked  into  mj  face  with  them  earcy  mischevous 
ejes  of  her'D>  and  hitched  up  close  to  the  square 
cushion^  sort  of  inyiting^  I  jest  divided  my  coat  tail 
with  both  hands  and  sot  down  tu.  But  when  I  got 
down  111  be  darned  if  I  knew  what  on  arth  to  talk 
about;  I  stretched  one  of  my  new  boots  out  on  the 
carpet,  and  then  crossed  t'other  oyer  it,  and  then  I 
did  it  all  oyer  agin,  but  still  I  kept  a  growing  more 
and  more  streaked,  till  by-am-by  I  jest  sidled  towards 
her,  kind  of  insinneyating,  and  sez  I — 

«  Wal,  Miss  Elssler,  what's  the  news?  " 

^^  E — a  de  what,"  sez  she,  a  looking  puzzled  half 
to  death. 

"  Oh  nothing  partic'lar,"  sez  I.  **  I  swow,  Misa 
Elflsler,  you've  got  a  tamal  purty  foot — git  out,  you 
critter  you  1 "  and  with  that  I  gave  my  yaller  han- 
kercher  a  flirt,  ^tnd  upset  a  fly  that  had  lit  on  the  tip 
eend  of  her  leetle  finefied  silk  shoe.  Arter  I'd  finished 
his  bisness,  I  folded  up  my  hankercher  and  wiped  my 
nose,  and  then  put  it  in  my  pocket  agin.  Then  I 
begun  to  think  it  was  best  to  take  a  new  start,  and 
sez  I  — 

"  Its  rather  pleasant  weather  for  the  season,  don't 
you  think  so? — beautiful  day  yesterday,  wasn't  it?  '* 

She  give  me  one  of  her  sweet  smiles,  and  sez 
she — 

"  Yes  it  was,  indeed.  I  was  on  board  one  French 
vessel  in  the  harbor  yesterday,  and  was  so  delighted." 

c  4 
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**  What  sort  of  a  oonsam  was  it?  "  sez  I,  "  a  sloop, 
mebby?'*— 

"  Oh  no,"  sez  she,  "  it  was  a  La  Belle  PoukP 

"  Oh,"  sez  I,  "  they  don't  call  them  sloops  m 
France,  I  s'pose ;  but  I  say.  Miss  Elssler,  have  you 
ever  been  aboard  a  r^ular  Yankee  craft,  say  a  Con- 
necticut  river  sloop,  or  a  two-mast  schooner  from  Down 
East  ?  them's  the  ginuine  sea  birds  for  you  !  Now  my 
Par's  got  one  a  lying  down  to  Peck  Slip  that  'ill  take 
the  shine  off  from  any  of  your  Bell  Pulls  or  Bell  Ropes 
either.  111  bet  a  cookey.  I  should  ndy  like  to  show 
you  the  critter;  Pm  sartin  Captin  Doolittle  would 
go  off  the  handle,  he'd  be  so  tickled.  Supposing  you 
and  I  go  down  some  day  and  git  a  peep  at  her,  and 
take  a  glass  of  cider  and  a  cold  bite  in  the  cabm? 
Now,  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

**  Oh,  I  shall  be  v«y  happy ; "  sez  she,  yet  I 
thought  she  looked  kinder  puzzled,  and  so  to  make 
her  feel  easy  about  it,  sez  I — 

**  Don't  be  oneasy  about  the  trouble,  it  won't  be 
no  put  out  to  Captin  Doolittle,  he's  al'rs  on  hand 
for  a  spree.  Supposing  we  set  day  after  to-morrow, 
it's  best  to  give  the  old  chap  time  to  slick  up  a  leetle," 
sez  I. 

**  Any  time  that  pleases  Mr.  Sleeke,"  sez  she,  a 
bowing  her  head. 

I  wish  to  gracious.  Par,  you  could  hear  how  the 
critter  talks  I  She  nips  off  some  words  and  strings  out 
others,  like  a  baby  jest  laming.     The  way  she  draws 
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out,  **  Mr.  Sleeke,"  is  funny  enough,  you'd  think  she'd 
been  greasing  her  tongue  to  do  it  fust  rate. 

Wal,  arter  we'd  settled  about  the  sloop,  there  come 
another  dead  calm,  and  I  begun  to  feel  awk'ard  agin, 
so  I  got  up  and  went  to  a  table  that  was  a'most 
kirered  over  with  tumblers  and  chiny  cups,  stuffed 
full  of  posies,  and  taking  one  of  'em  up,  I  stuck  my 
nose  into  the  middle  on  it,  and  giy  a  good  snuff  By 
the  time  I  got  through.  Miss  Elssler  she  cum  and 
stood  dose  by  me,  a  looking  so  tempting,  that  I  bust 
right  out,  and  sez  I — 

^^  I  swan.  Miss  Elssler,  its  eenamost  as  sweet  as 
your  face." 

She  looked  at  me  agin,  sort  of  wild,  as  if  she  wasn't 
used  to  have  folks  praise  her,  so  I  choked  in,  and 
sez  I — 

"  Are  you  fond  of  posies  ?  " 

She  chewed  up  some  soft  words  that  I  couldn't 
make  out,  and  then  sez  I  agin — 

"  You've  got  a  swad  of  'em  here,  any  how.  Some 
of  your  beaus  sent  them  to  you,  now,  I'll  bet  some- 
thing." 

"  Oh,"  sez  she,  a  larfing,  "  dey  were  all  flung  on 
de  stage  last  night,  —  de  new  York  gentlemen  dey  are 
90  gallant." 

I  said  nothing,  but  kept  a  darned  of  a  thinking. 
There  wasn't  a  ginuine  prime  posey  among  'em, 
nothing  but  leetle  finefied  roses,  and  buds,  and  leaves, 
and  white  posies  tied  up  in  bimches,  jest  sich  leetle 

c  5 
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things  aa  a  feller  might  give  to  a  young  critter  of  a 
gal  that  he  took  a  notion  tu,  but  no  more  fit  for  dch 
a  smasher  as  Miss  Elssler  than  a  missionary  psahn 
book.  She  begun  to  untie  one  of  the  bundles,  and 
stuck  a  few  into  her  bosom,  and  then  she  twisted  the 
ribbon  round  a  hamsome  red  rose  and  a  heap  of  green 
leaves,  and  puckering  up  that  sweet  mouth  of  her'n, 
she  gin  it  to  me  with  a  half  curchy.  Graury  I  didn't 
my  heart  flounder,  and  didn't  the  fire  flash  up  mto 
my  eyes  I  I  pinned  the  rose  into  my  shirt  bosom  with 
my  new  broach,  and  then  I  looked  at  the  posies  that 
lay  on  her  bosom  so  tantalizing,  and  sez  I  — 

"  Oh  dear!  how  I  wish  I  was  a  honey  bee — I 
guess  I  know  what  bunch  of  posies  I'd  settle  in." 

She  didn't  seem  to  know  how  to  take  this,  and  I 
was  eenamost  scared  into  a  caniption  fit  to  think 
what  I'd  been  a  saying.  Think,  sez  I,  now  Jonathan, 
if  you  haint  done  it !  I  ruther  guess  you'd  better  cut 
dirt,  and  not  try  agin ;  so  I  took  out  my  watch,  and 
sez  I — 

"  Goodness  gracious  1  it's  time  for  me  to  be  a  going. 
Don't  forgit,  our  bargain  is  clinched  about  the  sloop, 
will  you  now.  Miss  Elssler  ?  " 

With  that  I  edged  towards  the  door,  and  arter 
making  another  prime  bow,  I  went  out,  feeling  sort 
of  all-overish,  I  can't  tell  how.  I  kinder  think  she 
wasn't  very  wrathy  arter  all,  for  she  curchied  and 
smiled  so,  I  guess  there  wasn't  much  harm  done. 

The  minit  I  got  to  my  room  I  was  all  in  a  twitter 
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to  find  out  what  was  on  the  paper  Miss  Elssler  had 
sent  to  me,  for  I  hadn't  found  out  yet.  Eyerj  word 
that  I  could  make  out  was,  Madame  ma  Selle  Elssler, 
and  something  that  looked  like  compliments  spelt 
wrong:  you  can't  think  how  I  was  puzzled  I 
turned  the  paper  upside  down,  and  up,  and  every 
which  way,  but  if  the  rest  wasn't  writ  in  some  sort 
of  h(^  Latin,  I  hadn't  no  idee  what  it  was,  for  I 
couldn't  make  out  another  word,  so  at  last  I  chucked 
the  paper  onto  the  mantelnshelf,  for  I  wouldn't  hold 
in  no  longer,  and  sez  I,  all  alone  to  myself,  as  wrathy 
as  could  be,  sez  I, 

"  Madame  ma  Selle  Elssler,  and  be  darned  I  for 
what  I  care ;  I  wish  to  gracious  she  knew  how  to 
write  coarser." 

By-am-by  I  took  up  the  thing  agin,  for  it  made 
me  feel  sheepish  to  think  I  couldn't  make  out  to  read 
as  much  Latin  as  a  gal  could  write,  arter  going  to 
grammar  school  so  long,  but  it  wasn't  of  no  use ;  so 
think  sez  I,  I'll  jest  go  down  to  the  bar-room  and  see 
where  the  critter  is  going  to  be  sold,  and  what  madam 
it  is  that's  going  to  knock  her  off.  So  down  I  went, 
and  sez  I  to  the  man,  sort  of  easy,  sez  I, 

"  So  you're  going  to  have  an  auction  here,  aint 
you?" 

The  chap  looked  up^  and  at  fust  he  didn't  seem  to 
know  me  agin  in  my  fix  up,  but  arter  a  minit  he 
smiled,  and  sez  he, 

c  6 
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"  Dear  me,  Mr.  Slick,  is  it  you  agin?  An  auction! 
BO,  not  a&  I  know  on.'' 

«  Oh ! "  sez  I,  and  with  that  I  begun  to  twistify 
the  square  paper  about  in  my  fingers,  and  at  last  I 
seemed  to  be  a  reading  it  as  amest  as  could  be,  all  the 
while  a  leaning  sort  of  easy  towards  him,  as  if  I'd  for- 
got he  was  there.  He  kept  a  eyeing  it  kinder  slant- 
indicular,  till  at  last,  sez  he  — 

"  That's  purty  writing,  Mr.  Slick  —  a  lady's  I 
should  think?" 

"  Mebby  you've  seen  it  afore,"  sez  I,  a  trying  to 
look  careless,  and  as  if  I'd  read  every  word  on't  a 
dozen  times.  "  Ruther  scrumptious  leetle  curlecues 
them  are,  don't  you  think  so? " 

With  that  I  handed  over  the  pesky  thing,  kind  of 
nat'ral,  as  if  I  didn't  raly  think  what  I  was  a  doingy 
and  he  seemed  to  read  it  off  as  easy  as  water. 

"  Oh  yes,"  sez  he,  *^  this  is  her  own  hand-writing; 
A  great  compliment,  Mr.  Slick.  I  know  of  many  a 
fine  feller  that  would  give  his  ears  to  git  sich  a  card 
from' the  Elssler.'" 

"  Ob,"  sez  I,  "  if  she  has  a  notion  for  ears,  she'd 
better  bargain  with  them  Baltimore  chaps  that  we've 
heard  on.  She'll  get  prime  ones  there,  as  long  as 
beet  leaves,  but  I'm  afeared  she'll  find  'em  rather 
scarce  here  in  York ;  the  sile  aint  rich  enough  for 
'em." 

Here  the  chap  bust  out  a  larfing,  and  haw-hawed  till 
it  seemed  as  if  he'd  go  right  off  the  handle.     He  tried 
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to  choke  in^  but  that  only  made  him  top  off  short 
with  a  touch  of  the  hooping-cough.  Arter  a  while 
he  wiped  his  eyes,  and  sez  he  — 

"  Very  good,  Mr.  Slick  1  very  good  indeed  I  But 
of  course  you  accept  the  Elssler's  inyitation  to  the 
theatre  to-night?'' 

*^  To  the  theatre,"  sez  I,  **  so  she  goes  off  there, 
does  she;  well,  a  feller  may  see  the  fun  without 
bidding,  so  mebby  111  go." 

/*  Jest  inquire  for  the  Astor  House  box,  and  itll 
be  all  right,"  sez  the  chap,  and  with  that  he  took  up 
the  thick  paper,  and,  sez  he, 

'^  How  neatly  they  do  turn  off  these  compliments 
in  French,  don't  they  ?  " 

"  In  what  ?  "  sez  I. 

"  In  French,"  sez  he. 

^^  Oh !  "  sez  I,  and  more  and  more  I  was  anxious 
to  find  out  what  the  French  gal  had  writ  to  me. 

*^  How  beautifully  she's  turned  this  sentence  about 
your  talents,"  sez  he. 

"  Yes,"  sez  I,  all  of  a  twitter  inside,  but  cool  as 
a  cucumber  for  what  he  knew.  "  Yes,  purty  well, 
considering,  but  look  a  here  now.  111  bet  a  cookey 
you  can't  turn  that  into  fust  rate  English  as  soon  as 
I  can,  and  I'lJ  give  you  the  fiist  chance  tu." 

The  chap  larfed  agin,  and  sez  he,  "  If  you'd  a  said 
fust  rate  Yankee,  I  should  a  gin  right  up  to  once,  but 
I  rather  think  I  can  cum  up  to  you  in  English." 
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**  The  proof  of  the  pudding  is  in  eating  the  bag," 
sez  L 

**  Wal,"  sez  he,  "  I  can  but  try ; "  so  he  looked  at 
the  paper,  and  read  it  off  jest  as  easj  as  git  out. 

"  Miss  Elssler's  compliments  to  Mr.  Jonathan 
Slick,  and  hopes  that  he  will  do  her  the  honor  to 
accept  a  seat  in  a  private  box  at  the  theatre  this 
evening,  where  she  performs  in  Nathalie  and  the 
Cachuca.'*  Then  he  went  on  with  a  grist  of  the 
softest  sodder  that  ever  you  heard  on,  about  my 
talents  and  genius,  and  the  cute  way  I  have  of  ynriting 
about  the  gals,  that  put  me  all  in  a  twitteration; 
but  he  read  so  fast  that  I  couldn't  ketch  only  now 
and  then  a  word  sartin  enough  to  write  it  down,  and 
if  I  could  it  would  make  me  feel  awful  sheepish  to  ' 
think  Judy  White  would  ever  see  it,  so  the  least 
said,  the  soonest  mended. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  sort  of  condescending,  when  the 
chap  had  got  through,  "  I  give  up  beat  —  you've  done 
it  as  cute  as  a  razor.  I  raly  could  a  parsed  the  words 
as  you  went  along.  Mebby  you  might  have  tucked 
in  a  few  more  long  words,  but  all  things  considered, 
it  ain't  best  to  be  critical,  so  I  guess  I  may  as  well 
agree  to  owe  you  the  cookey."  With  that  I  went  to 
my  room  agin.  ^ 

Your  affectionate  son, 

Jonathan  Slick.       j 
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LETTER  XX 

JONATHAN  GOES  TO  THE  EXPRESS  OFFICE. — HIS  OPIKION 
OF  ZEKE  JONES  AND  THE  BBOTHEB  JONATHAN  NEWS* 
PAPEB. — EXPLAINS  HIS  ABSENCE,  AND  ENTEBS  INTO  A 
NEW  AGBEEMENT  WITH  THE   EDITOBS. 

To  Mr.  Zqthaniah  Sliekf  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  WeaOurefidd,  in  the  State  of  Conneeiieut, 

Deab  Par^ 

Abteb  I'd  made  a  visit  to  Miss  Elssler^  I  went  up 
to  my  room  as  I  was  a  telling  you,  and  begun  to 
to  think  over  what  we'd  been  a  talking  about,  and  it 
made  me  feel  sort  of  streaked  to  think  she  took  me 
for  one  of  the  Editors  of  the  Express,  when  I  was 
eenamost  scared  to  death  for  fear  they  wouldn't  print 
my  letters  agin,  arter  I  give  them  the  mitten  so  slick 
and  went  off  to  Weathersfield.  I  didn't  suppose  the 
critters  ever  knew  what  it  was  to  be  humsick,  as  I 
was  in  this  tamal  place,  and  was  afeared  they  might 
rise  right  up  agin  having  anything  to  do  with  me. 
Bat  think  sez  I,  there's  nothing  like  keeping  a  stiff 
upper  lip,  and  putting  on  airs  of  independence,  and 
talking  right  up  to  these  newspaper  chaps ;  so  I  on 
with  my  hat  and  cut  across  towards  the  Express 
Office,  detarmined  to  du  up  my  chores  in  that  quarter 
without  chawing  over  the  matter  any  longer. 
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Wal,  I  streaked  it  along  about  the  quickest,  like  a 
Btring  of  onions  broke  loose  at  the  leetle  eend.  I 
b^un  to  fed  awful  anxious  jest  as  I  got  in  sight  of 
the  office,  and  the  feeling  made  me  slack  foot  and 
ketch  breath,  I  can  tell  you.  As  I  went  by  the 
comer  in  a  sort  of  a  half  canter,  with  my  hands  in 
both  pockets  — for  I  felt  kinder  ashamed  of  the 
streaked  mittens  marm  knit  for  me  when  my  yaller 
gloves  wore  out,  they  didn't  exactly  gibe  with  my 
other  fix  up,  —  the  people  stopped  and  stared  like  aU 


«If  that  aint  Mr.  Slick!"  sez  one;  — "Sure 
enough,"  sez  another,  «  so  it  is."  «  Didn't  I  teU  you 
he  wasn't  dead  2  "  sez  another. 

With  that  I  diirked  up  a  leetle,  and  sez  I  to  my- 
self, sez  I  —  Who  cares  if  the  Editors  of  the  Expreas 
be  mad,  cause  I  cut  stick  when  they  wanted  to  send 
me  off  to  Washington,  when  it  was  as  hot  as  aU 
natur,  and  jest  planting  time?  If  my  letters  were 
good  for  any  thing,  they'll  be  glad  on  'em  agin ;  and 
if  they  aint,  why  I'll  let  'em  see  that  I'm  a  true  bom 
ginvdne  American,  dyed  in  the  wool,  and  that  I  can 
up  stakes,  and  go  hum  agin  in  the  old  sloop,  as  mde- 
pendent  as  a  cork-screw. 

Arter  I'd  hung  about  the  eend  of  the  office  a 
leetle  while,  I  got  up  pluck  and  walked  right  straight 
ahead  into  the  office.  I  begun  to  feel  to  hum  the 
minit  I  opened  the  door-^every  thing  looked  so 
nat'raL    There  was  the  leetle  counter,  jest  like  dd 
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times,  and  the  pigeon  holes  stuck  ftill  of  neivspapers, 
and  a  pile  of  white  printer's  paper  a  lying  up  in  one 
comer,  and  there  sot  the  clark,  a  rale  ginuine  cute 
leetle  Yankee ;  he  was  a  writing  on  leetle  scraps  of 
brown  paper,  and  a  looking  as  if  aU  creation  would  stop 
if  he  didn't  go  ahead. 

I  jest  give  a  peak  in  for  a  minit,  and  streaked  it 
up  stairs,  to  see  if  I  couldn't  find  somebody  there.  I 
wish  you  could  have  seen  how  the  work  hands  stared 
and  looked  at  one  another  when  I  went  in ;  but  I 
didn't  stop  to  say  nothing  to  nobody,  but  up  I  went, 
through  a  room  chuck  fall  and  brimming  over  with 
'prentice  boys,  and  there  in  a  leetle  room,  about  as 
big  as  an  undersized  calf  pen,  sot  the  critter  hisself, 
eenamost  buried  up  in  a  pile  of  newspapers.  It  raly 
did  my  heart  good  to  look  at  him,  he'd  grown  so 
chirk  and  hearty,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  he  must  a 
fatted  up  two  inches  on  the  ribs  since  I'd  seen  him. 

"  Gracious  me,"  sez  I  to  myself,  "  I  kinder  wish 
I'd  stuck  to,  and  tried  to  tucker  it  out  last  year,  and 
mebby  I  should  a  had  something  to  fat  up  about. 
Now  I  wonder  what  he's  a  reading  that  tickles  him 

80." 

Jest  as  I  was  a  thinking  this,  the  Editor  of  the 
Express  he  looked  up  and  see  me  a  standing  there,  as 
if  I'd  been  a  growing  on  that  identical  spot  ever 
smce  last  smnmer.  Gauly  offilus!  but  didn't  the 
newspapers  fly,  when  he  was  sartin  who  it  was.  I 
see  that  he  was  eenamost  tickled  to  death  to  see  me 
agm. 
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**  I  hain't  lost  my  chance  here  yet,"  sez  I  to  myself, 
and  80 1  walked  right  straight  up  to  him  and  held  out 
my  fist,  mitten  and  all,  and  sez  I  — 

**  How  do  you  du?  "  — jest  so. 

"  Why  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he,  "  where  did  you  come 
from?" 

"  Bight  straight  from  hum,"  sez  I,  "  but  how  du 
you  git  along  about  these  times  —  every  thing  gomg 
along  about  straight,  I  s'pose  ?  " 

By  this  time  he  seemed  to  think  that  there  was 
something  that  he  ought  to  git  mad  about.  You'd  a 
thought  he'd  swoUered  a  basket  of  cowcumbera  all 
of  a  sudden,  he  looked  so  frosty. 

**  Now  for  it,"  sez  I  to  myself. 

''  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  lie,  a  looking  as  parpendicular  as 
if  he'd  eat  tenpenny  nails  for  breakfast,  and  topped 
off  with  a  young  crowbar,  "  Mr.  Slick,  I'm  happy 
to  see  you  in  York  agin,  but  what  on  arth  was  the 
reason  that  you  left  us  in  the  lurch  about  them 
letters  from  Washington  ?  " 

**  Did  you  ever  have  a  touch  of  hum-sickness?" 
sez  I,  a  straightening  up  and  putting  my  hands  in 
my  pockets,  tiU  the  tip  eend  of  my  nose  eenamost 
come  on  a  level  with  his'n. 

*^  I  ruther  think  I  have,"  sez  he,  a  hitching  up 
his  shoulders. 

"  And  the  ager  too  ?  "  sez  I. 

"  Don't  mention  it,"  sez  he,  jest  a  shaking  the 
leastest  mite  all  over  with  thinking  about  it. 
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^^  Awful  sort  of  a  chilly  animal,  that  ager,  aint  it  ?" 
sez  I. 

"Dreadfull^sezhe. 

^^  Didn't  it  seem  as  if  jou'd  have  to  take  up  all 
your  bones  for  'salt  and  battery  on  one  another,  afore 
they'd  keep  still  ?  "  sez  I. 

"  A  most,"  sez  he,  a  larfing. 

"Wal,"  sez  I,  "I  didn't  ketch  the  fever  and 
ager." 

"What  did  you  ketch  then?  "  sez  he,  sort  of  im- 
patient. 

"  Oh,  I  felt  kinder  as  if  I  should  git  it,  if  I  didn't 
go  hum  and  doctor,"  sez  I. 

"But  that  wasn't  quite  reason  enough  for  your 
goin'  off  so,"  sez  he. 

"  Wasn't  it  ?  "  sez  I,  «  but  that  wasn't  all ;  I  got 
a  letter  from  Par,  and  he  wrote  that  Mann  was 
ailing,  and  that  he  was  getting  down  in  the  mouth, 
and  didn't  feel  very  smart  himself,  and  there  wasn't 
nobody  to  weed  the  onions — only  Judy  White — 

and  she  seemed  sort  of  molancholy,  and  so " 

"  Oh,  I  understand,"  sez  he,  a  cutting  me  off  short 
in  what  I  was  going  to  say.  I  guess  he  took  notice 
how  the  blood  biled  up  in  my  face,  for  he  went 
right  to  talking  about  something  else,  as  nat'ral  as 
could  be. 

So  arter  confabulating  a  spell  about  things  in 
general,  the  Editor  of  the  Express  he  begun  to  poke 
around  among  the  newspapers  agin,   and  to  hitch 
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aloiind  as  if  he'd  jest  as  lief  I  wasn't  there.  I  pulled 
oat  my  mittens,  for  it  was  cold  enough  to  snap  a 
feUer's  ears  off,  early  as  it  was.  So  I  put  'em  on  sort 
of  deliberate,  and  begun  to  smooth  up  the  red  and 
blue  fringe  on  the  top,  jest  as  if  I  wanted  to  go,  and 
yet  didn't  feel  in  much  of  a  hurry. 

By-am-by  I  got  up,  and  sez  I,  "  Wal,  good  day, — 
I  s'pose  it's  about  time  for  me  to  be  a  jogging." 

"  Don't  be  in  a  hurry,  Mr.  Slick,"  says  he,  a 
fumbling  oyer  the  newspapers  all  the  time. 

Think,  sez  I,  "  K  you  have  any  notion  to  print 
my  letters,  it's  about  time  to  come  up  to  the  scratch 
tu  once;"  but  he  kept  on  a  reading,  and  sez  I,  a 
sliding  back'ards  towards  the  door, — 

**  I  shouldn't  be  in  such  a  pucker  to  go,  but  I  want 
to  stop  at  the  office  of  the  Brother  Jonathan  to  see 
Zeke  Jones,  from  our  parts.  He's  a  prime  feller, 
Zeke  is ;  one  of  them  sort  of  chaps  that  make  one 
proud  of  human  natur.  We  used  to  be  as  thick  as 
three  in  a  bed  afore  either  of  us  took  to  literature. 
I  haint  seen  him  since,  but  his  stories  are  the  clear 
grain  and  no  chaff,  ginuine  all  over,  and  enough  to 
bring  the  tears  into  a  feller's  eyes  once  in  a  while,  I 
can  tell  you.  The  critter  'U  go  right  off  the  handle 
when  he  sees  me,  he'll  be  so  tickled,"  sez  I,  "  and  I 
haint  no  doubt  but  he  can  get  the  editors  of  that 
creation  large  paper  to  print  some  of  my  letters  for 
me." 

«  There,"  think,  sez  I,  "  if  that  don't  bring  him 
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up  to  the  trough^  fodder  or  no  fodder^  I  don't  know 
what  will." 

Sure  enough,  I  hadn't  but  jest  got  the  words  out 
of  my  mouth,  when  the  chap  he  spoke  up  like  a 
man. 

"  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he,  "  don't  think  of  sich  a  thing 
as  writing  for  any  paper  but  the  New  York  Express. 
I  can't  bear  the  idee  of  it  a  minit.  You  raly  can't 
think  how  bad  we  felt  for  fear  you  was  dead  when 
we  didn't  git  no  more  letters  from  you  arter  you 
went  to  Weathersfield.  Now  what  do  you  say  to 
staying  in  New  York,  and  going  ahead  agin  ?  Sup- 
posing you  pull  off  your  mittens  and  take  hold 
now?" 

I  seem'd  to  sort  of  deliberate  a  spell,  for  I  didn't 
want  him  to  think  I  cum  to  York  a  purpose  to  stay ; 
so  arter  a  while  sez  I, — 

"  Wal,  I'll  think  about  it.  Par  is  a  getting  old, 
but  I  guess  he'd  about  as  lief  do  the  foddering  and 
help  marm  about  the'chores  as  not  this  winter,  and 
mebby  Captin  Doolittle  will  board  there  and  help 
about  when  he  hives  up  for  the  winter.  But  I  don't 
jest  know  how  to  manage  it.  I  hain't  no  go-to-meet- 
ing clothes,  that  are  quite  up  to  the  notch.  The 
knees  of  my  dandy  trousers  bust  out  the  fust  time  I 
got  down  to  weed  onions  in  'em,  and  I  feel  rather 
unsartin  how  this  new  fix  of  mine  would  take  the 
gals'  eyes  in  Broadway." 

^  Oh  I  don't  stand  on  trifles,  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he. 
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**  editors  never  do," — and  with  that  he  took  a  squint 
at  mj  trousers,  as  if  he  was  mightily  tickled  with  the 
fit  of  'em  and  wanted  to  get  a  pattern.  This  sot  me 
in  conceit  of  'em  a  leetle. 

"  A  feller  might  see  that  with  half  an  eye,  any 
how,"  sez  I.  *'  But  now  I  come  to  think  of  it,  tins 
ere  suit  of  go-to-meeting  clothes  that  I've  got  on 
aint  to  be  sneezed  at,  now  are  they  ?  Marm  spun 
and  made  them  for  me  afore  I  cum  away  from  hum. 
She  cut  'em  by  my  dandy  coat  and  trousers,  and  got 
a  purty  scrumptious  fit  So  mebby  theyll  be  jest 
the  thing.  Every  body  in  Weathersfield  took  to 
cuttin  their  clothes  arter  mine,"  sez  I,  sort  of  brag- 
ging,— because,  you  know,  with  some  folks  it's  best 
to  put  the  best  foot  for'ard,  and  pass  for  all  you're 
worth,  and  sometimes  for  a  leetle  more,  tu. 

It's  all  a  mistake  for  a  man  to  think  tu  well  of 
himself;  but  the  experience  I've  had  here  in  York 
tells  me,  that  a  man,  to  make  others  think  well  of 
him,  must  make  the  most  of  himself,  and  of  all  bis 
imperfections.  "  A  good  outside  for  the  world,  and 
a  good  heart  within,"  was  one  of  the  best  lessons  you 
lamed  me,  par,  when  I  left  Weathersfield  for  York, 
So  sez  I  to  the  editor,  standing  as  straight  as  a 
broomstick,  and  striking  my  hand  upon  my  hat,  and 
then  putting  both  in  my  pockets,  to  appear  sort  of 
independent, — 

"  K  you  think  they'll  du,  why  I  don't  care  if  I 
hitch  tackle  with  you  agin ;  but  if  the  notion  takes 
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me  to  cut  stick  for  Waflhington  or  Weathersfield 
some  of  these  days^  I  ain't  sartin  but  you'll  find  me 
among  the  missings  but  howsomever^  I'll  give  you  a  try 
at  a  few  letters ;  but  I've  got  my  hand  out,  I  can  tell 
70U.  Strin^ng  onions  and  writing  letters  on  genteel 
society,  ain't  the  same  thing  by  no  sort  of  means. 
So  now  that's  all  settled,  I'm  off,  like  shot  off  a 
shovel." 

With  that  I  shook  hands  with  the  Editor  of  the 
Express,  and  made  tracks  for  the  sloop  about  the 
tickledest  feller  that  ever  you  did  see. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick, 
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LETTER  XXI, 

JONATHAN  VISITS  MB.  HOGO's  GARDEN  AND  GETS  A  BOU- 
QUET.—  PUZZLED  ABOUT  THE  PEOPRIETT  OP  PAYING 
FOB  THEM. — PUBCHASES  A  RIBBON  AND  STARTS  FOB 
THE  THEATRE. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Sliek,  Juttiee  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weaiher^fidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut, 

Dear  Par, 

The  minit  I  got  to  the  sloop  I  took  off  my  coat, 
for  I  didn't  seem  to  hum  enough  in  the  Astor  House 
to  write  there.  I  sot  down  in  the  cabin,  and  stretch- 
ing out  my  legs  on  a  butter-tub,  I  turned  up  my 
ristbands  and  wrote  off  the  letter  that  I  sent  yon 
t'other  day  on  the  top  of  an  onion  barrel,  without 
stopping  once,  I  was  so  tamationed  anxious  to  let 
you  know  how  I  was  a  getting  along. 

I  had  to  bite  off  short,  for  a  chap  come  aboard  the 
sloop  with  Captin  Doolittle  to  bargain  for  the  cargo 
of  cider  and  garden  sarse.  I  was  afeared  that  they 
would  want  to  overhaul  my  writing  desk,  and  so 
made  myself  scarce,  and  went  up  to  the  Express 
with  the  letter  stuck  loose  inside  the  crown  of  my 
hat,  editor  fashion. 

I  left  the  hull  letter  with  the  dark,  and  axed  him 
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where  on  arth  a  chap  could  git  a  smashing  bunch  of 
posies,  if  he  took  a  notion  to  want  sich  a  thing.  He 
told  me  to  go  right  straight  up  to  Mr.  Hogg's,  clear 
up  town  along  the  East  river,  and  said  that  I'd  better 
git  aboard  a  Harlem  car,  and  it  would  carry  me 
right  chock  agin  the  spot  for  a  ninepence. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "the  expense  aint  nothing  to  kill, 
80  I  guess  111  ride." 

With  that,  I  got  into  one  of  them  allfired  awk'ard 
things,  that  look  like  a  young  school-house  sot  on 
wheels,  and  running  away  with  the  scollars  stowed 
inside ;  and  arter  shelling  out  my  ninepence,  we  sot 
out  up  Centre  street,  through  the  Bowery,  and  all 
along  shore,  till  we  stopped  short  nigh  agin  the 
Astoria  ferry,  clear  up  town.  Arter  searching 
around  a  little,  I  found  Mr.  Hogg's  gardin,  and  went 
in.  A  great,  tall,  good-natured  looking  chap  cum 
up  to  me  as  I  was  a  peaking  about — a  feller  that 
made  me  feel  humsick  in  a  minit,  he  looked  so  much 
like  our  folks. 

"How  do  you  du?"  sez  I,  "I'm  tickled  to  see 
you ;  they  told  me  that  you  keep  posies  about  these 
ere  premises,  but  I  don't  see  no  signs  of  ^^m." 

"  Oh,"  sez  he,  as  good  as  pie,  "come  this  way,  and 
I  guess  we  can  find  as  many  as  you  want." 

"Wal,  that'll  be  a  good  |nany,  for  I'm  a  hard 
critter  on  mary-golds  and  hoUy-hocks,"  sez  I,  "  and 
I  want  a  smashing  heap  on  'em." 

With  that,  Mr.  Hogg,  insted  of  taking  me  into  a 
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garden,  jest  opened  the  door  of  a  great,  long^  low 
hooae,  with  an  allfired  great  winder  covering  the 
hnll  roof,  and  eez  he, 

"  Walk  in." 

I  guess  I  did  walk  in,  for  the  house  was  chuck 
full  of  the  hamsomest  trees  and  bushes  that  I  ever 
sot  eyes  on,  all  kiyered  over  with  posies,  and  smelling 
so  sweet,  that  a  bed  of  seed  onions,  jest  as  it  busts 
out  in  a  snowHstorm  of  white  flowers,  aint  nothing 
compared  to  it.  Didn't  I  give  good  long  snufls  as  I 
went  in  I  This  idea,  to  my  notion,  of  posies  amongst 
big  trees  and  bushes,  are  like  wimmen  folks  and 
young  ones  in  the  world  of  human  natur.  If  they 
am't  good  for  something  else,  they  are  plaguey  ham- 
some  to  look  at,  and  the  world  would  be  awful  dark 
and  scraggy  without  'em.  Some  winunen  may  be 
bad  enough  and  hateful  as  henbane,  but  consam  me! 
if  I  wouldn't  rather  love  thorn  bushes  than  none 
at  all. 

There  was  one  tree  that  took  my  eye  the  minit  I 
went  in;  it  hung  chuck  full  of  great  big  oranges, 
imd,  tell  me  I  lie  right  out,  if  there  wasn't  a  swad  of 
white  posies  a  busting  out  through  the  great  green 
leaves  in  hull  handfuls,  all  around  on  the  same  limbs 
where  the  oranges  were  a  growing  I  Think,  sez  I5 
this  raly  is  a  ginuine  scripture  lesson,  spring  and  fall 
a  gitting  in  love  with  each  other,  and  hugging 
together  on  the  same  bush;  oh,  gracious  I  how  the 
parfume  did  pour  out  from  the  middle  of  that  tree ! 
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I  felt  it  a  steaming  up  my  nose  and  a  creeping 
through  mj  hair^  till  I  begun  to  feel  as  sweet  as  if 
I'd  been  ducked  all  over  in  a  kettle  full  of  biled  rose 
leaves. 

Mr.  Hogg  he  went  along  among  the  great  high 
rows  of  bushes  sot  in  a  heap^  one  on  top  of  t'other 
almost  to  the  glass  ruff,  with  a  good  sized  jack-knife 
in  his  hand,  and  then  he  cut  and  slashed  among  the 
green  leaves  and  red  roses,  and  piled  up  a  bunch  of 
posies  about  the  quickest!  Yet  I  wasn't  satisfied, 
he  didn't  seem  to  pick  out  the  rale  critters,  but 
tucked  in  the  leetle  finefied  buds,  but  jest  as  if  he 
couldn't  guess  what  I  wanted  'em  for. 

"Oh,  now  you  git  out,"  sez  I,  when  he  handed 
over  a  hull  swad  of  posies  done  up  in  a  grist  of 
leaves ;  ^^  you  don't  mean  to  put  me  off  with  that 
ere  I  why,  it  aint  a  flee-bite  to  what  I  want.  Come 
now,  hunt  up  a  few  hollyhocks,  and  marygolds,  and 
poppies,  and  if  you've  got  a  good  smashing  hidaranger, 
purple  on  one  side  and  yaller  on  t'other;  tuck  it  in 
the  middle." 

Mr.  Hogg  he  stood  a  looking  right  in  my  eyes 
with  his  mouth  a  leetle  open,  as  if  he  didn't  know 
what  to  make  of  it. 

"The  season  is  over  for  those  things,"  sez  he, 
"  and  I  haint  got  one  in  the  hot-house." 

"Wal,"  sez  I,  "du  the  best  you  can,  all  things 
considering,  only  tuck  in  the  big  posies,  and  enough 
D  2 
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on  'em,  for  I'm  going  to  give  'em  to  a  sneezer  of  a 
hamsome  gal — so  don't  be  too  sparing." 

With  that  Mr.  Hogg  sarched  out  some  great  red 
and  yaller  posies,  with  some  streaming  long  blue 
ones  a  sticking  through  them^  and  arter  a  while  he 
handed  over  something  worth  while —  a  great  smash- 
ing bunch  of  posies  as  big  as  a  bell-squash  choked 
in  at  the  neck. 

.  Arter  I'd  examined  the  consam  to  be  sartin  that 
all  was  ship-shape,  I  made  Mr.  Hogg  a  bow,  and, 
sezi, 

"I'm  much  obliged  to  you, — if  ever  you  come  to 
Weathersfield  in  the  summer  time,  marm  will  give 
you  jest  as  many,  and  be  tickled  with  the  chance. 
She  beats  all  natur  at  raising  these  sort  of  things." 

He  looked  at  me  sort  of  amest,  but  yet  he  didn't 
seem  to  be  jest  satisfied,   and  after  snapping  his 
thumb  across  the  blade  of  his  jack-knife  a  minit,  he^ 
spoke  out,  but  seemed  kinder  loth. 

"We  generally  sell  our  bokays,"  sez  he,  arter 
haming  and  hawing  a  leetle  while. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "mebby  I  shall  want  one  some  of 
these  days,  and  then  I'll  give  you  a  call — but  any 
how  Fm  obliged  to  you  for  the  posies  all  the  same." 

I  wanted  to  oifer  him  a  fourpence  for  the  trouble 
of  picking  the  posies,  but  he  looked  so  much  like  a 
gentleman  and  a  Weathersfield  Deacon,  I  was  scared 
for  fear  he'd  think  I  wanted  to  impose  on  him  if  I 
offered  money.     So  I  made  him  another  bow,  and 
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went  off^  whUe  he  stood  a  looking  arter  me  as  if  I'd 
been  stealing  a  sheep.  I  have  wished  since  that  Td 
offered  him  the  fourpence,  for  he  kinder  seemed  to 
calculate  on  something  like  it.  I  stopped  into  a  store 
and  bought  a  yard  of  wide  yaller  ribbon,  and  arter 
tying  it  round  my  bunch  of  posies  in  a  double  bow 
knot,  with  great  long  eends  a  streaming  down,  I  took 
the  critter  in  my  hand,  and  cut  dirt  for  the  theatre, 
for  it  was  a  gitting  nigh  on  to  dark. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXIL 

JONATHAN  GIVES  A  DSSOBIPTION  OF  THE  THEATEE,  FBI- 
VATE  BOXES,  DBOP-SCENE,  ETC.  —  HIS  IDEAS  OP  MISS 
ELLSLEB'S  dancing,  and  DANCING  GIELS  IN  GENERAL. — 
JONATHAN  MISTAKES  WILLIAMS  IN  HIS  COMIC  SONG  OF 
<<  OLD  MAIDS  AND  OLD  BACHELOBS  TO  SELL,"  FOB  AN 
AUCTIONEEB  WHO  IS  KNOCKING  OFF,  "LA  BELLE  FANNT," 
TO  THE  HIGHEST  BIDDEB. — JONATHAN  IS  INDIGNANT 
THAT  SHE  IS  NOT  HIS,  AFTEB  SO  4fTJCH  HARD  BIDDING, 
BY  WINKS,  ETC.  —  HE   FLINGS  HIS   BOUQUET  AT  FANNT's 

FEET. — Jonathan's  visit  behind  the  scenes,  and 
HIS  idea  op  things  seen  thebe. — Gallants  fanny 

HOME   TO   THE  ASTOB  HOUSE. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  Sliek^  Justice  of  the  Peaces  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathers/ield,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Deab  Par,  * 

The  man  who  keeps  the  door  at  the  Park  Theatre 
didn't  seem  to  know  me  at  fust,  but  the  minit  I  writ 
out  my  name  the  hull  length,  and  handed  it  over, 
curlecues  and  all,  and  told  him  I  wanted  the  Astor 
House  box,  he  was  as  perlite  as  a  basket  of  chips. 
He  handed  me  over  to  another  chap,  who  took  me  up 
stairs  and  along  a  dark  entry  way,  till  he  ended  in  a 
hamsome  leetle  pen,  all  curtained  off  with  red  silk, 
with  purty  mahogany  frames  that  slid  up  and  down 
over  a  sort  of  a  red  pulpit  cushion  that  run  round  the 
front  side. 
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The  feller,  he  shut  me  up,  and  I  sot  down  on  one  of 
the  chairs  in  the  box,  and  took  a  gineral  suryej  of  the 
theatre.  From  where  I  sot,  it  looked  as  if  somebody 
had  laid  down  an  allfired  big  horse-shoe  for  a  pattern, 
and  then  built  arter  it  one  tier  of  seats  above  another 
till  they  got  tired  of  the  fun,  and  topped  off  with  a 
young  sky  all  covered  over  with  golden  picters  and 
curlecued  work. 

There  was  a  consamed  great  curtain  hung  down 
afore  the  stage,  with  a  sort  of  an  Injim  mound  in  the 
middle,  and  a  house  built  on  top  of  it  A  lot  of 
painted  fellers  hung  about  the  front  of  the  curtain, 
niggers  and  Injuns,  some  a  setting  down,  and  some  a 
standing  up,  and  looking  like  human  meat-axes  gone 
to  sleep.  One  feller  that  was  squat  down ;  with  his 
back  leaned  agin  a  post,  had  something  that  looked 
like  a  bunch  of  prime  onions  with  the  tops  on,  stuffed 
inter  his  bosom,  and  he  held  a  kind  of  a  short  handled 
frying-pan  in  his  hand  as  if  he  meant  to  cook  some 
and  have  a  smart  fry,  as  soon  as  he  could  git  tu  a 
fire. 

I  hadn't  sot  long  when  the  men  begun  to  stream 
into  the  theatre  like  all  possessed,  with  a  small 
sprinkling  of  the  feminine  gender,  jest  enough  to  take 
the  cuss  off  and  no  more. 

In  less  than  no  time  the  house  was  jammed  chuck 

full  and  running  over,  till  I  raly  felt  as  if  it  was 

wicked  to  keep  so  much  room  all  to  myself,  when  the 

rest  was  stowed  and  jammed  up  so  close  that  you 
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couldn't  a  hung  up  a  flax  seed  edgeways  between  'em ; 
but,  think,  sez  I,  every  one  for  himself — I  know  when 
Tm  well  oiF,  and  that's  enough.  So  I  leaned  oyer 
the  cushion,  and  let  one  hand  hang  a  leetle  over  the 
edge,  as  independent  as  if  the  whole  theatre  was 
mine. 

By-am-by  the  curtain  begun  to  roll  up,  and  Id 
like  to  have  larfed  sight  out  to  see  them  painted  chaps 
du  themsdyes  up  and  curl  over  the  roller  —  fust  their 
feet  doubled  up,  then  their  legs  and  hips  and  shoulders 
'- — then  the  roller  took  a  slice  off  from  the  bottom  of 
the  mound,  and  turights,  the  hull  was  twisted  up  into 
a  beam,  and  hitched  to  the  ruff —  goodness  gracious 
knows  how  1 1  don't. 

Wal^  when  the  curtain  was  all  rolled  up  snug, 
there  raly  was  a  picter  worth  looking  on  behmd  it 
There  was  a  great  high  mountain  with  rail  fences 
cutting  across  it,  and  bridges  and  trees,  that  made  a 
feller  feel  oneasy  to  git  into  the  shade,  and  oxen  and 
cows  and  folks  a  driving  'em,  going  along  the  road, 
that  run  around  slantindicular  to  the  top,  and  there, 
jest  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  was  a  purty  leetle  house 
half  kivered  over  with  grape  vines  and  morning 
glories,  that  made  me  think  of  hum  till  I  could  a  bust 
out  a  crying  as  well  as  not. 

All  to  once  there  was  a  toot  horn  sounded  up 
among  the  rocks,  and  then  —  oh  creation  I  what  a 
grist  of  hamsome  gals  cum  a  dancing  and  larfing  and 
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hopping  down  the  mountain,  all  with  curls  a  flying 
and  posies  twisted  among  'em,  and  white  frocks  on, 
and  ribbons  a  streaming  out  every  which  way, —  and 
sich  feet !  I  swanny  it  made  me  ketch  my  breath  to 
see  'em  a  cutting  about  under  their  white  petticoats. 

When  they  got  down  onto  the  flat  before  the 
house,  the  way  they  cut  it  down  heel  and  toe,  right 
and  left,  down  outside  and  up  the  middle,  was  enough 
to  make  the  York  tippes,  the  darned  lazy  coots, 
ashamed  of  themselves.  It  was  down  east  all  over  I 
— they  put  it  down  about  right,  with  the  ginuine 
Yankee  grit.  I  felt  all  in  a  twitter  to  git  down  and 
shake  a  toe  with  them.  It  would  be  worth  while  to 
cut  a  double  shuffle  among  so  many  hamsome  gals, 
with  a  hull  pen  chuck  full  of  fiddles  a  reeling  oiF  the 
music  for  you.  I'll  be  darned  I  Par,  if  I  don't  believe 
it  would  make  the  blood  streak  it  through  your  old 
veins  about  the  quickest,  though  you  be  a  Justice  of 
the  Peace  and  a  Deacon  of  the  Church. 

Arter  a  while,  a  feller  cum  up  that  looked  just  like 
a  tin  pedler  out  of  work — a  sneaking  critter  with  a 
face  like  a  jack-knife,  and  a  white  hat  on  turned  dear 
up  on  the  sides  till  the  front  and  back  was  pinted 
like  a  butter  scoop.  He  begun  stepping  about  and 
making  motions  with  his  arms,  till  the  gals  cut  up  the 
hill  to  work  agin,  like  a  coop  fiill  of  duckens  scat- 
tered by  a  hen  hawk. 
.  The  chap  was  a  strutting  about  as  crank  as  a 
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woodchuck^  when  in  come  Miss  Elssler  a  hundred 
times  hamsomer  than  she  was  to  hum^  wheeling  a 
wheel-barrow  with  a  chum  in  it. 

Grauly  oppalus!  but  wasn't  she  a  sneezer!  The 
rest  wasn't  no  more  to  compare  with  her  than  a  dan- 
dalion  is  to  a  cabbage  rose.  On  she  cum  a  teetering 
along  as  genteel  as  a  bobalink  in  a  wheat  lot.  She 
had  on  a  straw  hat,  curled  up  at  the  sides,  that  made 
her  hamsome  face  look  so  cunning ;  besides  this  she 
wore  a  sort  of  a  new  fashioned  jacket  with  short 
sleeves,  that  showed  a  pair  of  the  roundest  fattest 
arms,  all  sort  of  tapering  off  to  the  hand — a  purty 
leetle  finefied  hand  as  white  as  curd,  and  that  looked 
eenamost  as  soft  too.  With  the  hat  on  and  the 
jacket,  you  might  have  took  her  for  an  allfired  ham- 
some  boy,  but  there  was  no  mistake  about  the  rest. 
Mary  Bebe  couldn't  raise  a  bigger  bump  than  she 
had  on.  Arter  all,  the  boy's  and  gal's  clothing  pulled 
about  an  even  yoke  on  her.  She  had  on  a  short 
petticoat  that  showed  a  purty  considerable  chunk  of 
understandings,  that  tapered  off  into  a  pair  of  feet^ 
that  looked  as  if  they  couldn^  be  hired  to  keep  still 
on  no  account.  Take  her  for  all,  I  can't  but  allow, 
that  she  was  a  smasher  in  the  w^^y  of  beauty,  and  her 
manners  were  sartinly  very  genteel. 

The  minit  she  cum  on,  the  folks  in  the  theatre 
begun  to  stomp,  and  yell,  and  kick  up  a  darned  of  a 
fuss ;  with  that  she  dropped  her  wheel-barrow  as  if  it 
had  been  a  hot  potater,  and  begun  to  curchy,  and 
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smile^  and  'put  that  consamed  hand  agin  her  heart, 
till  I  begun  to  ketch  breath  like  a  pair  of  bellerses. 

It  took  nigh  upon  three  minits  afore  the  consamed 
fellers  would  atop  their  yop ;  but  when  they  did  choke 
in  a  leetle^  she  ketched  up  the  wheel-barrow  and 
scooted  up  the  mountain  with  it,  a  teetering  and 
sidling  along  like  a  young  colt  when  they  are  a 
breaking  him  to  the  bit 

The  tin  pedler  chap,  he  poked  on  arter,  and  gin  the 
wheel-barrow  a  booe(t  once  in  a  while  as  chipper  as 
could  be.  It  made  my  dander  rise  to  see  the  chap  a 
hankering  arter  her  so.  K  she  wanted  to  take  a 
shine  to  a  Yankee,  why  couldn't  she  a  found  a  feller 
worth  a  looking  at  ?  But  sometimes  it  does  seem  as 
if  these  gals  couldn't  tell  bran  when  the  bag's  open — 
the  brightest  on  'em.  I  say  nothing,  but  it  seems  to 
me  that  she  might  a  gin  one  peak  up  to  the  Astor 
House  box.  I  guess  it  would  have  made  that  chap 
sing  small  if  she  had. 

Wal,  arter  all,  the  critters  both  came  back  agin. 
The  gal  had  a  red  ribbon  in  her  hand,  and  she'd  lost 
her  straw  hat  somewhere  in  the  bushes.  It  raly  did 
beat  all  how  she  tanteralized  that  he  coot  with  the 
ribbon ;  fust  she  made  as  if  she'd  give  it  to  him,  and 
jest  as  he  gripped  it,  away  it  slipped  through  his 
fingers  and  she  flurished  it  now  on  one  side  his  head, 
and  now  on  t'other,  as  if  it  had  been  a  streak  of 
lightning   she  was  a  playing  with.     It  tickled  me 
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eenamofit  to  death  to  see  how  darned 
critter  looked  when  she  sort  of  hovered  about  him 
with  the  ribbon^  now  a  sticking  that  tamal  sweet 
coaxing  face  into  his'n  so  pert,  and  then  dammg  off 
as  easy  as  git  out,  with  the  red  ribbon  a  streaming 
from  her  fillers  so  sarsy. 

Oh  gracious !  I'd  a  gin  something  to  have  been  m 
that  feller's  shoes ;  I  swan  if  I  wouldn't  a  give  her  a 
buss  right  before  'em  all — I  couldn't  a  help'd  it  if  all 
creation  had  been  at  the  door,  and  I  swan.  Par,  I  be- 
lieve you'd  a  up  and  give  her  a  smack  tu  if  you'd  been 
by,  old  as  you  be.  The  sight  of  her  tamal  sweet 
winning  ways  was  enough  to  rile  up  the  blood  in  a 
feller's  heart,  if  he  was  as  old  and  frosty  as 
Mathusaler. 

I  don't  wonder  that  the  fellers  stomped  and  clapped 
their  paws, — I'm  afear'd  I  let  out  a  young  arthquake 
myself  in  that  way.  I  tried  to  hold  in,  but  it  wasn't 
the  leastest  might  of  use.  That  gal  is  like  a  sky- 
rocket, she  busts  right  on  a  feller  and  takes  away  his 
senses  with  the  blaze.  I  settled  right  down,  like  a 
cabbage  sprout  in  a  hot  sun. 

Arter  a  while,  the  gals  all  come  down  from  the 
mountain  agin,  and  begun  to  cut  up  their  tantrums; 
then  a  hamsome  man  with  a  cap  and  feathers  on,  and 
clothes  all  kivered  with  silver  and  gold  and  precious 
stones,  come  tipping  along,  leading  a  great  strapping 
woman  as  tall  as  all  out-doors,  and  dressed  off  in  green 
like  a  buU-frog.     They  went  into  a  leetle  sort  of  a 
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cubby  house  with  glass  winders,  and  sot  down  to  see 
the  rest  dance. 

Didn't  they  cut  the  dashes  though !  helter  skelter, 
hurra  boys  I  they  went  at  it  like  a  flock  of  sheep  at 
salting  time.  By-am-by,  they  all  give  out,  and  my 
gal,  Fanny,  she  stood  up  with  the  leetle  Yankee  as  if 
she  was  a  going  to  dance  a  jig.  She'd  put  on  another 
petticoat  streaked  yaller  and  blue,  but  insted  of 
running  up  and  down,  the  streaks  were  a  foot  wide, 
and  run  round  and  round  like  the  hoops  of  a  barrel. 
She'd  lost  her  hat,  and  a  swad  of  the  shineyest  black 
hair  that  ever  I  saw  on  a  gal's  head  was  kinder  slicked 
down  on  the  sides,  and  twistified  up  in  a  knot  behind 
her  hamsome  shaped  head,  and  then  topped  off  with 
a  bunch  of  red  roses  and  a  pink  ribbon  that  hung 
streaming  down  her  back,  about  as  long  as  marm  ties  • 
your  cue.  Par,  when  you  go  to  meeting. 

.  Wal,  the  leetle  chap  he  begun  to  dance  fust,  and  I 
thought  I  should  a  haw-hawed  right  out  to  see  him 
strain  and  exart  himself,  while  she  stood  by  with  her 
tamal  cunning  head  stuck  a  one  side,  so  tickled,  that 
the  tee-hee  fairly  bust  through,  and  made  her  larf 
sort  of  easy  all  over,  but  he  didn't  seem  to  know  that 
she  was  a  poking  fun  at  him. 

When  the  chap  got  through.  Miss  Elssler  she  jest 
sidled  up  as  softly  as  a  snow  storm — gin  her  foot 
a  twirl,  and  took  a  sort  of  genteel  dive  as  if  she  was 
a  going  to  swim  in  the  air.  Oh  dear,  didn't  she  swim, 
tool     It  was  like  a  bird  on  an  apple  tree  limb  in 
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spring  time,  or  a  boy's  kite  a  sailing  and  ducking  to 
a  south  wind.  She  didn't  kick  about,  and  shuffle, 
and  all  that,  as  I've  seen  'em  do ;  nor  did  she  packer 
and  twist  and  sidle,  like  the  darned  lazy  varmint  that 
I've  seen  among  the  fashionable  big  bugs ;  but  she 
was  as  chirk  as  a  bird,  as  quick  as  a  grasshopper,  and 
as  soft  as  a  mealy  potatoe  with  the  skin  off. 

By-am-by  she  broke  off  short,  and  spread  out  her 
hands,  and  curchied  to  the  chap,  sort  of  sarsy,  as  if  to 
say,  **  Beat  that  if  you  can  1" 

Then  the  feller  he  tried  agin,  and  then  she,  turn 
about,  till  at  last  she  let  herself  off  like  a  fire  cracker 
on  the  fourth  of  July.  One  foot  flew  up  into  the 
air  like  a  bird's  wing,  and  whiz  I  —  off  she  went  like  a 
she  comet  kicked  on  eend.  Then  she  sort  of  let  her 
foot  down  by  degrees,  as  a  hawk  folds  its  wing,  and 
sloped  off  easy,  a  spreading  her  hands  to  the  feller, 
and  curchying  so  sarsy,  as  much  as  to  say, 

"  Try  and  beat  that,  now  du  I  all  over  agin  if  you 
can." 

The  critter  sneaked  off  as  if  he  couldn't  help  it ; 
then  the  show  went  on,  all  of  'em  talking  in  signs 
like  deaf  and  dumb  folks.  But  it  would  take  a  week 
of  Sundays  to  tell  you  all.  To  give  you  the  butt 
eend,  she  was  married  to  the  hamsome  chap  that  run 
off  with  her;  and  out  she  cum  all  in  white,  with 
diamonds  in  her  hair  and  on  her  neck,  and  her  frock 
shone  with  'em  like  a  snowball  bush  kivered  with 
dew  in  the  arly  summer.     Goodness  gracious  !  wasn't 
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she  a  beauty  without  paint  or  whitewash,  and  didn't 
she  dance  I  The  folks  stomped  and  yelled  like  a  pack 
of  Injuns,  when  the  chap  giye  her  a  grip  round  the 
waist,  and  she  stood  on  one  toe  with  t'other  leg  stuck 
out,  and  her  head  twisted  toward  his  bosom,  a  twit- 
tering like  a  white  swan  that  would  a  flown  clear  off, 
if  the  feller  hadn't  held  on  like  all  natur.  It  raly 
seemed  as  if  you  could  a  seen  the  white  feathers  a 
raffling  up,  she  was  so  eager  to  fly  away. 

Consam  that  chap!  — dam  him  to  damation,  I  say ! 
It  made  me  riley  to  see  him  a  holding  on  her  as  if 
there  wam't  nobody  in  creation  but  himself.  I'll  be 
hanged  and  choked  to  death,  if  it  wouldn't  a  done  me 
good  to  have  licked  him  on  the  spot.  The  mean 
finefied  varmint  I  It  was  lucky  the  curtain  went 
down  ca-smash  as  it  did.  It  give  me  time  to  kinder 
think  what  I  was  a  doing,  or  he'd  a  ketched  it. 

I'd  eenamost  forgot  about  the  auction,  for  arter 
the  Astor  House  chap  read  the  card,  I  begun  to 
think  there  was  some  mistake;  but  by-am-by  out 
come  a  queer  looking  chap,  as  chirk  as  a  catydid,  and 
he  begun  to  sing  off  a  lot  of  men  and  women  folks  to 
auction. 

Think,  sez  I,  goodness  gracious  I  if  anybody  but 
me  bids  off  that  hamsome  critter,  I  shall  go  off 
the  handle ;  I  sartinly  shall.  He'd  knocked  off  an 
old  maid  and  a  widder,  and  an  Irishman,  and  was 
jest  a  crying  up  an  old  bachelor,  when  I  made  up 
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my  mind  to  bid  on  her  any  way,  if  I  had  to  sell  the 
old  sloop,  garden  sarse  and  all,  to  toe  the  mark. 

I  knew  the  sloop  and  cargo  wasn't  mine,  but  that 
gal  had  got  into  my  head,  and  I  didn't  seem  to  know 
right  from  wrong.  I  forgot  Judy  White,  and  all  the 
gab  on  arth,  for  the  time  being.  The  feller  kept  a 
singing  out  and  a  knocking  on  'em  off,  but  I  didn't 
hear  nobody  bid,  so  I  s'posed  they  did  it  by  winking. 
They  tell  me  that's  the  fashion  at  the  big  York  ven- 
dues. At  the  very  tip  eend  of  the  batch,  he  up  and 
said  he'd  got  the  best  one  yet  for  the  young  men  to 
bid  on,  a  gal  jest  eighteen,  and  then  he  run  on  with 
a  lot  of  soft  sodder  about  her, — ^but  I  can't  write  what 
he  said,  I  was  in  such  a  twitteration.  Think,  sez 
I,  it's  Fanny  Elssler  as  sure  as  a  gun,  and  I'll  be 
dam'd  if  any  of  them  chaps  out-wink  me !  So  I  got 
up  and  bent  for'ard  clear  over  the  cushion,  and  the 
way  I  snapped  my  eyewinkers  at  the  auctioneer  was 
awful  savage,  I  can  tell  you. 

"  No  more  bids,"  sez  he,  a  histing  his  fist,  "  no 
more  bids, — going  I"  Here  I  winked  like  all  natur. 
«  Going  I "  I  snapped  my  eyes  till  they  a'most  struck 
fire,  and  I  stuck  out  my  fist  to  arms  length  and  my 
breath  seemed  to  stop  short,  I  was  so  dreadful  eager. 
'^  Gone  I"  sez  the  chap,  a  stepping  back  and  a  lifting 
his  hand  as  if  he  didn't  care  if  I  shook  to  death, 
and  then  he  made  a  bow  to  the  folks  in  ginral,  and 
sez  he, 

**  Yours,  with  one  eye  out." 
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I  sallied  back,  and  clapped  my  hand  to  my  eye,  for 
at  first  I  thought  mebby  it  was  out,  I'd  winked  so 
etamal  amest ;  but  there  it  was,  safe  and  sound,  and 
some  etamal  wall-eyed  coot  had  got  that  hamsome 
critter  away  from  me.  At  first  I  was  mad  enough 
to  bite  a  tenpenny  nail  in  tu  without  chawing ;  then 
I  began  to  feel  dreadful  wamblecropped,  and  eena- 
most  boo-hooed  out  a  crying.  In  the  eend  I  made 
up  my  mind  that  it  was  a  mean  cheat,  and  that  I'd 
have  the  gal  in  spite  of  all  the  one-eyed  fellers  in  all 
creation ;  ^^for,"  sez  I,  "it  aint  the  natur  of  things 
that  a  critter  could  wink  with  one  eye  as  fast  as  I 
could  with  both  winkers  under  full  steam ; "  so  I  jest 
made  up  my  mind  to  look  out  the  auctioneer,  and 
stick  up  for  my  rights. 

There  was  another  play,  but  I  felt  so  down  in  the 
mouth,  that  I  up  and  went  right  straight  off  in  sarch 
of  that  auctioneer,  but  nobody  seemed  to  understand 
who  I  wanted,  till,  arter  wandering  around  like  a  cat 
in  a  strange  garret  ever  so  long,  I  asked  the  man  at 
the  door;  and  he  said  the  chap  had  gone  hum,  but 
that  he'd  be  there  agin  to-morrow  night. 

"Wal,"  sez  I,  "I'll  come  and  see  him  agin,  and 
hell  find  out  I  aint  to  be  imposed  upon,  if  I  am  from 
the  country." 

Witb  that  I  went  back  to  the  Astor  House  box, 
jest  in  time  to  see  Fanny  Elssler,  the  critter  I'd  been 
bidding  off,  out  on  the  stage  agin. 

There  she  was,  all  dressed  out  in  yaller  silk,  with 
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heaps  on  heaps  of  the  black  shiney  lace  a  streaming 
over  it,  a  hopping  about  and  twistifying  round  like  a 
loyensick  yaller-hammer  hankering  arter  a  mate.  She 
had  a  rattle-box  on  each  hand,  and  she  gin  a  rattle 
at  every  new  twist,  and  sometimes  it  was  rattle, 
rattle,  rattle,  as  swift  as  lightning,  and  then  twist, 
twist,  twist;  now  her  head  eenamost  bumped  agin 
the  floor,  and  the  hump  on  her  back  stuck  up  higher 
than  ever;  then  her  arms  went  curlecueing  over  her 
head,  and  the  rattle-boxes  gin  out  a  whole  hail-storm 
of  noises,  and  then  she'd  stick  her  arms  out  at  full 
length  and  sidle  off,  dragging  her  feet  along  kind  of 
easy,  till  I  raly  didn't  know  what  she  was  a  doing, 
till  I  looked  on  the  piece  of  paper  the  man  gm  me, 
and  saw  that  she  was  a  doing  up  a  Cachuca ;  but  if 
it  wasn't  dancing,  it  sartinly  was  fust  cousin  to  it,  or 
I  aint  a  judge  of  catfish.  But  then  who  knows  but 
Cachuca  is  French  for  dancing  ?  I  don't :  any  how, 
she  sartinly  cachukied  it  off  like  all  natur,  and  no 
mistake. 

By-am-by,  she  give  her  foot  a  flirt  out  and  her 
arms  a  flourish  upwards,  and  off  she  was  a  going  like 
a  trout  with  a  fish-hook  in  his  mouth ;  but  the  hUks 
begun  to  holler  and  yell,  and  take  on  so,  that  she  had 
to  cum  back  whether  or  no. 

She  cum  back  sort  of  modest,  a  curchying  and  a 
smiling,  and  looking  so  consamed  hamsome  and 
mealy-mouthed,  that  I  thought  the  men  would  bust 
the  ruff  right  off  from  the  theatre,  they  stomped  and 


BT   JONATHAN   SLICK,   ESQ.  67 

jelled,  and  made  such  darned  coots  of  themselyes. 
All  to  once,  down  cum  a  bull  baking  of  posies,  all 
around  her,  as  thick  as  hops.  But  there  wasn't  none 
of  them  a  priming  to  the  one  I  had  stuffed,  stem 
downwards,  in  the  crown  of  my  hat. 

I  jumped  up,  and  gripped  the  consam  with  both 
hands,  and  when  the  rest  had  got  through,  I  drew 
back  both  hands  with  a  jerk,  and  it  whizzed  down- 
wards with  the  yaller  ribbons  a  streaming  out,  right 
over  the  row  of  lamps,  and  the  pen  full  of  fiddlers, 
till  it  fell  ca-swash  right  down  to  Miss  Elssler's  feet. 
Gauly  offilus  I  didn't  she  give  a  jump !  and  didn't 
the  folks  in  the  theatre  set  up  another  pow-wow,  that 
a'most  lifted  the  ruff  off  the  theatre  I  The  chaps 
seemed  to  have  a  notion  what  a  bunch  of  posies 
ought  to  be  when  mine  cum  down  amongst  the  mean 
leetle  bunches  that  they'd  been  a  throwing,  and  sent 
them  a  streaming  every  which  way. 

Miss  Elssler,  arter  the  fust  jump,  looked  tickled 
a'most  to  see  such  a  whopper  a  lying  there,  so 
tempting  and  sweet ;  and  I  ruther  guess  she  took  a 
squint,  and  sent  one  of  her  tamal  killing  smiles  to- 
wards a  good  looking  sort  of-  a  chap,  about  my  size, 
that  sot  with  a  checkered  vest  on  a  leaning  over  the 
Astor  House  box.  I  say  nothing,  but  Jonathan 
Slick  haint  been  to  husking  balls  and  apple  cuts  ever 
since  he  was  knee  high  to  a  toad,  without  knowing 
the  cut  of  a  gal's  looks  when  she's  taken  a  shine  to 
you,  or  wants  you  to  see  her  hum. 
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I  gin  her  a  sort  of  a  knowing  sqmnt  and  a  half 
bow,  jest  to  let  her  see  that  she  needn't  feel  uneasy 
for  fear  that  I  shouldn't  toe  the  mark ;  and  then 
I  sot  still,  but  awful  impatient,  till  a  chap  cum  in 
and  picked  up  a  hull  armful  of  the  posies.  He  had 
to  git  down  on  one  of  his  marrow  bones  and  boost 
hard  at  the  whopper  that  I  flung ;  and  when  Miss 
Elssler  took  'em  all  in  her  arms,  and  curchied  over 
and  oyer  agin,  that  bunch  of  mine  lay  right  agin 
her  bosom,  and  spread  out  so  as  a'most  to  kiyer  her 
hamsome  white  neck.  Jest  as  she  was  a  going  off 
on  one  side,  she  gin  another  of  her  tamal  sweet 
squints  up  to  where  I  sot,  and  then  stuck  that  ham- 
some  face  of  her'n,  down  into  my  posey  so  tantalizing, 
I  swan,  I  couldn't  stand  it  no  longer,  but  up  I  got, 
and  in  less  than  no  time  I  coaxed  the  door-keeper  to 
show  me  the  way  back  of  the  theat^,  where  the 
critter  was. 

The  chap  took  me  along  that  entry  way,  up  stairs 
by  the  Astor  House  box,  and  through  a  leetle  narrow 
door,  and  there  he  left  me  on  the  top  of  a  lot  of  stiurs 
that  looked  as  if  they'd  take  me  down  into  sumbody's 
cellar.  Sich  a  tarnal,  dark,  pokerish  set  of  things  I 
never  did  see,  that's  a  fact.  But  I'd  got  the  steam 
up,  and  there  aint  no  whoa  to  me  at  sich  times, 
—  so  down  I  went,  hickle-te-picklety,  head  fust, 
among  the  paint-pots,  and  boards,  and  slabs,  and 
smoky  lamps,  and  arter  wandering  about  like  the 
Babes  in  the  Wood,  I  cum  ca-smash  right  into  a  room 
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chuck  full  of  the  damcing  gals  that  I'd  been  half  in 
love  with  all  the  evening. 

Oh  gracious  I  it  made  me  sick  to  think  what  a 
tamal  coot  I'd  been  a  making  of  myself.  Some  of 
the  critters  that  I'd  thought  so  darned  harnsome 
were  as  old  as  the  hills,  and  as  homely  as  a  sassafras 
root,  close  tu.  The  paint  and  white-wash  was  an 
inch  thick  on  some  of  their  faces,  and  most  on  'em 
were  a  cutting  about  the  room  as  awk'ard  as  a  flock 
of  sheep  jest  arter  shearing  time  —  and  these  were 
the  light  purty  critters  that  had  a'most  drove  me  oiF 
the  handle,  they  looked  so  harnsome  and  taking  a 
leetle  way  oflT!  I  swow,  but  it  a'most  sot  me  agin  aU 
the  feminine  gender,  to  think  I'd  made  such  a  shote  of 
myself  as  to  take  such  a  shine  to  them  as  I  had. 

The  room  was  chock  full  of  folks.  There  were  old 
men  and  young  ones,  and  all  sorts  of  critters  dressed 
off,  jest  as  I'd  seen  'em  in  the  play ;  but  they  didn't 
look  no  more  like  the  same  critters,  close  to  'em,  than 
chalk's  like  a  new  milk  cheese.  That  dam'd  leetle 
Yankee  chap  was  there,  and  while  I  was  considering 
whether  it  was  best  to  scrape  acquaintance  or  not,  the 
identical  auctioneer  that  had  knocked  off  the  old  maids  " 
and  widders,  and  Fanny  Elssler  into  the  bargain,  stood 
right  agin  me.  I  felt  my  dander  rise  the  minit  I  sot 
eyes  on  him,  so  I  went  up  to  the  Yankee  chap,  and 
eez  I,  — 

"  You  can't  tell  me  who  that  chap  is,  can  you  ?  " 

The  Yankee  looked  round,  and  sez  he,  — 
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"  Oh,  yes,  that's  Billy  Williams,  a  good  hearted 
comical  chap  as  ever  lived.  Don't  you  know  him, 
sir?   I  thought  every  body  knew  Billy  Williams." 

"  I  don't  know  jest  yet,  but  I  guess  I  shall  afore 
long,"  sez  I,  a  looking  pitchforks  and  hatchel  teeth  at 
the  auctioneer;  and  with  that  I  walked  right  straight 
up  to  him,  with  my  hands  dug  down  into  my  trousers' 
pockets,  as  savage  as  could  be,  and  sez  I,  — 

*^  How  do  you  du,  sir  ?  I'll  jest  speak  a  few  words 
to  you,  if  you  haint  no  objection." 

^'  Sartinly,"  sez  he,  as  easy  as  all  natur,  and  with 
that  he  got  up  and  walked  out  of  the  room,  and  I 
arter  him,  till  we  cum  out  onto  a  sort  of  an  etamal 
big  bam  floor  that  was  shut  out  from  the  rest  of  the 
Theatre  by  that  whopping  curtain  that  I'd  seen  the 
t'other  side  on  it.  There  was  a  hull  raiment  of 
empty  hay  lofts  —  or  what  looked  just  like  'em,  great 
naked  rafters  and  posts,  with  rows  of  smoky  lamps 
stuck  on  'em,  and  what  looked  like  pieces  of  board 
fence  daubed  over  with  all  sorts  of  paint,  and  the 
wind  come  a  whistling  and  croaking  among  them  all, 
till  my  teeth  a'most  begun  to  chatter  in  my  head. 

I  was  so  busy  a  wondering  what  on  arth  those 
awful  dismal  premises  could  be  used  for,  that  I  forgot 
the  auctioneer,  till  he  turned  round  as  good  natured 
as  a  sucking  pig,  and  asked  what  I  wanted  of  him. 

**  Look  a  here,"  sez  I,  as  wrathy  as  could  be  for  the 
cold,  "  I  want  the  gal  that  I  bid  off  in  the  Theatre 
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to-night,  so  you  jest  band  over  and  save  trouble,  tbat^s 
aU." 

The  feller  be  stared  at  me  like  a  stuck  pig,  and 
then  he  bust  right  out  a  larfing  in  my  face  as  if  he 
meant  to  make  fun  of  it  all,  but  he'd  got  hold  of  the 
wrong  chicken  for  that  sort  of  com,  and  I  giye  him 
to  understand  as  much  afore  he'd  done  with  me. 

"  Now,"  sez  I,  "  look  a  here.  It  aint  of  no  use 
for  you  to  try  to  bamboozle  me  with  your  haw- 
hawing.  I  want  the  gal  that  I  bid  off — I  don't 
care  how  much  the  change  is.  Ill  hand  over  the 
chink  the  minit  you'll  go  to  one  of  them  pesky  law- 
yers and  git  the  deed  drawn  out.  I'm  sartin  that  I 
outwinked  every  chap  in  the  theatre,  and  dam  me  if 
I  give  up  to  any  of  'em  !  " 

'^  He  stared  at  fust  like  a  calf's  head  jest  dressed, 
and  then  he  bust  out  a  larfing,  till  I  was  mad  enough 
to  kick  him  on  eend  till  he  flew  up  into  one  of  the 
empty  hay  lofts. 

"  Come,"  sez  I,  "  do  you  mean  to  toe  the  mark  or 
not?  I'm  getting  awful  tingley  about  the  finger  eends, 
I  can  tell  you." 

"  Now,"  sez  he,  a  sobering  down  a  little,  "  did  you 
take  me  for  an  auctioneer,  in  rale  amest  ?  " 

I  begun  to  feel  sort  of  unsartin  what  to  say,  and 
insted  of  speaking  right  out,  I  circumnavigated  a 
leetle,  for  a  sort  of  a  notion  cum  over  me,  that  mebby, 
arter  all,  it  wasn't  nothing  but  make-believe,  and  that 
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I  was  jest  on  the  pint  of  making  a  consamed  coot  of 
myself. 

*'  Wal,  now,  you  did  it  up  as  cute  as  a  razor,  fidn't 
you  ?"  sez  L  **  It  was  eenamost  enough  to  make  a 
feller  think  that  you  was  in  amest,  wasn't  it?  but 
then  I  aint  quite  sich  a  green  horn  as  some  chaps 
that  cum  from  the  country,  and  I  know  what's  what 
I  haint  seen  anything  that  tickled  me  so  much  as  that 
_  that ^" 

"  Comic  song,**  sez  he. 

"  Oh,"  sez  I,  as  quick  as  wink,  "  you  needn't  take 
a  feller  up  afore  he's  down.  I  was  jest  a-  going  to 
say  that  you  raly  are  a  sneezer  at  saying  over  them 
comic  songs,  and  sartinly  you  do  look  as  nat'ral  as 
life.  In  course,  I  knew  there  wam't  no  wall  eyed 
critter  a  bidding,  and  thought  I'd  jest  see  if  you  was 
as  cute  a  looking  critter  close  to.  More  than  that, 
I've  got  a  notion  to  take  a  peak  at  the  fixins  back  of 
the  curtain  close  tu,  —  so  s'posing  you  and  I  jest  walk 
among  them  hills,  and  housen,  and  trees,  that  looked 
so  plaguey  cool  and  shady." 

I  kept  on  a  talking  so,  that  he  needn't  see  how 
tamal  sheepish  I  felt,  arter  making  sich  a  coot  of 
myself  as  to  believe  he'd  sold  Miss  Elssler  in  rale 
amest. 

**  Why,"  sez  he,  as  good  natured  as  could  be, 
"  here  you  are  right  in  the  midst  of  all  the  trees  and 
hills  and  houses  that  you  saw  in  front." 
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"  Oh,  now,  you  git  out ! "  sez  I,  "  I  aint  green 
enough  to  swaller  that,  any  how." 

He  looked  round  at  a  pile  of  old  wooden  partitions, 
daubed  over  with  paint,  and  a  standing  edgeways, 
and  sort  of  slantindicular  under  the  naked  rafters  and 
hay  lofts,  and  sez  he  — 

"  I'm  in  arnest  now  —  this  is  all  the  scenery  that 
you  saw  from  the  front.  You  stand  on  the  stage, 
jest  back  of  where  I  sung  my  comic  song,  and  that  is 
the  curtain," 

"  What,  that  old  sloop  sail  ?  "  sez  I.  "  How  you 
du  talk  I  I  sniggers !  but  I  can't  believe  it." 

"  Jest  go  to  the  curtain,  and  look  through  the 
edgq  there,"  sez  he. 

And  with  that  he  went  with  me,  and  pulled  back 
the  edge  of  the  curtain,  and  I  gin  a  sudden  peak 
through.  Sure  enough,  the  theatre  was  right  before 
me,  chuck  full  of  folks,  jest  as  I'd  left  it  5  and  the 
pen  full  of  fiddlers  was  a  streaming  out  the  music  right 
under  my  nose,  till  I  couldn't  hear  myself  think. 
When  I  turned  round  agin,  and  see  how  awful  dark 
And  chilly  every  thing  looked,  and  found  myself  wan- 
dering with  Mr,  Williams  among  a  hull  univarse  of 
posts,  and  boards,  and  lamps,  and  painted  cloth,  I  felt 
chilled  through  and  through,  as  if  I'd  got  ketched  in  a 
rain  storm,  and  had  found  kiver  in  a  saw-mill. 
Nothing  but  a  rickety  old  bam,  or  a  lot  full  of  white 
pine  stunxps,  could  look  half  so  dismal, 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  if  this  is  the  theatre^  I  pity  th^ 
VOL.  II.  E 
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poor  critters  that's  got*  to  get  a  liying  in  it,  any 
how." 

**  It's  bad  enuf,"  sez  Mr.  Williams,  a  twisting  up  his 
face,  sort  of  comical,  and  yit  looking  as  if  he'd  bust 
out  a  crying  if  you  said  two  words  more ;  "  it's  bad 
enuf,  but  then  we  put  the  best  side  out." 

"  I  should  think  you  did,"  sez  I,  a  looking  round; 
but  jest  that  minit  I  got  a  squint  at  a  gal,  a  streaking 
it  through  the  posts  and  boards,  all  kivered  oyer  with 
a  cloak,  but  there  wam't  no  cheating  me  in  the  critter. 
I  knew  in  the  dark  who  it  was  —  nobody  on  arth  but 
IVIiss  Elssler  could  walk  so  teaterish.  My  heart  riz 
in  my  mouth,  and  without  stopping  to  say  good  night, 
I  cut  away  from  Mr.  Williams,  and  pulled  foot  arter 
her,  like  all  possessed.  She  was  jest  a  going  out  of  a 
dark  entryway  that  led  out  doors,  when  I  ketched  up 
with  her. 

"  How  do  you  du.  Miss  Elssler  ?  "  sez  I,  all  in 
a  twitter ;  "  shall  I  have  the  pleasure  to  see  you 
hum?" 

With  that  I  crooked  my  right  elbow,  and  looked 
right  straight  down  into  the  damdest  consamed, 
hamsomest  pair  of  eyes,  as  amest  as  could  be,  for  I 
was  awfully  afeard  of  gitting  the  mitten ;  but  she 
looked  up  and  see  who  it  was  a  standing  there,  with 
the  blood  a  biling  up  into  his  face,  and  a  trembling  aU 
over,  he  was  so  amest ;  and  then  she  up,  and  give  me 
one  of  them  tantalizing  smiles  of  her'n,  and  sez  she, 
as  nat'ral  as  life,  sez  she  — 
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"  Oh,  Mr.  Sleek,  I  am  so  pleased  to  see  you  again," 
and  with  that  she  laid  them  purtj  white  fingers  of 
her'n  on  my  coat  sleeve,  jest  as  if  I  had  been  her 
twin  brother.  Gracious  goodness  1  how  the  blood  did 
tingle  and  cut  about  up  my  arm,  and  all  around  the 
vicinity  of  my  life  engine,  the  minit  that  etamal 
purty  leetle  hand  touched  my  arm ;  but '  when  I 
helped  her  down  them  dark  steps,  and  had  to  put  my 
ann  kinder  round  her  waist,  to  keep  her  from  slipping 
up,  I  never  did  feel  so  all  overish  in  my  hull  life.  It 
seemed  as  if  I  could  a  danced  on  one  toe  with  her  to 
all  etamity,  and  never  felt  a  hungry  nor  a  dry.  There 
was  a  coach  stood  close  to  the  steps,  right  by  the  back 
door  of  the  theatre,  and  a  feller  stood  by  it  a  holding 
the  door  open.  Miss  Elssler  kinder  staggered  a  trifle 
as  I  went  to  help  her  in,  so  I  lent  her  the  leetlest 
mite  of  a  genteel  boost,  and  got  in  arter  her,  jest  as 
if  I  was  tu  hum.  The  inside  of  the  carriage  was 
chuck  full  of  posies,  and  there  1  sot  right  in  the 
middle  on  *enl,  with  that  consamed  hamsome  critter,  a 
smiling,  and  a  talking  her  soft  sodder,  right  in  my  face 
till  I  got  to  the  Astor  House.  Gaully  offilus  t  wasn't 
I  as  happy  as  a  bee  on  a  red  clover  top  1  You  don't 
know  nothing  about  it.  Par  I 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXIII. 

JONATHAN  GETS  OUT  OF  LOVE  WITH  FANNT  ELSSLER  — 
DOCTOBS  THE  AGUE  IN  HEB  FACE,  AND  LEAVES  HEB,  — 
RECEIVES  AN  INVITATION  FKOM  HIS  PUSSY  COUSIN  TO  A 
THANKSGIVING  DINNEK,  WITH  A  THBEE  CORNERED  NOTE 
FOR  LORD  MORPETH. JONATHAN'S  OPINION  OP  TRA- 
VELLING  LORDS   AND   DEMOCRATIC  HOSPITALITY. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justin  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathersfield,  in  the  State  of  ConnedieuL 

Dear  Pab, 

When  I'd  seen  Miss  Elsaler  hum  arter  the  theatre, 
I  couldn't  shut  my  eyes  all  night  a  thinking  about 
her.  She  seems  to  get  into  a  critter's  head  like  a 
glass  of  Cousin  Beebe's  cider,  and  dances  about  there 
till  everything  else  is  kicked  out.  Her  handsome 
face  seemed  to  be  a  bending  over  mine  and  smiling 
into  my  eyes  through  the  dark  all  night,  and  if  it  was 
to  save  my  life,  I  couldn't  get  a  wink  of  sleep.  Some- 
times it  seemed  as  if  she  was  a  wl^rling  round  and 
round  with  one  toe  on  the  bed  post,  a  spreading  out 
her  hands  so  tempting,  and  flying  about  jest  at  my 
feet.  Then  again,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  she  was  a 
standing  in  a  comer  of  the  room  and  holding  her 
finger  up,  jest  to  tantalize  me,  larfing  in  her  sweet, 
cunning  way,  and  a  cutting  up  all  sorts  of  tantrims, 
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jest  to  keep  me  awake  all  night."  I  got  up  arly  in 
the  morning,  but  it  wasn't  of  the  leastest  mite  of 
use  my  trying  to  do  anything  but  think  of  that  con- 
sarned  critter;  so  arter  trying  to  write  a  letter, 
without  making  out  anything  for  two  hull  hours,  I 
slicked  up  and  went  down  to  Miss  Elssler's  room, 
detarmined  to  give  up  to  once,  and  not,  try  any  more, 
but  jest  stay  with  het  till  it  was  time  to  go  to  the 
sloop,  and  take  a  cold  cut  as  we'd  agreed  on. 

I  felt  in  a  tarnation  twitter,  for  all  she'd  asked  me 
to  cum;  but  I  knocked  at  the  door  and  walked 
straight  in  as  if  Fd  been  tu  hmn.  Miss  Elssler  was 
a  half  lying  on  that  settee  that  I  wrote  to  you  about ; 
her  head  was  boosted  up  with  pillows  and  cushions 
with  tossels  to  the  arms,  and  them  consarned  leetle 
feet  of  her'n  jest  peaked  out  from  under  a  great  red 
shawl  that  she'd  flung  over  'em.  She  ris  up  sort  of 
quick  as  I  cum  in,  and  kinder  tried  to  smile,  but  oh  ! 
gracious,  how  her  face  looked !  I  cut  right  oflF  short 
with  a  jerk  in  the  bow  I  was  a  making,  and  stared  at 
her  with  all  the  eyes  I'd  got  in  my  head.  She'd  got 
the  ager,  and  that  hamsorae  face  of  her'n  was  puck- 
ered and  twistified  up  till  it  looked  as  if  she'd  been 
fed  on  crab-apples  for  a  hull  month. 

Her  cheeks  were  swelled  a  trifle  and  as  red  as  a 
piney,  and  her  eyes  kinder  sunk  in  till  you  couldn't 
but  jest  see  'em  twinkle,  and  when  she  started  herself 
to  larf,  her  mouth  tipped  up  at  one  corner  and  down 
at  t'other,  till  it  cut  across  her  face  slantindic'lar,  and 
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made  her  look  all  one  side  every  time  she  squinched 
her  face.  I  swow,  but  it  made  me  fed  wamblecropped 
to  see  her.  I  begmi  to  think  there  wasn't  much 
chance  for  a  cold  bite  aboard  the  sloop  that  day;  but 
thinkj  sez  I,  there's  no  harm  in  doctoring,  any  how. 
So  I  thought  oyer  all  the  cures  Marm  has  for  the 
ager,  and  arter  calling  a  waiter,  I  told  him  to  bring 
up  about  a  peck  of  hops  biling  hot  with  vinegar. 

When  the  chap  cum  back,  I  tied  a  huU  swad  of 
'em  in  a  pink  silk  long  shawl  that  I  found  a  lying  on 
a  chair,  and  crossed  them  over  the  critter's  face,  and 
tied  the  shawl  in  a  double  bow  knot  on  the  top  of  her 
head ;  but  the  hops  were  rather  hot  I  reckon,  and  she 
squalled  out  like  all  natur  till  I  took  'em  off,  and  sent 
the  waiter  off  for  a  ginger  plaster  andabag  of  hot  ashes. 
Arter  she'd  tried  them  a  few  minits,  they  seemed  to 
molify  the  ager  quite  considerable ;  but  as  the  pain 
went  off,  her  face  begun  to  swell  and  puff  up,  like  a 
baking  of  bread  wet  up  with  turnpike  emptins,  and  I 
see  that  there  wam't  no  chance  left  of  her  going  to 
Captin  Doolittle's  cold  bite,  nor  nowhere  else  for  a 
long  spelL 

By-am-by  that  old  maid,  that  I'd  seen  before,  she 
cum  in,  and  begim  to  look  pitchforks  and  darning* 
needles  at  me,  as  if  she  thought  my  room  was  as  good 
as  my  company,  so  I  up  and  went  off,  jest  stopping  to 
make  a  leetle  chunk  of  a  bow  at  the  door,  to  let  the 
old  maid  see  I  hadn't  forgot  my  manners,  if  she  had. 

I  cut  for  my  room,  feeling  a  leetle  streaked  to 
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tliink  how  I'd  been  a  follering  round  artcr  Miss 
Elssler.  I'd  been  a  hankering  arter  that  critter  for 
nothing  on  arth  but  her  hamsome  face  and  finefied 
manners,  when  a  trifle  of  cold  could  transmogrify  it  so 
tamally.  It  made  me  feel  cheap,  and  I  couldn't 
help  it. 

Marm  al'rs  said  that  harb  tea  was  a  cure-all,  but 
raly  I  never  should  a  thought  of  taking  it  to  get  rid 
of  a  lovesick  fit,  and  arter  all  Pm  afeard  that  Miss 
Elssler's  face  will  get  cured  up  afore  I  git  over  the 
tantrum  that  it^s  sot  me  into. 

Wal,  when  Fd  got  to  my  room  agin,  there  was  a 
letter  on  the  mantel  shelf,  sealed  with  a  great 
whopping  bunch  of  wax,  and  stomped  down  with  a 
round  "  O,"  as  big  as  a  cent,  with  a  rooster  stuck 
right  in  the  middle  of  it  I  broke  the  consam  open, 
and  found  out  it  was  an  invite  to  Thanksgiving 
Dinner  to  cousin  Jason  Slick's.  Arter  writing  a 
huU  page  of  soft  sodder,  the  pussy  coot  let  the  cat 
out  of  the  bag.  There's  an  English  Lord  a  putting 
up  here,  and  he  wanted  me  to  ask  him  up  to  his  house 
to  dinner,  and  said  Lord  Morpeth  would  sartinly 
come  if  I  asked  him,  because  we  were  both  kinder  of 
literary  together. 

Now,  if  there's  anything  on  arth  that  I  do  despise, 
it's  a  ginuine  true  born  Yankee  a  hankering  arter  the 
big-bug  Lords  that  come  over  here,  on'y  jest  because 
they've  got  a  long  tail  to  their  names.  For  my 
part,  I  haint  no  idee  of  demeaning  myself  in  that  way, 
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anyhow.  If  a  Lord  behaves  himself  like  folks,  he^s 
as  good  as  a  Yankee  any  day  ;  and  he  ought  to  be 
treated  jest  as  well;  and  I  don^t  think  the  most 
ginuine  republican  amongst  us  ought  to  be  ashamed 
to  ask  him  to  take  pot  luck  or  a  glass  of  drink^  if  he 
likes  it. 

As  long  as  they  treat  us  according  to  Gunter,  when 
we  go  to  see  them  on  t'other  side  of  the  water,  it  is 
no  more  than  the  fair  thing  if  we  take  turn  about, 
and  do  the  genteel  by  them  a  trifle.  We  ought  to 
feel  streaked,  with  all  our  land  and  barns  full  of  grain* 
if  we  can't  give  a  foreign  chap  something  to  eat  and 
drink  without  grudging  on  it,  and  then  again,  without 
being  tickled  to  death  because  they  don't  feel  too 
much  pomposity  to  eat  it. 

Jason  had  sent  a  leetle  finefied  letter  inside  of  mine, 
doubled  over  and  twisted  up  at  the  comers  like  an 
old-fashioned  cocked-hat,  and  smelling  as  sweet  as  a 
garden  pink  root  in  full  blow.  It  was  directed  in 
leetle  finefied  writing  to  *  His  Highness  the  Right 
Honorable  Lord  Morpeth  Howard  Member  of 
Parliament,  &c.  &c.'  Think,  sez  I,  this  English  chap 
needn't  be  consamed  that  his  kite  wont  sail  high 
among  the  Yankees  for  want  of  a  long  tail  to  it,  if 
they  all  tuck  the  etceteras  onto  his  name  so  strong  as 
cousin  Jase  does. 

But  I  hadn't  no  idee  of  being  waiter  to  my  pussy 
cousin,  anyhow.  If  Jase  has  a  mind  to  send  his 
in\dte  to  a  Lord,  done  up  like  a  cocked-hat,  let  him 
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be  his  own  nigger,  or  else  send  it  by  the  post-oflSce, 
— I  wasn't  a  goin  to  do  it  for  him,  nor  tuch  it.  No 
Lord,  that  is  any  great  shakes,  will  think  the  better  of 
an  honest  Republican  for  acting  as  if  he  was  scared 
to  ask  him  to  eat  dinner,  or  tickled  to  death  if  he 
didn't  feel  tu  much  stuck  up  to  come  with  plain 
Yankee  asking. 

I  made  up  my  mind,  that  if  Lord  Morpeth  took  a 
notion  to  eat  Thanksgiving  with  Jase,  he'd  be  jest 
as  likely  to  get  his  paper  cocked-hat  from  the  Post 
Office,  as  anywhere.  So,  as  I  was  a  going  through 
the  Park,  I  took  the  consam  between  my  thumb  and 
finger,  for  fear  of  siling  it,  and  tucked  it  through  a 
slit  in  the  post  office,  made  a  purpose  for  city  letters ; 
and  off  I  went,  a  tickling  myself  eenamost  to  death 
with  thinking  how  the  post  office  clarks  would  giggle 
and  stare,  and  snuff  up  their  noses  to  see  such  a  pinted 
critter  directed  to  a  Lord,  and  a  smelling  so  sweet, 
with  a  long  tail  of  names  curled  up  in  all  the  comers, 
— and  Lord  Morpeth,  tu,  wouldn't  he  set  our  Jase 
down  for  a  shaller  pated  coot?  Pve  a  kind  of  a 
sneaking  notion  that  it's  as  like  as  not  he  would,  but 
that's  none  of  my  business.  In  this  country,  a  feller 
aint  to  blame  for  his  relations,  that's  one  comfort. 
Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXIV. 

DESCRIPTION  OF  COUSIN  JASON's  EQUIPAGE. — FIGUKE  CUT 
BY  MRS.  JASON  SLICK  AND  HER  DAUGHTER.  —  HANNEBS 
OF  A  NOBLE  LORD.  —  THE.  DINNER.  —  JASON  BOASTS  OF 
HIS  BIRTH,  HERALDRY,  AND  COAT  OF  ARMS. — JONATHAN 
CREATES  GREAT  CONSTERNATION  BY  PROCLAIMING  THE 
HEAD  OF  THE  FAMILY  AS  A  SHOEMAKER.  ~  HAKES  A 
SPEECH. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  SUck,  Justice  uf  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathersfield,  in  the  State  of  Conneetiad, 

Bear  Par, 

Wal,  next  day  was  Thanksgiving,  and  down  come 
another  letter  to  say  that  Lord  Morpeth  was  a  coming, 
and  that  Jase  was  a  going  to  send  down  his  span  fired 
new  carriage  to  the  Astor  House,  arter  Lord  Morpeth 
and  I  afore  dinner  time ;  and  he  gin  me  to  understand, 
that  if  I  could  keep  the  carriage  a  spell  afore  the 
Astor  House  steps,  where  folks  could  get  a  chance  to 
see  the  new  fixings  and  horses,  there  wouldn't  be  no 
harm  done  to  nobody, — the  darned  mean  pussy  coot  1 
When  a  feller  tries  to  make  me  do  a  mean  thing,  Tm 
awful  ugly,  my  Yankee  grit  is  up  in  a  jifiy,  and  I'm 
jest  like  a  skeery  horse  that  al'rs  backs  up  hill  when 
you  want  to  lead  him  down. 

Afore  this  I'd  been  on  a  cyphering  voyage  through 
my  purse  to  see  if  I  couldn't  aflford  to  go  down  to 
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Lynde  &  Jennings,  and  buy  a  new  narrow  collar'd 
coat  and  some  other  dandy  consams,  seeing  I  was 
a  going  to  dine  with  a  Lord ;  but  when  this  letter 
cum  I  detarmined  to  go  in  the  old  fix  up,  jest  to  let 
this  Lord  and  my  pussy  cousin  see  a  ginuine  Yankee, 
that  wasn't  ashamed  of  hisself  in  a  homespun  coat  and 
trousers, 

Howsomever,  I  gin  myself  a  purty  good  sudsing,  and 
shaved  as  close  as  a  Wall  street  broker ;  besides  I  did 
some  extra  fixing  to  my  collar  and  hair,  and  paired 
off  my  finger-nails  hamsomely,  and  scrubbed  the 
yaller  from  off  my  teeth  with  the  comer  of  a  brown 
towel  that  I  found  in  my  saddle-bags ;  for  there  aint 
no  reason  that  I  know  on,  why  a  true  bom  American 
shouldn't  wash  up  and  keep  a  clean  face  and  a  stiff 
upper  lip,  if  he  does  weed  his  own  onions  and  wear  a 
humspun  coat,  A  chap  may  live  in  a  land  of  Liberty, 
and  let  these  lords  know  it  tu,  without  SMTellin  like  a 
toad  to  outshine  the  British,  or  going  slouching  about, 
as  if  we  put  a  tax  on  soap  and  water,  jest  as  they  do 
on  winder  glass. 

For  my  part,  I  didn't  mean  to  let  Lord  Morpeth 
think  that  we  give  so  much  soft  soap  here  in  York 
without  keeping  enough  to  wash  our  own  faces  on 
thanksgiving  day. 

When  I-  was  fixed  up  about  tu  the  right  notch, 
down  stairs  I  went,  with  the  eend  of  my  checkered 
silk  neck-hankercher  a  tucked  under  my  streaked  vest, 
my  hair  slicked  down  on  both  sides,  my  face  a  shining 
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like  a  new  pin,  and  my  boots  blacked  up  till    they 
glistened  like  a  gal's  eye. 

I  tucked  up  my  yaller  silk  hankercher  clear  into 
my  coat  pocket,  for  I  didn't  feel  like  showing  all  out 
tu  once ;  and  I  put  my  new  mittens  on  sort  a  careless, 
and  streaked  the  blue  and  red  fringe  up  as  I  went 
down  the  Astor  House  steps  through  a  double  row  of 
dandies,  that  had  swarmed  out  of  the  stun  hall  above 
to  see  my  pussey  cousin's  carriage  and  horses,  that 
stood  a  glistening  jest  afore  the  house. 

There  the  carriage  stood  right  in  Broadway,  about 
the  dashingest  consam  that  ever  I  sot  eyes  on.  The 
wheels  were  a  good  ways  apart  and  black  as  a  minister's 
coat,  and  a  great  hamsome  box  swung  over  'em,  shut 
up  tight,  and  a  glistening  in  the  sun  till  it  a'most 
blinded  a  feller's  eye-sight  to  look  on  it.  There  was 
a  door  on  each  side  as  big  as  them  in  the  pulpit  of 
our  meeting  house,  with  a  whopping  square  of  glass 
in  the  top  and  bottom,  all  figgered  off  with  gold ;  and 
then  crouchonts,  and  lions,  and  roosters  all  pictered 
out  in  gold  tu,  and  looking  nat'ral  as  life,  for  all  they 
were  so  yaller  and  jammed  down  in  a  heap,  till  it 
seemed  as  if  the  lions  would  roar  right  out,  and  the 
rooster  give  a  coo'co-doo-dle-do,  if  any  body  went  to 
tuch  them. 

Behind  the  hull  consam,  was  a  great  wide  flat 
^tair,  with  two  pussy  fellers  a  standing  on  It, — each 
on  'em  holding  to  a  yaller  tossel  fixed  tight  to  the 
coach,  and  dressed  out  like  folks  in  the  theatre,  with 
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great  high  boots,  and  topped  off  with  a  wide  rim  of 
white,  wide  white  cuffs  to  their  coats,  and  white 
ribbons  and  beaus  twisted  round  their  hats. 

Right  in  front  was  a  seat  with  a  great  square ' 
cushion  on  it,  and  all  hung  off  with  the  finest  kind  of 
boughten  cloth  and  piles  of  heavy  yaller  fringe,  with 
the  golden  lions,  and  crouchants,  and  roosters  pictered 
out,  and  a  glistening  among  the  folds,  till  it  a'most 
outshined  the  sun,  —  and  that  was  purty  bright  for 
November. 

A  tall  feller  dressed  out  like  the  chaps  behind,  sot 
on  this  heap  of  gimcracks,  with  a  great  long  whip  stuck 
up  by  his  elbow,  and  a  holding  in  two  tremendous 
faarnsome  black  horses  that  stood  hitched  to  the  car- 
riage, under  a  hull  net  of  black  shiney  leather,  golden 
buckles,  and  deers'  heads  cut  out  in  chunks  of  gold, 
and  sot  on  to  the  blinders,  and  the  saddle-trees,  and 
every  place  an  inch  square  that  they  could  be  poked  in. 
If  there  is  a  critter  on  arth  that  I  take  tu,  it's  a 
good  horse ;  and  I  couldn't  help  but  be  proud  of  them 
smashing  animals  as  they  shook  their  heads  up,  so 
sarsy  as  if  the  sun  hadn't  no  business  in  their  great 
eyes  that  had  fire  enough  in  'em  without  its  help,  and 
pawed  on  the  ground  with  their  fore-feet  —  the 
mettlesome  varmints! — like  a  couple  of  hamsome 
women,  chuck  full  of  music,  and  crazy  to  dance  it 

off. 

When  the  chaps  saw  me  a  conung  down  the  Astor 
House  steps,  one  of  'em  jumped  down  and  opened  the 
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door  and  let  out  a  hull  grist  of  steps  down  to  the 
ground,  all  klvered  over  with  the  brightest  kind  of 
carpet,  till  it  looked  as  if  somebody  had  been  a  flinging 
hull  baskets  full  of  posies  all  over  'em  for  me  to  stomp 
down  with  my  shiny  boots  if  I  wanted  tu. 

Jest  as  I  was  a  thinking  whether  it  was  best  for 
Lord  Morpeth  to  come  before  I  got  in  myself—  for  I 
didn't  want  to  du  nothing  that  wasn't  according  to 
Ghinter,  if  he  was  a  Lord — a  feller  come  down  the 
Astor  House  steps  dressed  off  to  the  nines,  with  a 
hamsome  cloak  slung  across  his  shoulder,  and  one  side 
of  his  hat  tipped  up  jest  enough  to  show  a  hull  swad 
of  curly  hair  a  frizzling  round  his  ears. 

He  had  a  leetle  dab  of  hair  a  curling  jest  under  his 
nose,  and  another  leetle  peaked  consam  up  in  a  pint 
from  his  chin. 

When  this  chap  come  down  the  steps,  the  other 
varmint  that  stood  behind  the  carriage  in  his  white 
topped  stompers  give  a  dive  to  the  arth,  and  stood  a 
one  side  the  door  which  t'other  one  held  open.  Think, 
sez  I,  this  is  Lord  Morpeth  as  sure  as  a  gun  I  so  I 
haul'd  back  my  foot  from  the  fust  step,  for  I  wasjest 
a  going  to  get  in,  and  I  stepped  back  as  the  chap 
come  up,  and  arter  making  him  a  half  bow —  for  I 
never  give  off  the  extra  touches  in  a  bow  on'y  to  the 
hamsome  gals  —  sez  I, 

''  Walk  in.  Lord  Morpeth,  and  111  foller  arter." 

The  feller  looked  at  me  sort  of  supercilious,  and  I 
could  see  the  dab  of  hair  on  his  lip  curl  the  leastest 
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mite  scornful,  as  if  he  smelt  something  that  didn't 
agree  with  him.  He  didn't  make  a  bow^  but  stepped 
back  as  if  he  didn't  jest  know  what  to  du» 

I  give  mj  mitten  a  short  flurish  towards  mj  hat^ 
and  arter  stepping  back  agin,  sez  I  ~t- 

"  Arter  you  is  manners  for  me.  Make  yourself  to 
hum.  Lord  Morpeth." 

The  chap  looked  at  me  agm,  and  then  he  went  close 
to  the  feller  that  held  the  door,  and  said  that  Lord 
Morpeth  couldn't  go  jest  yit,  but  that  we'd  better 
go  on  and  he'd  come  by-am-by ;  and  with  that  he 
went  up  the  steps  agin  without  as  much  as  saying, 
*  git  out,'  to  me. 

Gawrie !  but  wasn't  I  wrothy  to  have  that  crowd  of 
York  dandies  see  me  slighted  so  by  a  lord.  There 
they  stood,  a  puckering  up  their  faces  like  monkeys 
in  a  show,  and  there  I  stood  feeling  as  mean  as  the 
meanest  among  'em ;  but  arter  a  minit  my  dander 
risright  up. 

"  Dam  the  critter  I "  sez  I,  a'most  out  loud,  and  a 
pulling  my  mitten  up  so  wrothy  that  a  hull  swad  of 
frieze  gin  away  in  my  hand.  "  Does  the  stuck  up 
Tarmint  feel  above  riding  with  an  honest  Yankee, 
because  he  hfunt  got  no  title  ?  Ill  be  licked  if  a  lord 
ever  ^ts  a  speck  of  good  manners  from  me  agin,  con- 
sam  the  hull  biling  on  'em  I " 

With  that  I  gin  an  allfired  jmnp  and  settled  down 
in  the  carriage,  as  savage  as  a  young  arthquake,  and 
sot  down  on  one  of  the  hamsome  cushions  kivered 
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over  with  silks  and  figgered  off  with  blue  and  white 
roses,  that  kiyered  the  two  seats,  and  sort  of  sprangled 
up  over  the  sides  and  ruff  of  the  carriage.  A  narrow 
finefied  border  squirmed  all  around  the  cushions, 
around  the  doors,  and  into  all  the  comers,  and  the 
hull  consam  made  a  chap  feel  as  if  he  was  shut  up  in 
a  band-box,  lined  with  silk,  and  with  a  chunk  of  the 
sky,  white  clouds  and  all,  shut  over  him  for  a  lid. 

I  was  so  allfired  wrathy,  that  without  thinking  on 
it,  I  histed  my  boots  a^n  one  of  the  cushions,  jest  as 
its  nat'ral  tu,  when  a  feller's  so  mad  he  can't  help  it, 
und  left  a  purty  considerable  smooch  of  blacking 
amongst  the  blue  and  white  posies,  that  sot  them  off 
ruther  more  than  cousin  Jase  would  like,  I  calculate. 

Them  carriages  do  cut  dirt  so  soft  and  easy,  like  a 
streak  of  greased  lightning,  that  there  is  no  knowing 
how  fast  a  feller  gets  along.  It  didn't  seem  more 
than  a  half  a  jiffy  when  we  drew  up  co-wallop  right 
afore  Jase's  house.  Down  got  the  two  varmints  m 
white  topped  stompers,  open  went  the  door,  and  out  I 
jumped. 

I  didn't  have  to  ring  at  the  silver  knob,  but  the 
door  swung  open  of  itself,  or  seemed  tu,  and  in  I 
poked,  as  independent  as  a  clam  in  high  water,  but 
not  afore  I'd  ketched  a  squint  at  that  shaller  little 
Jemima,  a  peaking  out  from  behind  the  winder  cur* 
tains  to  see  who  was  coming  with  me. 

A  chap  took  my  hat  and  things  in  the  entry  way, 
and  asked  me  what  my  name  was,  sort  of  low,  aa  if 
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it  was  something  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  of;  and  the 
minit  I  told  him,  he  went  to  the  door  of  the  keeping- 
room  and  bawled  out — 
"  Mr.  Jonathan  Slick  I " 

I  went  in,  and  there  sot  our  Jase,  in  a  great  armed 
chair,  as  red  and  pussy  as  a  turkey-gobbler,  jest  afore 
Christmas.  He  got  up,  and  cum  for'ard,  but  looked 
nation  wamblecropped  when  he  see  that  there  wasn't 
nobody  with  me.  That  wife  of  his'n  cum  up,  with 
her  fat  hands  stuck  out,  and  asked  how  I  was,  and 
why  Lord  Morpeth  didn't  cum;  and  Jemima,  she 
stood  a  giggling  worse  than  ever,  and  a  tossing  them 
yaller  curls  of  her'n  about  on  her  shoulders,  and 
cousined  me  off  to  kill. 

I  told  Jase  how  Lord  Morpeth  had  sarved  me,  but 
he  didn't  seem  to  mind  that,  arter  he  found  out  that 
he  was  a  coming  by-am-by,  so  we  sot  down.  I  took 
a  sort  of  a  siu^ey  of  the  premises.  Now  if  there  is 
anything  that  makes  me  mad,  it's  to  see  a  chap  a 
selling  off  his  hamsome  things  when  they  git  a  little 
siled  or  out  of  fashion.  I  couldn't  no  more  sell  a  cheer 
or  a  table  that  any  of  my  friends  had  eat  off  from,  or 
sot  on,  than  I  would  strike  my  granny.  Jest  think 
how  you'd  feel  to  see  grand  par  Slick's  arm'd  chair  sold 
at  Vandue,  or  the  chest  o'  drawers  that  marm  kept 
her  "  leetle  things  "  in  when  I  was  a  baby,  bought  in 
by  the  neighbours.  It  makes  me  feel  wamblecropped 
only  jest  to  think  of  it,  and  yet  there  wasn't  a  single 
thing  in  the  two  great  rooms  that  I  went  into  at 
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Couam  Jases',  that  had  a  place  where  it  was  the  last 
time  I  was  there.  Everything  looked  spick- span  new, 
and  I  haint  no  doubt  that  the  hull  house  had  been 
transmogrified  and  titivated  up  jest  cause  a  lord  was 
coming  to  eat  dinner  there.  The  carpets  were  a'most 
all  red,  with  a  vine  of  pink  and  yaller  a  running 
cnnkle-crankle  all  over  'em,  as  if  somebody  had  been 
a  scattering  a  hat  full  of  butter-cups  and  meadow 
pinks  all  over  it,  the  whole  consam  giving  under  your 
feet  like  a  flat  meadow  lot  thick  with  a  fall  arter- 
growth. 

Great  smashing  looking-glasses  were  set  into  the 
wall  from  top  to  bottom  between  the  winders,  and  a 
hull  dry-good  store  of  red  silk  curtains,  sot  oflP  with 
yaller  bordering,  fell  in  great  heavy  winrows  from 
over  a  couple  of  long  spikes,  feathered  off  at  the  eend, 
and  a  glistening  with  gold,  and  kivered  both  eends  of 
the  room  all  but  the  looking-glasses  and  winders.  A 
whopping  great  picter  of  Jase  a  setting  in  his  easy 
chair,  and  reading  a  book,  kivered  with  velvet  and 
gold,  was  hung  over  one  mantletree  shelf,  and  over 
t'other  sot  his  wife,  all  feathers  and  flowers,  and  silks 
and  satins,  with  her  red  pussy  face  a  shining  among 
the  whole,  and  all  pen'd  up  in  a  gold  frame,  as  wide 
as  a  slab,  and  a  glist'ning  like  all  natur. 

Cousin  Jase  had  gone  into  the  flne  arts  to  kill,  arter 
he  got  hopes  of  a  lord.  There  was  Jemima's  shaUer 
head  cut  out  in  marble,  a  kind  of  half  swarry,  with 
stun  curls  a  hanging  like  icicles  down  her  back. 
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and  a  stun  poet  to  stand  on,  a  rolling  up  its  eyes  to  a 
comer  of  the  room ;  and  there  were  two  fmmj  sort  of 
women^  with  wings  that  looked  as  if  they'd  been  made 
of  gold  at  fust,  and  then  touched  off  with  a  thin  coat 
of  blackiiig,  that  made  a  sort  of  amalgamation  critters, 
black  and  gold,  stood  eadi  side  of  the  looking-glasses, 
a  holding  back  the  silk  curtains  that  would  have  fell 
ca-swash  over  the  whole  eend  of  the  room  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  them;  then  out  on  the  carpet  was  tables 
made  out  of  black  shiny  stuff,  and  the  whole  round 
tops  kivered  over  with  picters  that  seemed  as  if  they 
were  polished  down  clear  into  the  black  wood ;  and  all 
around  was  benches  and  foot-stools  of  the  same  black 
wood,  sprigged  off  with  gold,  and  cushioned  off  with 
red  silk,  besides  the  settees  that  had  high  backs  and 
high  arms  at  one  eend,  but  cmlecued  down  at  the 
back,  tapered  off  to  a  square  bench  on  t'other,  and 
sot  out  like  the  stools  with  thick  red  cushions. 

Right  over  the  pictered  tables  was  a  sort  of  a 
golden  tree,  chained  to  the  ruff,  and  kivered  over  and 
over  with  chunks  of  glass  that  shone  like  tears  in  a 
gal's  eye,  when  she  gits  the  grit  up. 

Besides  all  these,  was  tu  great  round  silk  cushions, 
as  thick  as  mother's  cheese  tub,  a  sitting  right  squat 
on  the  carpet,  and  tassled  off  to  kill,  with  a  mess  of 
other  things  that  I  hadn't  a  chance  to  look  at  afore 
the  door  was  pushed  open  by  the  help  that  stood  in 
the  hall ;  and  there  stood  a  tall  man,  with  a  blue  coat 
on,  and  gUt  buttons,  each  on  'em  pictered  off  like  our 
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ten  cent  pieces,  on'y  instead  of  the  Eagle,  there  was 
a  Lion,  and  a  some  kind  of  a  one-homed  animal,  a 
pawing  up  hill  arter  a  sort  of  a  cap  with  pints  to  it. 

Afore  I  saw  these  pictered  buttons,  I  kinder 
thought  the  chap  must  be  Lord  Morpeth  himself,  for 
he  come  in  sort  of  softly,  and  yit  independent,  like 
a  feller  that  felt  himself  to  hum  any  where,  but  yit 
didn't  want  to  walk  over  other  folks,  as  them  big  bug 
foreigners  al'rs  du ;  but  on  a  second  peak  I  see  that 
it  wasn't  the  chap  that  I'd  seen  at  the  Astor  House, 
and  besides  that  he  was  shaved  clean,  and  hadn't  a 
speck  of  hair,  only  on  his  head  and  eyebrows,  and 
that  was  a  little  mite  gray ;  so,  think  sez  I  to  myself, 
that  other  chap  was  the  Lord,  and  this  is  his  waiter, 
cmn  to  tell  Jase  that  the  big  bug  has  gin  up  cumim 
For  no  Lord  that  can  git  dye  stuff  or  buy  a  wig, 
would  ever  come  a  visiting  with  gray  hairs  in  his 
head.  You  wouldn't  ketch  one  of  our  York  tippies 
at  that,  let  alone  a  ginuine  Lord. 

I  never  saw  Jase  so  wrothy  as  he  was  when  he 
ketched  sight  of  the  feller,  for  he  got  a  peak  at  the 
buttons  the  fust  thing,  and  sez  he,  — 

*<  By  gracious  1  if  his  lordship  haint  sent  word  to 
say  he  can't  come  1 "     * 

With  that  he  went  to  the  door,  and  sez  he  to  the 
man,  sez  he,  — 

"  Wal,  sir,  did  you  bring  a  note  for  me,  or  what?' 

And  then  he  strutted  right  in  the  door-way,  as 
pussy  and  pompous  as  a  prize  pig  jest  afore  killing 
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time,  and  there  stood  the  tall  chap,  jest  afore  him,  a 
looking  right  into  his  red  face,  with  a  pair  of  eyes  as 
black  and  keen  as  a  weazle's,  yit  sort  of  easy  and 
good-natured,  as  if  he  couldn't  think  what  the  matter 
was.  He  took  off  his  hat  sort  of  easy,  and  kinder 
bent  his  head  a  leetle,  and  sez  he,  — 
"IsitMr.SKck?" 

He  spoke  so  soft  and  humble  that  it  seemed  to 
mollify  Jase  ;  he  stepped  for'ard  and  waved  his  hand 
about  as  big  as  cufiy,  and  sez  he,  as  condescending  as 
could  be,  sez  he,  — 

"  Put  on  your  hat,  my  good  fellow  ;  I've  been  a 
poor  man  myself.  What  word  did  his  lordship  send  ? 
don't  be  afeard  to  speak  ! " 

The  chap  looked  at  Jase,  and  I  could  see  his  mouth 
pucker  up  the  leastest  mite  in  the  world,  and  his  eyes 
begun  to  twinkle  as  if  he'd  choked  back  a  smile  from 
his  lips  that  was  detarmined  to  break  through  some- 
where. He  bowed  his  head  a  little,  and  then  he 
handed  over  a  piece  of  square  pasteboard  jest  like 
that  Miss  Elssler  gave  to  me. 

Didn't  my  pussy  cousin  look  as  if  he'd  fell  through 
a  thin  place  in  the  ice  I  He  wilted  right  down,  and 
looked  as  sneaking  as  a  turkey  gobbler  ketch'd  out  in 
a  rain  storm;  but  when  he  see  that  Lord  Morpeth 
didn't  seem  to  know  that  he'd  mistook  him  for  a 
waiter,  he  walked  into  the  room  a  spreading  his  hands 
and  a  sending  out  a  storm  of  excuses,  and  welcomes. 
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and  Mendships,  like  a  junk  bottle  of  cider  letting  off 
steam. 

Lord  Morpeth,  he  walked  along  into  the  room  jest 
as  if  he'd  been  to  hum,  and  then  Jase  he  spread  himself 
agin,  and  made  him  acquainted  with  his  wife. 

Lord  Morpeth  made  a  little  slow  bow,  and  Mrs 
Jase  Slick  she  gin  her  turban  a  toss,  spread  out  the 
skirts  of  her  velvet  frock  that  was  jest  the  colour  of  a 
wild  cheny,  and  then  arter  sticking  out  her  fat  foot, 
she  began  to  fold  up  her  jints,  till  she  threatened  to 
settle  down  on  the  carpet  all  in  a  heap,  before  she'd  a 
let  out  all  her  kinks  agin.  Jemima  she  come  up  and 
begun  to  flourish  out  her  foot,  and  show  her  curls,  and 
her  teeth,  and  twitter  about,  while  Lord  Morpeth  was 
a  bowing  to  her.  I  swow,  it  made  me  grit  my  teeth 
to  see  what  tamal  coots  the  whole  coiwam  were  a 
making  of  themselves !  Then  cum  my  turn.  I  stood 
a  leaning  s^in  the  mantle-shelf,  detarmined  to  show 
this  Lord  that  all  the  Sticks  on  arth  wam't  isffned 
etamal  chuckleheads,  if  some  of  them  was.  I'd  a 
seen  him  in  Guinea,  and  farther  yet,  afore  he'd  a  got 
one  speck  of  a  bow  more  than  he  give  me. 

Wal,  Lord  Morpeth  he  bowed  his  head  ruther 
sparing  of  his  neck,  and  I  stood  right  straight  up,  and 
gin  him  as  good  as  he  sent,  and  no  more  on  it,  by 
hokey;  yet  there  was  something  about  this  critter 
that  took  my  notion  amazingly ;  he  didn't  seem  stod^ 
up  a  bit,  nor  yet  as  if  he  wanted  to  poke  fun  at  vs, 
but  sot  down  on  one  of  the  curlecued  settees,  and 


BY   JONATHAN   SLICK,   ESQ.  95 

began  to  talk  about  the  weather,  and  things  in 
general,  jest  like  our  folks.  Miss  Slick,  she  sot 
down  by  him,  and  party  soon  let  him  into  the  state 
of  things  here  in  York.  She  went  into  a  fit  of  the 
dreadful  suz,  to  think  Lord  Morpeth  didn't  ride  up  in 
the  carriage  — it  was  a  dreadful  thing  to  walk  in  the 
streets  among  the  common  people  —  her  daughter 
Jemima  had  once  brushed  the  skirt  of  her  tunic 
agin  a  mechanic,  as  she  went  down  Broadway,  and 
they  felt  it  their  bounden  duty  to  keep  her  from 
walking  ever  since,  —  Jemima  was  so  delicate,  so 
very  literary,  so — .  Here  Jemima,  who  sot  on  a 
bench  close  by  the  settee,  turned  up  them  eyes  of 
her'n  and  gin  a  sigh  that  made  the  pucker  come  to 
Lord  Morpeth's  mouth  agin,  and  when  Miss  Sick 
got  up  and  handed  oyer  scxne  varses  that  she  said 
Jemima  had  writ  the  minit  she  heard  that  Lord 
Morpeth  had  come  to  this  country,  the  tickle  bust 
into  his  eyes,  and  he  went  to  the  winder  with  the 
paper  in  his  hand,  jest  as  if  he  wanted  to  read  it  over 
agin.  Miss  Slick  she  stretched  up  and  looked  at 
Jase,  and  Jemima,  and  me,  nodded  her  head,  as 
much  as  to  say  — 

"  That's  clenched  the  business.  If  Lord  Morpeth 
don't  take  a  shine  to  my  darter  arter  reading  that,  I 
want  to  know,  that's  all !  " 

Jase  he  twirled  his  great  gold  watch  key,  and 
peaked  at  Lord  Morpeth  from  under  his  eyebrows ; 
and  Jemima,  she  stuck  her  head  a  one  side  and  tried 
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to  look  as  if  she  couldn't  help  it,  till  Lord  Morpeth 
be  come  back  agin  from  the  winder,  a  looking  as 
meek  as_  a  gray  cat  with  a  dab  of  cream  on  her 
whiskers,  jest  as  if  he  hadn't  been  tickling  himself 
to  death  behind  the  curtains  there ;  and  I,  consam 
me !  if  I  didn't  feel  as  mean  as  a  frozen  potater^  to 
think  my  name  was  Slick, 

Miss  Slick  she  spread  herself  out  on  the  settee  agin 
beside  Lord  Morpeth,  and  give  him  another  dose  of 
soft  sodder,  till  I  raly  felt  sorry  for  the  poor  critter. 
She  held  up  her  two  chunked  hands,  and  rolled  up 
her  eyes  like  all  natur,  when  he  told  her  which  side 
of  Broadway  he  come  up ;  but  Lord  Morpeth  said 
the  west  side  was  the  most  crowded,  and  so  he  took 
t'other. 

*^  On'y  jest  to  think,  Jemima,"  sez  Miss  Slick, 
**  Lord  Morpeth  come  up  on  the  east  side  of  BroaJ- 
way,  dear  me  I  " 

Jemima  she  lifted  up  her  head,  and  looked  a  whole 
biling  of  'lasses  candy  at  Lord  Morpeth,  and  said  she 
shouldn't  wonder  if  it  would  be  all  the  fashion  to 
walk  that  side  arter  that. 

Lord  Morpeth  bowed  agin,  and  looked  as  meek  as 
new  milk,  and  kinder  acted  as  if  he'd  jest  as  lives  talk 
about  something  else,  but  my  pussy  she  cousin  stuck 
to  him  like  a  dog  to  a  briar. 

*^  Now,  my  Lord,"  sez  she,  a  laying  her  flat  hand 
on  to  his'n,  rings  and  all,  **  now  arter  reading  my 
darter's    poetry,    jest    give    us    your  opinion;   w^ 
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shouldn't  think  of  ever  letting  her  print  anything, 
on'y  we Ve  heard  that  it's  getting  to  be  the  fiushion 
for  English  lords  and  ladies  to  be  sort  of  literary,  and 
Jemima  is  so  AiU  of  poetry,  and  writes  so  sweet  and 
soft  a  hand  1  — don't  you  think  so»  my  Lord?  " 

"  Very  soft,"  says  Lord  Morpeth,  as  sober  as  a 
deacon,  but  yet  giving  a  sort  of  a  sly  squint  at 
Jemima,  where  she  sot  a  puckering  up  her  mouth  and 
half  shutting  her  eyes,  and  a  shaking  for'ard  her 
yaUar  curls,  till  they  eenamost  touched  her  lap,  and  a 
trying  to  look  like  a  love-sick  robin  on  an  apple  tree 
limb. 

"  Oh,  you  can't  form  no  idee,  you  can't  indeed," 
sez  Miss  Slick,  "  without  you  hear  Jemima  read 
them  herself,  but  she's  so  modest,  so  sensitive,  —  but 
mebby  shell  be  persuaded  by  your  lordship." 

Lord  Morpeth  give  another  squint  at  the  stuck  up 
leetle  varmint,  and  sed,  "  he  was  afeard  to  urge  the 
young  lady  agin  her  feelings." 

**  Oh,  but  she'll  do  it  to  oblige  you,  I'm  sartin  she 
will,"  sez  Miss  Slick  agin ;  "  and  here's  our  literary 
cousin,  he  will  persuade  her,  I  am  sure ; "  and  with 
that  she  cum  across  the  room  and  put  her  hand  on 
my  coat  sleeve,  and  sez  she,  **  Now  do,  cousin !  " 

«  Oh,  you  go  to  grass ! "  sez  I ;  "if  Jemima  there 
has  a  mind  to  make  a  coot  of  herself,  she  can  do  it 
without  my  boosting  her  along."  Lord  Morpeth 
kinder  give  a  start,  and  looked  at  me  like  all  natur, 
but  yet  he  didn't  look  mad. 
voii.  II.  F 
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"  Why,  Cousin  Slick ! "  sez  my  pussey  she  co\m, 
a  dropping  her  hand  as  if  it  had  gripped  a  hot 
potatoe. 

'^  Oh  dear ! "  sez  Jemima. 

Jase  he  let  his  watch-key  drop,  and  turned  as  red 
as  a  tomato.  '^  What  on  arth  do  you  mean  by  that, 
Mr.  Jonathan  Slick  ?  "  sez  he. 

**  Wal,  I  reckon  I  mean  jest  what  I  say,"  sez  I,  a 
dropping  my  hands  into  my  trousers'  pocket ;  and  a 
crossing  one  boot  over  t'other,  as  I  leaned  sort  of 
slantindicular,  with  my  shoulder  agin  the  mantle-tree. 
^^  If  there's  anything  on  arth  that  makes  a  man  sick 
of  all  the  femine  gender,  it's  the  etamal  hankering 
which  some  on  'em  get  to  show  off,  and  trot  themselves 
out,  afore  the  men  folks,  jest  to  show  that  their  stock- 
ings have  been  in  a  dye-tub,  and  that  what  they  are 
lacking  in  brains,  is  made  up  by  impudence.  I 
wouldn't  marry  a  gal  that  could  get  up  afore  a 
stranger,  before  a  hull  room  full  on  'em,  and  shake 
her  curls  about,  roll  up  her  eyes  like  a  pious  hen,  and 
squinch  her  face  over  a  lot  of  poetry,  whether  it's 
her's  or  anybody  else's.  I  swow,  I  wouldn't  marry 
her  if  her  heart  was  a  solid  lump  of  gold,  and  every 
hair  of  her  head  strung  with  diamonds.  That's  my 
opinion,  and  Cousin  Jemima's  welcome  to  it,  sich  as  it 
is." 

I  wish  you  could  a  seen  Jase  and  his  wimmen 
folks  when  I  burst  out  with  that  speech.  Didn't  they 
turn  red  and  white  in  streaks  ?  I  ruther  guess  so ! 
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And  Lord  Morpeth!  I  never  seed  a  feller's  face 
brighten  up  as  his  did.  Jase  put  his  arm  through 
mine,  and  asked  me  to  slip  into  the  hall  a  minit. 

"  Look  a  here,  cousin,  this  is  ruther  too  bad,"  sez 
Jase,  eenamost  crying;  ^^you  ought  to  make  apology 
to  his  lordship  for  speaking  so  afore  him  —  what'll 
he  think  of  American  manners  ?" 

''  What'll  he  think?"  sez  I,  "  dam  me  if  I  care 
what  he  thinks  I  if  he's  a  genuine  nobleman  —  one 
that's  got  good  English  common  sense  —  he  wont 
think  the  better  of  us  for  trying  to  make  believe 
we're  a  notch  above  what  we  raly  be,  and  he'll  like 
'  my  hmnan  natur  better  than  your  soft  sodder,  by  a 
jug  full.  If  he  expects  the  hull  nation  of  America  to 
pucker  and  twist  itself  out  of  all  nat'ral  shape  jest  to 
jibe  with  his  notions,  he  ouffht  to  be  disappointed, 
and  that's  the  long  and  the  short  of  it ;  and  if  he 
believes  that  we  want  to  see  our  wimmen  folks  to  be 
spitting  out  poetry  and  varses  afore  strangers,  or  that 
the  ginuine  wimmen  of  America  want  to  du  sich 
things,  he'd  better  stay  tu  hum  and  read  Mrs.  Trol- 
lope's  books.  Now,  jest  hold  your  gab,  Jase,^"  sez  I, 
as  he  was  a  going  to  speak  again,  ^'  I'm  in  the  right 
on't  —  if  we  want  to  give  these  English  lords  a  true 
idea  of  us,  act  out  human  natur,  and  give  me  a 
warm,  honest  welcome,  but  less  soft  soap." 

As  I'd  spoke  up,  jest  so,  the  bell  rung,  and  a  hull 
grist  of  big  bugs  got  out  of  some  carriages  at  the 
door  and  come  in.     There  was  three  or  four  hamsome 
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wimmen  and  gals  dressed  off  in  silks  and  satins^  with 
the  dresses  all  fringed  off  round  the  bottom  and  a 
hugging  tight  up  to  them  white  necks  as  dose  as  the 
skin  to  an  eel,  and  a  showing  off  the  wide  shoulders 
and  leetle  tapering  waists  about  the  best  of  any 
dresses  I  ever  sot  eyes  on.     The  men  folks  had  on 
span  white  gloves,  and  looked  as  if  they'd  jest  come 
out  of  a  band-box.     While   Jase  was   a  blustering 
about  from  one  to  t'other,  I  jest  cut  stick  for  the 
other  room,  detarmined  not  to  have  any  more  jaw 
with  the  critter  if  I  could  help  it.     Miss  Slick,  and 
Jemima,  looked  sour  enough  to  turn  new  milk :  but 
Lord  Morpeth  he  cum  right  up  to  me  and  begun  to 
talk  as  if  I'd  been  his  twin  brother.     He  asked  me 
about  every  thing  on  arth,  and  more  too ;  all  about 
the  way  we  raise  onions  and  garden  sarse,  how  much 
hay  our  Weathersfield  meadows  give  to  an  acre,  and 
all  about  our  district  schools,  meeting  houses,  and  the 
old  blue  laws  of  Coimecticut.   When  I  told  him  that  a 
man  was  fined  five  dollars  for  bussing  his  wife  on  the 
sabber-day,  arter  he'd  been  away  to  sea  four  years, 
Lord  Morpeth  he  larfed  right  out,  as  nat'ral  as  could 
be.     Then  I  took  turn  about  and  asked  him  a  few 
pozers  about  Old  England,  and  he  answered  right  up 
like  a  man  that  understood  things,  for  all  he  was  a 
lord.     I  raly  took  a  shine  to  the  critter,  though  I'd 
made  up  my  mind  agin  it,  tooth  and  nail,  and  while 
he  was  a  talking  I  took  a  good  squint  at  his  head 
and  face. 
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He  aint  so  over  hamsome,  not  quite  so  good 
looking  as  a  sartin  chap  I  could  teU  you  on  if  I 
wasn't  so  mealy-mouthed,  but  then  he's  got  an  all- 
fired  big  head,  high  up  over  the  ears,  and  one  that 
looks  chuck  full  of  brains  as  an  egg  is  full  of  meat. 
His  eyes  aint  great  black  starers  like  some  folks's, 
but  as  bright  as  diamonds,  and  as  sharp  as  a  hull 
paper  of  cambrick  needles,  and  they  know  how  to 
look  right  straight  through  a  feller  without  flinching 
the  first  glance. 

Purty  soon,  the  gals  and  them  chaps  I'd  seen  in 
the  hall  cum  a  pouring 'in,  and  then  there  was  no 
more  talk  with  Lord  Morpeth;  he  had  to  be  led 
aroimd  like  a  race-horse  by  Miss  Slick  and  Jemim^ 
and  I  cum  in  for  my  share  of  the  fun,  for  arter  he 
and  I  got  so  thick  together^  they  begun  to  think 
what  I'd  said  was  according  to  gunter,  and  sot  it  all 
down  for  eccentricity  of  genus  instead  of  ginuine 
common  sense ;  howsomever,  I  did  not  care  so  long 
as  all  was  ship-shape  agin  with  'em,  for  I  hate  to  get 
a  woman  a  pouting  with  me,  for  if  I'm  ever  so  right, 
it  makes  me  kinder  ugly. 


THE  DINNER  SCENE. 

We  hadn't  but  jest  got  settled  down  when  the 
great  wide  looking-glass  that  I've  told  you  of,  seemed 
to  slide  back  of  the  curtidns  to  the  lower  eend  of  the 
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room,  and  by  gauly !  there  was  another  room  farther 
on,  with  a  table  sot  in  it  all  kivered  over  with  silver 
plates,  and  soup  dishes,  and  Cheny  ware,  with  one  of 
them  trees  of  gold  and  glass  all  lighted  up,  and 
swung  to  the  wall,  a  glittering  and  flashing,  and 
pouring  down  the  shine  over  the  heap  of  silver 
things,  till  it  made  a  feller  ketch  his  breath  on'y  jest 
to  peak  in. 

Lord  Morpeth  he  gin  his  arm  to  my  pussy  she 
cousin — Jase  gin  his  to  a  hamsome  gal  that  stood 
close  to  him,  and  I  crooked  my  elbow  up  to  Jemima, 
for  I  kinder  wanted  to  make  up  for  what  I'd  sed 
about  her  reading — poor  critter!  she  aint  to  blame 
if  she  is  a  little  shaller.  The  rest  on  'em  followed 
on,  two  and  two,  and  arter  a  little  we  all  sot  down 
round  the  table,  with  six  great  strapping  fellers,  with 
blue  and  white  regimentals  on,  and  gloves  on  all 
their  twelve  hands,  a  standing  up  behind  our  chairs. 
I  can't  give  you  no  idee  of  what  we  had  to  eat,  for 
they  called  every  thing  by  some  dam'd  jaw-breaker 
of  a  name,  and  kept  a  carrying  things  on  and  off  and 
giving  a  feller  clean  plates  all  of  solid  silver,  till  it 
a'most  made  me  dizzy  with  seeing  them  a  flashing 
about  so  in  the  critters'  hands.  They  had  all  sorts 
of  mince  meat  with  hard  names  tucked  to  it,  and  fish 
kivered  with  gravy,  and  butter,  and  everything  else, 
and  sich  a  dam'd  heap  of  things  that  I  can't  begin  to 
tell  you  all.  I  tried  to  take  a  bite  of  every  thing, 
but  it  wasn't  of  no  use — I  was  purty  well  filled  up 
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afore  the  puddings,  and  pies,  and  castards  cum  on ; 
and  arter  they  were  carried  off,  I  thought  we'd  all 
made  a  purty  good  Thanksgiving  dinner,  considering 
it  wasn't  tu  hum,  and  I  can't  tell  when  I've  felt  so 
big  and  pussy ;  but  jest  as  I  was  a  thinking  we'd  got 
about  through,  the  fellers  went  to  work  and  swept 
the  hull  table  dean  as  could  be,  and  by-«m-by  on 
they  cum  agin  with  silver  baskets  fuU  of  grapes,  and 
oranges,  and  prunes,  with  a  grist  of  fust  rate  apples, 
and  hull  bunches  of  raisins  that  made  a  feller  feel 
wrathy  because  he'd  eat  enough,  they  looked  so 
tempting  a  hanging  over  the  sides  of  them  silver 
baskets,  and  a  looking  so  meUer  in  the  light  that  cum 
a  shining  down  £rom  the  consam  overhead. 

When  the  wimmen  folks  had  jest  eat  a  few  grapes, 
and  mebby  a  chunk  of  orange  or  so,  Miss  Slick  she 
got  up  and  off  they  went  into  t'other  room,  but  yet 
a  looking  back  sort  of  longing,  jest  as  Eve  did  when 
the  a]]^el  made  her  quit  the  garden  of  Eden,  poor 
critter! 

The  minit  the  wimmen  folks  had  made  themselves 
scarce,  the  servants  begun  to  cut  about  like  all  pos- 
sessed, and  a  hull  regiment  of  decanters  and  cider 
bottles  with  sheet-lead  caps  to  'em,  marched  onto  the 
table,  and  arter  'em  cum  another  regiment  of  glasses, 
some  of  'em  round  and  bulky  with  short  stems  and 
kinder  dark  green,  some  white  as  ice,  and  then  agin 
some  that  was  short  and  slender,  cut  on  in  squares, 
and  red  as  a  gal's  lip,  besides  the  long  necked  cider 
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glasses  that  stood  poking  up  among  the  rest,  like  a 
down-east  gineral^  and  his  ofScers  ready  to  lead  on 
the  red  and  green  militia  agin  the  hull  squad  of 
bottles  and  decanters^  till  one  side  gin  up  beat.  The 
helps  gin  the  first  shot,  for  each  on  'em  took  a  bottle, 
and  pop,  pop,  pop,  went  the  corks — then  the  red, 
and  green,  and  white  glasses  marched  up,  and  cum 
off  chuck  full  and  a  brimming  over  with  plunder. 
As  for  me,  I  sent  up  a  long  necked  feller  and  took  a 
swig  at  the  cider,  and  Lord  Morpeth  he  went  dead 
into  the  green  glasses,  but  they  put  me  in  mind  of 
an  old  maid's  goggles,  and  I  couldn't  take  a  notion  to 
'em  till  arter  I'd  drunk  too  hull  glasses  of  the  cider, 
and  then  I  didn't  seem  to  care  what  I  drank  out  on. 
By-am-by,  some  one  called  out  and  wanted  a  toast 
I  never  heard  of  topping  off  a  Thanksgiving  dinner 
with  toast  afore,  but  it  made  me  think  of  hum,  and 
so  I  thought  I'd  have  one  tu. 

"  Look  a  here,"  sez  I  to  the  chap  that  stood  back 
of  my  chair,  ^^you  may  make  me  a  toast  tu,  but 
none  of  your  dry  stuff  now,  but  make  it  as  mann 
used  to, — y ou  remember  Jase?" — sez  I,  "halfapmt 
of  hot  milk  with  a  chunk  of  butter,  about  as  big  as  a 
piece  of  chalk,  melted  in,  and  then  the  hull  soaked 
up  with  slices  of  toasted  bread— hum  made  is  best 
—  one  slice  laid  on  top  of  t'other.  Now  you  git 
out,  and  make  some  right  off,"  sez  I  to  the  chap, 
sez  I. 

"Look  a  here,  Jonce,  what  are  you  about?"  sez 
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Jase,  a  poking  his  elbow  sort  of  sly  into  my  ribs. 
**  It  aint  that  we  mean,  we're  a  going  to  drink  a 
toast." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  haint  no  arthly  objection,  but  if 
the  feller  makes  it  according  to  rule  it  'U  be  ruther 
tough  to  swaller  without  some  chawing." 

"  I  tell  you,"  sez  Jase  agin,  ^^  we  are  a  going  to 
drink  a  toast  to  Lord  Morpeth  in  wine." 

^^  Wal,"  sez  I  agin,  **  I  haint  no  objection,  if  Lioxd 
Morpeth  likes  toast  and  wine,  it's  his  idee  of  what's 
good,  and  I  can't  help  it ;  but  as  for  me,  hand  over  a 
bowl  of  ginuine  toast  and  cider  with  the  bread 
crumbled  in,  Weathersfield  fashion,  ruther  hot,  and 
sweetened  well  with  lasses,  that's  my  notion.  Lord 
a  massey  I  how  marm  does  mix  them  critters  up,  it's 
Plough  to  make  a  feller's  nose  tingle  to  think  on  it,  — 
aint  it,  cousin  Jase  ?  " 

It  wam't  of  no  use  a  speaking  to  him,  there  he 
stood  a  strutting  over  back  with  a  glass  in  his  hand 
and  a  singing  out,  "  Our  noble  guest.  Lord  Morpeth }" 
like  all  possessed.  Every  critter  at  the  table,  ex- 
cepting Lord  Morpeth  and  I,  jumped  up  with  glasses 
in  their  hands,  and  begun  to  drink  like  a  patch  of 
seed  onions  after  a  six  weeks'  dry  spell;  but  Lord 
Morpeth  and  I  sot  still  and  looked  as  if  we  didn't 
know  what  possessed  the  critters ;  but  the  minit  they 
sot  down,  up  he  jumped  like  a  house  a  fire,  and  the 
way  he  cracked  jokes  and  said  smart  things,  made 
the  fire  fly  from  every  body's  eyes  roimd  the  table. 
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I  swanny!  if  he  didn't  take  me  a'most  off  the  handle 
with  his  consamed  sweet  voice  and  hamsome  manners. 
It  raly  was  eenamost  as  good  as  a  plaj^  to  hear  him 
reel  out  the  common  sense  and  soft  sodder  about  this 
land  of  liberty  and  old  England.  When  he  sot 
down,  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  du  to  keep  from 
going  right  up  and  giving  him  a  hug,  if  he  was  a 
lord.  Arter  this  we  mixed  in  the  talk  altogether, 
like  lemon,  and  sugar,  and  brandy  in  a  pimch  bowl, 
as  sociable  as  so  many  chickens  in  a  coop,  till  by-am- 
by,  Jase  he  begun  to  swell  up  and  talk  to  Lord 
Morpeth  about  the  Slicks,  and  the  crouchants,  aad 
lions,  that  belonged  to  the  family  coat  of  arms,  as  he 
called  it ;  he  gin  us  all  to  understand  that  the  Slicks 
wam't  a  family  to  be  sneezed  at  by  any  of  the 
English  Lords,  and  gin  out  some  purty  broad  hiBte 
about  a  barron-night,  and  a  lord,  that  gin  a  start  to 
the  name  ever  so  long  back  in  England;  then  the 
consamed  shote  branched  out  into  a  sarmon  about 
ancient  birth,  and  pure  blood,  a  running  from  one 
generation  to  another,  without  being  siled  by  .any 
thing  low  since  the  Slicks  cum  to  this  country,  jest 
arter  the  Pilgrims,  and  a  hull  lot  of  the  damdest 
stuff  that  ever  a  transmogrified  hand-cartman  thought 
on.  I'd  topped  off  my  cider  with  two  or  three 
glasses  of  hock,  the  feller  called  it,  and  it  made  me 
feel  dreadful  smart,  and  I  felt  jest  like  tackling  Jase 
in  his  own  camp. 

^^  Look  a  here,  cousin  Jase,"  sez  I,  ^^  what  on  arth 
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do  you  want  to  make  out  that  we  Slicks  are  any 
thing  but  jest  what  we  be,  for  aint  it  a  darned  sight 
more  to  our  credit,  Yankees  as  we  are,  and  Kepub* 
licans  as  we  ought  to  be,  to  own  it  at  once,  that  we 
had  to  hoe  our  own  row  up,  and  found  it  a  purty 
tough  one?  Now  you  know  well  enough,  for  all 
your  crouchongs,  and  lions,  and  roosters,  —  that 
you've  picked  up,  lord-a-massy  knows  where — that 
you  begun  life,  or  any  how  begun  to  save  up  chink, 
fust  by  a  horse  cart  on  Peck  Slip,  and  that  wife  of 
your'n  went  out  a  nursing  other  folks's  children  till 
arter  you  married  her,  and  that  aint  no  disgrace  to 
her  nor  you  neither,  so  long  as  you  don't  try  to  make 
out  that  you're  something  more  than  you  raly  be. 
It  is  too  bad,  you're  trying  to  make  out  that  you're  a 
English  big  bug,  when  you  can  prove  yourself  as 
good  a  nobleman  as  any  that  ever  lived,  by  going 
back  to  our  grand-par,  the  brave  old  shoemaker,  that 
swung  his  lapstone  over  his  shoulder  when  the  Re- 
volution broke  out,  and  jined  the  patriots  when  their 
struggle  was  dark  as  the  grave.  The  old  man  never 
gave  way  once,  but  fought  like  a  lion  when  fighting 
was  to  be  done.  He  clung  to  his  companions  in 
good  and  bad  luck,  and  though  he  fought,  and 
marched,  and  suffered  with  the  toughest  of  'em, 
never  once  gin  out  or  got  discouraged,  but  arter  a 
long  day's  march  would  unsling  his  lapnstone,  take 
out  his  rusty  tools,  and  hammer  and  stitch  away  half 
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the  night  long,  to  make  up  shoes  for  his  tired  and 
sore-footed  feUer  soldiers,  whenever  he  could  find  a 
scrap  of  sole  leather  or  a  piece  of  cow  skin  to  make 
up!" 

I  was  a  going  on,  but  Lord  Morpeth  he  got  up, 
and  sez  he,  "  Let  us  drink  to  the  memory  of  Mr. 
Slick's  ancestor,  the  *  brave  Shoemaker.' " 

Jase  looked  sort  of  ugly  about  what  I'd  said — but 
I  couldn't  help  that,  and  when  Lord  Morpeth  jined 
in,  the  hull  biling  on  us  got  up,  and  another  squad 
of  wine  glasses  was  put  into  action.  When  the  rest 
had  sot  down,  I  felt  as  if  I  couldn't  break  off  so,  but 
I  thought  it  wouldn't  do  no  harm  to  give  'em  a  short 
specimen  of  Weathersfield  chin  music,  seeing  as  there 
was  a  lord  to  hear  me. 

"  Now,"  sez  I,  "  it's  of  no  use  denying  that  we 
Yankees  do  think  a  good  deal  of  noble  birth  and 
pure  blood,  and  all  them  ere  things  that  the  English 
have  boosted  up  their  throne  with  so  many  hundred 
years;  for  my  part,  I  du  feel  a  kind  of  love  and 
reverence  for  a  family  of  any  kind,  whose  blood  has 
run  pure  from  one  generation  to  another,  through 
brave  men  and  good  women,  till  it  beats  full  of  warm 
ginerous  human  natur  in  the  heart  of  a  true  noble- 
man, whether  he  has  a  title  or  not.  It  gives  a  man 
something  to  be  proud  of,  something  to  guard  and 
keep  himself  gpod  and  honourable  for.  A  man  must 
be  mean  as  pusley,  and  meaner  yet,  who  could  do  a 
small  action  while  he  knew  that  his  blood  had  bees 
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kept  pure  as  spring  water,  by  a  hull  line  of  good 
men,  all  a  sleeping  in  their  grayes." 

"  But,  arter  all,"  sez  I,  "  what  is  the  nobility  of 
Old  England  more  than  that  which  we  Yankees  have 
a  right  to  ?  " 

"  Was  William  the  Conqueror,  that  they  brag  so 
much  about,  any  thing  to  be  compared  to  our  Wash- 
ington ?  Was  his  conquest  of  Old  England,  half  so 
great,  or  so  tough  a  job  as  the  tussle  we  had  to  get 
New  England  into  our  own  native  land  ?  Now,  the 
whole  truth  is,  blood  is  like  wine,  the  older  it  is,  the 
stronger  and  clearer  it  grows.  If  it  wam't  for  that, 
we  Yankees  that  had  forefathers  in  the  Revolutionary 
war,  have  as  good  a  right  to  brag  about  our  pure  blood, 
as  the  greatest  and  oldest  line  of  proud  England.^ 
Here  I  stopped  jest  long  enough  to  make  a  bow  to 
Lord  Morpeth,  and  on  I  went  agin.  "  I  say,"  sez  I, 
a  stretching  out  my  arm,  "  there  aint  a  true  bom 
American  on  arth,  if  he  owns  the  truth,  that  haint 
English  grit  and  pride  enough  about  him  to  feel  a 
kind  of  respect  for  an  English  nobleman,  if  he  behaves 
himself  like  folks ;  but  if  he  don't,"  sez  I,  "  we've  got 
a  right  to  dispise  him  more  than  we  do  one  another 
when  we  act  mean ;  for  he  not  only  disgraces  hisself, 
but  all  the  forefathers  that  he  ought  to  be  proud  on, 
and  a  man  that  can  do  that  must  be  mean  as  ^git  out,' 
and  meaner  tu,  a  darned  sight  I  Now,"  sez  I,  a 
looking  at  Lord  Morpeth,  "  we  Yankees  and  the 
English  are  purty  much  alike,  for  all.     If  they've 
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got  their  lords^  and  dukes,  and  princes,  haint  we  no 
military  captins,  and  ginerals,  and  deacons,  and 
squires,  —  rather  small  potatoes  compared  to  the 
English,  but  yet  it  shows  a  sort  of  native  notion 
we've  got  arter  sich  things,  and  don't  du  no  sort  of 
harm  one  way  nor  t'other.  Now,"  sez  I,  "  in  a  few 
hundred  years  from  this,  we  Americans  shall  have  a 
sort  of  republican  nobility  of  our  own.  I  aint  sardn 
about  the  titles,  but  by-am-by,  when  the  ^  tea  party ' 
and  the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill  lies  clear  back  in  our 
history,  as  William  the  Conquerer's  does  among  the 
British,  Cousin  Jase  there,  wouldn't  have  to  make 
up  a  story  about  his  British  ancestors ;  for  the  pure 
blood  of  this  ere  country  will  be  that  which  goes  right 
back  to  the  Revolutionary  war.  All  Yankee  noble- 
men will  have  to  sarch  for  their  titles  on  the  pension 
list  of  this  ere  very  generation ;  and  the  old  man  that 
now  draws  his  twenty  dollars  a  month,  will  be  the 
founder  of  a  line,  jest  as  noble  as  any  that  ever 
sprung  up  in  the  heart  of  Old  England  I  That's  my 
ginuine  opinion.  Now,"  sez  I,  "  if  we  Slicks  wanted 
to  make  out  that  we  are  any  great  shakes,  it  aint  no 
very  hard  job  to  du  it.  I  aint  by  no  means  sartin 
that  we,  any  on  us,  ever  had  any  fore£Eithers  afore  the 
old  Shoemaker,  that  we've  jest  been  a  telling  on; 
but  he  was  ahull  team,  and  horse  to  boot.  When  the 
ammunition  gin  out  at  Bunker  Hill,  he  flung  away 
his  gun,  and  went  to  storming  a  hull  regiment,  tooth 
and  nail,  on  his  own  hook,  till  in  the  eend  he  was 
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shot  down  dead  with  a  piece  of  the  old  lap-etun  in  his 
hand,  that  he  gripped  liked  an  Injun,  arter  his  teeth 
wafi  sot,  and  his  fingers  stiff  and  stun  cold«  Old 
England,  I  must  own,  has  got  a  grist  of  noble 
families  and  great  men,  that  are  an  honour  and 
etamal  glory  to  it,  but  the  blood  that  biled  up  in 
that  old  man's  heart,  was  as  red,  as  brave,  yes,  and  as 
noble  tu,  as  ever  poured  itself  out  on  the  side  of  Old 
England,  in  the  time  of  William,  or  any  other  Con- 
queror I  and  if  I  ever  set  up  for  a  big  bug,  and  put 
picters  on  my  carriage  door,  I  kinder  think  that  I 
shan't  be  much  ashamed  to  have  Jonathan  Slick's 
coat  of  arms,  a  ^  hand  gripped  hard  on  a  lap-stun ; ' 
for,  consam  me  1  if  we,  any  on  us,  ever  get  to  be  much, 
it  will  be  through  the  old  Shoemaker,  and  I  aint 
ashamed  to  own  it." 

With  that  I  took  another  swig  at  the  hock,  and 
was  a  going  on  agin,  but  all  tu  once  my  head  began 
to  whirl  round  like  a  top.  The  table  began  to  spread 
itself  into  half  a  dozen,  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  glass 
consam  over  head  had  got  a  hull  family  of  leetle 
ones  around  it,  dancing  jigs  and  pouring  out  the  shine 
all  over  the  room  —  and  then  the  wine  bottles,  and 
the  decanters,  and  the  grapes,  and  apples,  and  raisins, 
seemed  to  get  onsteady,  and  more  on  'em  kept  a 
starting  up.  Then  the  waiters  in  regimentals  grew 
taller  and  jtaller,  and  I'm  consamed  if  Lord  Morpeth 
hadn't  a  half  a  dozen  chaps,  a  looking  like  so  many 
twin  brothers,  a  dodging  up  and  down  all  aroimd 
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hinij  awful  onsteady  though^  for  lords.  Then,  arter 
all,  the  floor  begin  to  rise  and  pitch  up  and  down,  till 
I  was  obliged  to  give  up,  and  so  I  sot  down,  and 
held  onto  my  chair  with  both  hands,  and  called  out 
*  Whoa  I '  like  a  house  afire,  for  it  seemed  as  if  every 
thing  was  a  getting  upsot ;  and  between  you  and  I 
and  the  post,  Far,  my  ginuine  opinion  is,  that  all 
the  chaps  in  the  room  had  got  about  half  seas  over, 
except  me.  I  was  as  steddy  as  a  judge,  and  sot  up 
parpendicular  and  independent,  jest  as  a  true  born 
Republican  ought  to,  detarmined  to  set  that  English 
Lord  and  the  rest  on  'em  a  good  example.  It  wasn't 
no  wonder,  though,  that  they  got  a  leetle  how-come- 
you  so,  for  they  all  drank  wine,  but  I  only  took  that 
sparkling  white  cider  and  hock,  for  I  was  detarmined 
not  to  make  a  shote  of  myself.  Yet  it  made  me  feel 
so  bad  to  see  how  they  went  on,  that  I  got  a'most 
sick  thinking  about  it. 

Arter  a  while,  we  aU  went  back  into  the  keeping- 
room,  and  there  the  wimmen  folks  sot  on  them  red 
benches,  all  in  pimlico  order,  drinking  coffee  out  of 
some  leetle  finefied  cups,  but  I'm  afeard  they  didn't 
set  up  so  straight  as  young  ladies  ought  tu  in  com- 
pany— their  heads  did  seem  to  set  rather  unsartin  on 
their  shoulders  every  time  I  looked  at  'em. 

I  drunk  off  a  cup  of  coffee,  jest  to  oblige  Jase,  and 
then  I  begun  to  be  kinder  sociable  with  a  young  gal 
that  sot  by  Jemima,  while  Jase  took  Lord  Morpeth 
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round  to  look  at  his  marble  head,  and  the  two  whop- 
ping picters  of  himself  and  wife. 

Arter  he'd  gone  the  rounds  —  as  we  Editors  say  of 
a  prime  article  —  Lord  Morpeth  made  his  bow  and 
went  out.  I  begun  to  feel  myself  kinder  as  if  I'd 
like  to  take  a  snooze,  and  so  I  jest  gin  one  smashing 
bow  at  the  door  for  all,  and  arter  getting  my  hat,  I 
foUered  Lord  Morpeth  out.  It  wafi  tamal  cold,  and 
I  begun  to  chirk  up  a  little,  when  I  see  that  Jase's 
carriage  stood  there.  Lord  Morpeth  stepped  back 
when  he  see  me  close  to  him,  and  moved  his  hand  as 
much  as  to  say  —  Git  in ;  but  I  stepped  back,  and 
sez  I,  "  I  guess  I'ye  been  taught  better  manners  than 
to  help  myself  fust,"  —  so  with  that  he  got  in,  and  I 
arter. 

We  had  a  good  deal  of  talk  in  the  carriage ;  and 
when  we  both  got  out.  Lord  Morpeth  shook  hands 
with  me  as  if  I'd  been  his  twin  brother,  and  asked 
me  to  come  and  see  him  to  his  room,  for  he  wanted 
to  talk  with  me  about  picters  and  the  fine  arts,  and 
things  in  generaL 

I  gin  his  hand  an  allfired  grip,  and  sez  I,  "  Lord 
Morpeth,  you  can  depend  on  this  chap,  for  he'll  tell 
you  the  truth,  and  no  soft  sodder.  I  didn't  take  much 
of  a  notion  to  you  at  fust,  for  I  aint  a  chap  to  run 
arter  you  because  you're  a  lord,  but  I  like  you  in 
spite  of  that,  for  you  are  a  darned  good  hearted,  smart 
critter,  and  lord  or  no  lord,  that's  enough. 
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With  that  I  shook  hands  agin,  and  went  up  staiis 
to  bed.     Fanny  Elssler  didn't  keep  me  awake  that- 
night,  I  reckon.     That  hock  is  tamal  sleepy  stuff, 
Par. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXV. 

JONATHAN  IS  LAID  UP  WITH  THE  AGUE. — EJNBNESS  SE* 
CEIYED  AT  THE  ASTOR  HOUSE.  —  A  TISITOB. — JONA- 
THAN'S NOTION  OP  A  POLITICIAN  IN  PETTICOATS. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weaiherafidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut, 

Deab  Pab, 

Somehow  or  other  I  ketched  a  dreadful  bad  cold 
the  night  arter  I  made  that  speech  at  Cousin  Jase's^ 
or  else  I  took  this  ere  swelled  face  from  Miss  Elssler. 
I  don't  know  how  tu  account  for  it,  but  for  nigh 
about  three  days  I've  been  about  the  sickest  critter 
you  ever  sot  eyes  on. 

I  raly  begun  to  think  that  I  never  should  git  well 
agin,  the  darned  ager  himg  on  so.  I  don't  think  you 
ever  see  so  cross  a  critter  as  I've  been  since  I  got 
here  up  in  the  Astor  House.  It  raly  made  my  blood 
bil«  to  see  the  coaches  go  by  the  Astor  House,  chuck 
fuQ  of  hamsome  gals,  and  I  stuck  up  here  a  trying 
to  cure  this  dam'd  jaw  of  mine.  I  wish  you  could  a 
seen  me  one  one  day,  jest  arter  I  got  sick.  If  my 
ebenezer  didn't  rise  up  about  right,  I  don't  know 
nothing  about  it,  that's  aU  I 

Wal,  one  day  the  copper-colored  nigger  that  takes 
care  of  me  come  a  running  into  my  room,  and  sez  he. 
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*^  Mr.  Slick,  there's  a  lady  down  stairs  what  wants  to 
speak  to  you." 

"  You  don't  say  so  I "  sez  I,  a  taking  off  the  hand- 
kercher  that  I'd  tied  up  my  face  with,  and  a  tucking 
it  away,  hops  and  all,  in  my  trousers'  pocket. 

«  What  on  arth  shall  I  du,"  sez  I,  «  with  this  allfired 
pussy  face  of  mine  ?  Look  a  here,  you  nigger,  you," 
sez  I,  "  haint  you  got  no  kind  of  doctor-stuff  thatTl 
take  down  this  ere  swelling  in  less  than  no  time  ?  Til 
give  you  a  fourpence-ha'penny  in  hard  chink,  if  you'll 
do  it  —  I  will,  by  gauly !  for  it  raly  seems  to  me  as 
if  I  should  give  up,  if  a  purty  gal  was  to  see  me  a 
looking  so  like  an  allfired  chucklehead." 

The  nigger,  he  begun  to  scratch  his  wool ;  but  it 
wasn't  of  no  use,  his  trying  to  fix  me  up ;  he  didn't 
know  of  nothing  on  arth  that  would  take  the  kinks 
out  of  my  jaw,  —  so  I  sot  down  and  did  all  I  could 
to  make  my  mouth  come  ship-shape  a  leetle ;  but  one 
comer  on  it  would  keep  a  jerking  up  toward  my  ear, 
and  t'other  kept  a  wandering  down  my  dickey ;  the 
more  I  tried  to  pucker  it  down  about  straight,  the 
more  it  would  keep  a  twisting  up  slantindicular,  till 
by-am-by  I  got  wrathy,  and  sez  I,  "  Dam  the  thing 
to  damation  !  I  aint  fit  to  see  nobody,  and  I  wont,  so 
there  1  Go  down,  you  cuffy^  and  tell  the  gal  that  Tm 
sick  as  all  natur." 

*^  Shan't  I  tell  her  that  you  aint  to  hum  ?  "  sez  the 
nigger,  a  lookmg  sort  of  knowing ;  "  that's  the  gen- 
teel thing." 
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"  Look  you  here,  you  snow-baU,"  sez  I,  "  don't 
you  go  to  telling  any  of  your  lies  about  me,  I  don't 
stand  it  no  how." 

*^  Why,"  sez  he,  "  it  aint  no  lie.  Massy ;  de  ladies 
say  80  when  they  aint  fixed  up  about  right." 

*^  Hold  your  yop,"  sez  I,  sort  of  wrathy ;  "  I 
wont  hear  a  single  word  agin  the  gals  I  It's  my  ginuine 
opinion  that  when  a  feller  will  set  still,  and  hear  them 
run  down,  there  is  something  a  gitting  awM  mean 
about  his  own  human  natur.  Nobody  ever  says  a 
word  agin  the  wimmen  folks,  only  them  pesky  critters 
that  are  as  mean  as  all  creation  themselves,  and  want 
to  make  the  most  taking  and  hamsome  things  on 
arth  as  low  as  they  be,  jest  as  a  tamal,  fat,  year  old 
diote  will  git  into  a  clover  patch  and  trample  down 
all  the  green  leaves  and  purty  red  posies,  without 
having  gumption  enough  to  know  how  sweet  they  can 
smell,  or  how  much  honey  is  dying  under  his  huff. 
Now,  look  a  here,  cufly !  did  you  ever  see  a  bumble- 
bee a  flying  around  a  clover  patch,  first  a  sticking  his 
head  down  into  the  middle  of  one  posey  and  then  into 
another,  a  kivering  his  purty  yaller  bosom  up  with 
the  red  leaves,  and  a  humming  his  wings  over  the 
round  tops,  till  they  kinder  seem  to  shake  and  grow 
hamsome,  while  he's  a  getting  away  the  honey? 
Wal,  now  there's  a  good  deal  of  ginuine  human  natur 
about  that  ere  bumble-bee  ;  insted  of  tearing  up  the 
posies,  or  filling  them  chuck  full  of  pison  that  makes 
'em  kink  up  and  die,  long  afore  it's  their  nat'nd  time. 
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he  jest  drinks  up  all  the  honey  he  can  git  in  an  honest 
way,  and  leaves  the  posey  with  its  cup  all  full  of 
sweetness,  to  drink  up  jest  as  much  dew  as  it  can  git, 
and  to  be  hamsomer  a  tamal  sight  than  it  was  before. 
Now,  you  nigger  I" — 

I  was  a  going  on  to  let  off  a  hull  heap  more  of 
these  here  kind  of  notions — for  when  I  git  tu  talking 
about  the  wimmen  folks  my  heart  is  always  chuck 
fiill,  and  I  can't  help  it  from  running  over — but  there 
stood  that  etamal  coot  of  a  nigger  a  scratching  his 
wool,  and  a  twisting  his  great  blubber  lips  about  as 
if  he  couldn't  make  out  what  in  natur  I  was  talkmg 
about.  With  that  I  begun  to  feel  dreadful  streaked 
to  think  I'd  been  a  talking  sich  things  to  a  cuffy; 
and  I  begun  to  think  that  Scripter  was  about  right 
when  they  teU  us  not  to  fling  pearls  to  the  hogs.  So 
sez  I  to  the  nigger,  sez  I, 

**  You  git  out,  and  tell  the  gal  that  I'll  cum  and 
see  her  jest  the  very  minit  my  jaw  gits  well." 

Wal,  cuffy,  he  hadn't  but  jest  got  down  stairs  when 
somebody  knocked  sort  of  softly  at  the  door,  sez  I— 

"  Cum  in." 

With  that  the  door  opened,  and  a  kind  of  a  frosty 
looking  old  maid,  as  impudent  as  git  out,  cum  a 
sidling  inter  the  room  with  a  heap  of  tracks  in  her 
hands.  She  had  on  a  dam'd  old  bonnet  that  looked 
like  a  sugar-scoop  half  jammed  up,  besides  a  sort  of  a 
calico  frock,  and  a  great  Vandyke  with  goose's  fur  all 
round  it,  that  looked  as  dirty  as  if  the  poor  goose  had 
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took  a  duckiiig  in  a  mud  puddle  jest  afore  they 
skinned  him. 

^^  I  ruther  seem  to  think  that  you've  missed  your 
way,  and  got  into  the  wrong  box,"  sez  I,  a  getting  up 
and  sidling  back  to  the  winder,  for  she  cum  a  poking 
the  heap  of  tracks  at  me  as  independent  as  a  militia 
trainer. 

"  Aint  your  name  Mr.  Slick  ?  "  sez  she,  a  taking  a 
good  long  squint  at  my  pussy  face,  —  '^  Mr.  Jonathan 
Slick,  of  Weathersfield  ?  " 

*'  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  folks  sometimes  call  me  that  ere 
name  for  want  of  a  better,  and  I  don't  make  any  fuss 
about  it,  for  it  raly  don't  make  much  odds  what  they 
call  a  chap,  if  they  don't  call  him  late  to  dinner,  you 
know,  marm." 

"  Wal,"  sez  she,  "  Mr.  Slick,  I've  heard  a  good  deal 
about  you,  and  I  want  to  sell  you  one  of  my  books." 
With  that  she  gin  the  tracks  another  flurish,  and  sez 
she,  "  Nothing  but  a  wish  to  save  my  country  from 
destruction,  and  to  enlighten  human  kind,  would 
make  me  ask  any  body  to  buy  my  books,  but  I  du 
think  if  this  ere  land  is  ever  a  going  to  be  reginerated, 
we  wimmen  have  got  to  do  it." 

^^  You  don't  say  so  1 "  sez  I,  and  it  was  as  much  as 
I  could  du  to  keep  from  snorting  out  a  larfing  right 
in  the  critter's  face;  but  I  choked  in,  and  sez  I, 
"  Wal,  I  hadn't  no  idee  that  this  free  land  of  liberty 
was  a  going  to  be  upheld  by  an  old  maid  with  a 
handful  of  tee-total  tracks, — but  it  aint  no  use  of 
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bujing  theniy  for  IVe  gin  up  smoking^  and  haint 
drunk  a  drop  of  New  England  rum  since  I  treated 
Captain  Doolittle,  ever  so  long  ago." 

"  They  aint  tee-total  tracks,"  sez  she,  a  pusdng  up 
her  mouth,  and  a  trying  to  look  big. 

**  Oh,  then  you  are  a  sort  of  a  she  missionary,  aint 
you?"  sez  I;  "but  it  aint  of  no  use — I  raly  don't 
feel  tractable  this  morning ;  so  you'd  better  go  down 
stairs,  and  see  if  you  can't  reform  some  of  them  stuck 
up  critters  there." 

With  that  she  took  one  of  the  tracks  out  of  the 
bundle,  and  poked  it  at  me  in  spite  of  all  I  could  du, 
and  sez  she,  "  I  aint  no  missionary,  nor  tee-totaler, 
nor  nothing  of  that  sort,  but  I'm  a  frcQ-bom  woman 
ready  to  die  in  the  cause — I'm  the  very  woman,  that 
by  my  writings  agin  Martin  Van  Burin,  turned  the 
hull  State  of  Pennsylvania  agin  him,  and  made  it  go 
for  Gineral  Harrison,  log  cabins,  and  hard  cider. 

"  How  you  talk  I  "  sez  I,  a  beginning  to  fed  my 
grit  rise,  to  hear  any  thing  in  the  shape  of  wimmen 
kind  talk  sich  etamal  nonsense. 

"  Yes,"  sez  she,  a  spreading  her  hands  and  a  rolling 
up  her  eyes,  "  I  gained  Pennsylvania  for  Gineral 
Harrison,  and  when  that  great  State  went  agin  Van 
Burin,  every  thing  went  agin  him ;  so  that,  arter  all, 
/gained the  hull  country — I,  sir,  I!  by  my  individual 
pen.  Tell  me  that  wimmen  can't  du  nothing  I  just 
read  my  letter  here  to  the  President,  and  see  how  I've 
used  him  up  about  the  Navy.     I  was  raly  glad  when 
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I  heard  that  you  have  got  intu  a  political  paper, 
Mr.  Slick, — for  between  you  and  I,  we  can  make 
this  Administration  tremble  to  its  foundation ;  so  now 
jest  buy  one  of  my  books,  and  then  well  set  down 
and  put  our  heads  together  about  the  state  of  things 
here  in  this  city." 

I  raly  couldn't  but  jest  keep  my  dander  from 
gitting  up,  while  the  etamal  humly  coot  was  a  talking. 
At  Aist  I  tried  to  be  perlite  to  her,  because  she  was  a 
woman ;  but  at  last,  think  sez  I  to  myself,  if  wimmen 
foigit  their  own  places,  they  can't  blame  us  if  we  for^t 
them  too;  so  I  jest  put  my  hands  down  in  my 
trousers'  pockets,  and  stuck  one  foot  for'ard,  and  then 
sez  I — 

"Look  a  here,  marm — if  there  is  any  critter  on 
the  face  of  the  arth  that  I  raly  could  die  for,  it's  a 
true  ginuine  woman.  I  don't  much  care  whether 
she's  hamsome  or  humbly,  so  long  as  she  understands 
and  acts  up  to  woman's  natur ;  but,  according  to  my 
idee,  a  woman's  place  is  her  own  house,  a  taking  care 
of  the  children  and  a  darning  her  husband's  stockings. 

"  I  haint  nothing  agin  her  knowing  every  thing 
that  she  can  find  time  to  lam;  'cause  if  she's 
married,  that  will  make  her  husband  take  to  her  as  a 
sort  of  a  friend  as  well  as  a  wife,  and  shell  know  how 
to  bring  up  her  sons  to  be  true  ginuine  patriots  and 
honest  men.  The  more  she  knows,  the  more  modest 
she  ought  to  be ;  'cause  the  more  any  body  lams,  the 
more  they  begin  to  see  how  much  there  is  that  they 
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don't  know  nothing  about^  and  that  ought  to  make 
them  feel  hmnble. 

"  As  for  politics,  I  don't  believe  wimmen  have  any 
right  to  meddle  with  them,  more  than  a  cat  wants 
trousers ;  and  to  tell  you  the  rale  ginuine  opinion  of 
Jonathan  Slick's  heart,  I  don't  believe  there  ever  was 
a  woman  that  ought  to  be  respected  as  such,  that  ever 
took  to  politics ;  they  do  well  enough  for  your  sort 
of  half  wimmen,  half  alligators,  like  that  darned  old 
English  critter.  Miss  Martineau,  and  Anna  Boyal, 
and  some  sich  crazy  coots  as  I  won't  say  nothing 
about — present  company  being  al'es  excepted,  you 
know :  but  I've  al'es  took  notice  that  hamsome  gals 
and  rale  taking  wimmen  never  git  into  politics ;  it's 
only  them  sort  of  she  cattle  that  can't  get  married, 
and  are  detarmined  to  git  into  notice  for  something  or 
other,  that  ever  take  to  reginerating  their  country,  as 
you  say. 

"If  you  want  a  fust  rate  tract-distributor,  she- 
politician,  or  a  leader  to  any  of  the  ante  societies,  git 
a  batch  of  old  maids  and  sort  'em  out ;  send  some  on 
'em  up  to  the  capitol  to  ^ve  lessons  to  members  of 
Congress — send  some  more  into  the  grog-shops  with 
tee-total  books — and  a  good  many  round  among  sich 
houses  as  honest  winamen  don't  like  to  be  seen  in; 
they  do  a  dam'd  sight  of  good,  I  haint  no  doubt ;  and 
as  for  them  last,  a  man  must  be  an  etamal  coot,  and 
fool  into  the  bargin,  if  he  don't  think  a  bold  face  and 
a  bxmdle  of  tracts  is  enough  to  keep  any  woman's 
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character  good,  let  her  be  seen  going  where  she  wilL 
Don't  you  think  so,  marm?  if  I  may  be  so  bold," 
sez  L 

With  that  I  drew  my  foot  back,  and  made  her  a 
prime  bow,  jest  to  sort  of  mollify  her  a  leetle,  for  she 
b^un  to  look  as  mad  as  a  March  hail  storm,  and  it 
raly  was  curious  to  see  how  wrathy  she  twisted  that 
long  neck  of  her'n  about  under  the  sugar  scoop 
bonnet.     At  last  she  gin  herself  a  flirt,  and  sez  she  — 

**  Mr.  Slick,  you  aint  no  gentleman." 

"  Wal,  I  don't  know  as  ever  I  sot  up  for  one,"  sez 
I,  a  larfing ;  ^^  and  111  tell  you  what  it  is,  marm —  it 
sort  of  strikes  me  that  you  she^politic  wimmen  don't 
very  often  come  across  what  you  call  gentlemen  1 
They  don't  put  on  their  best  go-to-meeting  manners 
only  when  they  think  the  winmien  can  understand 
'em,  no  more  than  they  put  on  their  Sunday  coats  to 
feed  the  hogs  in.  I  kinder  guess  that  some  wimmen 
folks  that  I  can  tell  on  don't  ever  come  across 
gentlemen.^ 

With  that  die  strutted  up,  and  sez  she,  "Mr. 
Slick,  you  forgit  that  I'm  a  lady." 

"  I  don't  know  as  a  chap  can  forgit  anything  he 
never  knew,"  sez  I ;  **  but  if  you  ever  was  one,  you 
must  have  forgot  it  yourself  long  afore  you  begun  to 
run  round  the  streets  with  politic  books ;  and  when  a 
woman  forgets  herself,  she  can't  blame  men  folks  for 
not  remembering  better  than  she  can.  But  I'll  tell 
you  what,  marm,  it  aint  easy  work,  this  ere,  of  talking 
o  2 
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when  a  feller's  mouth  cuts  through  his  face  cate- 
comering  as  mine  does,  and  when  he  has  to  tuck  away 
his  biled  hops  in  his  trousers'  pocket :  so,  if  you  hamt 
no  objections,  I'll  jest  tie  up  my  jaws  and  call  up  the 
nigger  to  show  you  the  way  down  stairs.  I'd  be  as 
perlite  as  could  be,  and  do  it  myself  with  all  the 
pleasure  on  arth,  but  this  ere  jaw  of  mine  does  ache 
so  like  all  possessed." 

With  that  I  stomped  sort  of  impatient  on  the  floor: 
up  come  cuffjr  agin — and  the  way  the  coot  bowed 
and  scraped,  and  rolled  up  his  eyes  to  the  she-politician 
sot  me  a  larfing  till  I  thought  my  pussy  face  would  a 
bust.  She  kinder  stopped,  as  if  she  wanted  to  say 
something  more,  but  I  held  on  to  my  jaw  with  both 
hands,  and  rocked  back'ards  and  for'ards  as  if  I  couldn't 
help  it :  so  by-am-by  down  stairs  she  went  with  her 
tracts,  and  cufiy  arter  her,  a  grinning  like  all  natur. 
The  minit  she  got  away,  I  shot  tu  the  door  and  put 
the  ke^  in  my  pocket,  for  fear  that  the  next  one 
would  be  the  Old  Nick  himself. 

You  haint  no  idee  how  nation  perlite  this  ere 
keeper  of  the  Astor  House  is  tu  me !  K  he  aint  a 
bom  gentleman  without  help  from  a  tailor,  I  never 
sot  eyes  on  one.  It  would  du  your  heart  good  tu  see 
how  he  takes  tu  me,  and  how  much  time  he  gets  tu 
attend  tu  the  huU  regiment  of  boarders  in  this  great 
stun  house  of  his ;  and  the  minit  he  found  out  I  was 
sick,  up  he  cum,  full  chisel,  to  the  room  where  I  sot, 
and  it  raly  would  have  tickled  you  and  marm  to  see 
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how  awful  perlite  he  was.  I  raly  don't  know  when 
I've  seen  a  feller  that's  took  my  notion  so,  he's  a 
ginuine  critter  every  inch  on  him.  When  I  told  him 
how  peskily  my  tooth  ached,  he  went  off  and  sent  a 
nice  nigger  woman  to  take  care  on  me.  He  sends  me 
tile  newspapers  every  morning. 

Give  my  love  to  Marm,  the  dear  old  critter,  and 
take  some  yourself.  In  sickness  and  in  health  I  am 
all  the  same. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXVL 

TO  THE  EDTTOBS  OF  THE  BSOTHER  JOSATHASy  A  VASSESf 
GREAT  NEWSPAPES  DOWN  IN  YORK. 

Deab  Gentlemen  Siks^ 

I  s'posE  your  letter  came  down  from  York  like  a 
Btreak  of  chalky  but  IVe  got  kinder  out  of  the 
literary  world  since  I  cum  back  hiun  here^  and  I 
didn't  hear  a  word  about  it  till  the  22d  of  April,  jest 
as  all  Weathersfield  had  got  their  robes  made  and 
their  caps  sot  for  t'other  world. 

I'd  been  out  to  work  all  day  in  the  onion  patch, 
and  toward  night  I  thought  it  wouldn't  do  no  harm 
to  take  a  ride  and  git  the  kinks  out  of  my  back.  So 
I  jest  went  to  the  bam,  and  arter  saddling  the  old 
horse,  and  measuring  out  some  rye  from  the  bin,  I 
went  into  the  house  for  some  bags,  and  concluded  Td 
go  to  mill,  and  take  the  way  back  by  old  White's,  jest 
to  see  how  Judy  got  along  arter  the  last  singing 
school 

Wal,  I  took  a  short  cut  through  the  orchard,  and 
it  made  me  feel  kinder  chirk  to  hear  the  robins  a 
singing  in  the  apple  trees,  and  to  see  the  young  buds 
busting  out  all  over  my  head,  and  the  grass  a  sprouting 
under  my  feet,  all  on  it  a  looking  fresh  as  a  gal's  lipj 
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and  greener  than  a  hull  meetin-honse  full  of  Mil- 
lerites.  The  peach  trees  in  the  back  yard  had  jest 
begun  to  blow  out ;  they  wam't  in  full  blow  yet,  but 
seemed  to  be  kinder  blushing  all  over  at  their  own 
backwardness ;  and  that  are  old  pear  tree  by  the  well, 
looked  as  if  natur  had  shook  a  flour  bag  all  over  it, 
and  yit  the  old  critter  wasn't  in  full  blow  more  than 
the  rest  on  'em.  I  wasn't  dry,  but  the  air  smelt  so 
tamal  sweet,  and  the  water  in  the  bucket,  that  was  a 
little  leaky,  kept  a  falling  drop,  drop,  drop,  down  the 
well,  so  kinder  tempting,  that  I  couldn't  help  ketching 
hold  of  the  well-pole  as  I  went  by,  and  after  tilting 
the  bucket  on  the  curb,  I  tipt  it  down  and  took  a 
drink  that  raly  did  me  good. 

Wal,  I  went  through  the  yard,  and  opened  the 
back  kitchen  door  to  ask  marm  for  the  bags,  and  there 
she  sot,  close  by  the  table,  with  her  linsey  woolsey 
apron  on  yit,  jest  as  she'd  washed  the  morning  dishes. 
Her  old  gray  hair  was  sort  a  rumpled  up  under  her 
cap,  and  her  steel  spectacles  had  slid  half  way  down 
her  nose,  she  was  bending  so  amest  over  the  big 
Bible,  and  reading  the  Prophecies  of  DanieL  Poor 
old  marm,  she  looked  dreadful  womblecropped,  as  if 
she'd  jest  made  the  discovery  of  a  new  mare's  egg  in 
the  Bible,  and  was  waiting  to  see  what  sort  of  a 
critter  it  would  hatch  out. 

"  Marm,"  sez  I,  "  if  you'll  give  me  the  bags  I'll  go 
to  the  mill,  the  last  grist  must  be  purty  nearly  out 
by  this  time." 

o  4 
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Mann  sot  Btill,  looking  at  the  Bible,  and  didnt 
8eem  to  know  as  I  was  talking.  She  shook  her  head 
kinder  awful,  till  the  specs  rattled  on  her  nose,  and 
then  she  groaned  out  something  consaming  fire  and 
brimstone  and  the  eend  of  all  things ;  and  she  wiped 
her  eyes  with  her  apron,  as  if  she  felt  dreadfully  and 
couldn't  help  it. 

"  Marm,"  sez  I,  "  what  on  arth  ails  you  ?  you'll 
make  me  boo-hoo  right  out,  if  you  look  so  melancholy 
and  take  on  so." 

Marm  give  a  jump,  and  looked  up  sort  a  skeery, 
and  sez  she,  **  Oh,  dreadftd  suz !  Jonathan,  is  it  only 
you?" 

"  Wal,  I  reckon  so,"  sez  I ;  "  where's  the  bags  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Jonathan ! "  sez  she,  "  are  you  ready  for 
the  eend  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  sez  I,  "  I  guess  I  be;  I  ruther  calculate 
these  two  strings  are  tough  enough  to  tie  up  the  eend 
of  any  bag  on  these  ere  premises." 

Marm  shook  her  head  agin,  and  her  face  was  as 
solemncholy  as  a  gal  that's  got  the  mitten,  and  sez 
she,  "  Jonathan,"  sez  she,  **  have  you  ever  calculated 
on  the  beast  with  the  horns  ?  " 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  a  putting  my  hands  in  my  pockets, 
"  I  can't  say  that  I  ever  calculated  much  on  them 
critters ;  if  you  and  par  want  me  to  take  'em,  I  dent 
object  to  the  old  oxen,  but  I'd  a  leetle  ruther  have 
the  black  steers,  if  you'd  jest  as  lives." 

Marm  shook  her  head  worse  than  ever. 
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"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  the  old  oxen  will  do,  so  chirk  up 
and  tell  me  where  the  bags  are." 

With  that  I  went  up  the  back  stairs  and  found  the 
things  myself,  and  was  going  out  when  she  called 
alter  me,  and  sez  she,  ^^  Jonathan,  Jonathan,  don't  go 
on  so  —  oh  dear  me,  poor  unregenerate  critter,  what 
do  we  want  of  another  grist ;  have  you  forgot  Miller 
and  his  promise  ?  " 

'*  Goodness  gracious,  no,"  sez  I,  a  swinging  my 
bags  over  the  old  horse,  "  how  could  I  forget  him  — 
he's  as  clever  a  critter  as  ever  lived,  and  he  promised 
to  give  this  grist  a  tarnation  bolting ;  I  told  him  how 
mad  you  was  about  t'other." 

With  that  I  got  out  the  horse,  hitched  up  the  bags 
to  make  'em  lie  even  under  me,  give  the  bridle  a 
shake  and  jo^ed  on,  wondering  what  on  arth  had  sot 
marm  up  sa  Jest  as  I  was  a  turning  down  the  lane 
toward  Squire  White's,  I  looked  back,  and  there  she 
was  a  standing  by  the  winder,  with  both  hands  up, 
and  her  cap  knocked  a  one  side  like  a  crazy  critter. 
Jest  then  par  come  across  the  com  lot,  where  he  and 
old  uncle  White  had  been  a  ploughing,  and  I  told  him 
what  a  tantrum  marm  was  in  about  the  oxen  and  the 
grist. 

Par  shook  his  head,  and  sez  he,  "  Consam  that 
Miller  I  she's  been  a  brooding  over  the  varmint's  non- 
sense this  ever  so  long,  till  she  couldn't  sleep  a  nights, 
and  now  as  it's  jest  coming  on  to  the  23d  of  April,  I 
s'pose  she's  broke  out  in  a  new  spot" 
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«  Dam  the  old  scamp  to  damation  1 "  sez  I,  "  it's 
jest  got  through  my  head  what  ails  marm;  the 
sneaking  old  yarmint^  he  ought  to  be  sung  to  death  by 
screech  owls^  and  knocked  into  the  middle  of  next 
week  by  crippled  grasshoppers  I "  With  that  I  rode 
along^  and  par  went  hum^  a  looking  jest  as  if  he  was 
ready  to  bust  out  a  crying  or  a  swearings  he  didn't 
care  which. 

Wal,  I  was  purty  much  womblecropped  all  the  way 
to  the  miU;  for  somehow  it  made  me  feel  sort  of  all- 
overish  to  think  how  near  the  time  had  come.  I 
wasn't  raly  a  skeered^  but  every  thing  looked  pokerish 
all  around.  The  null  was  shet  up^  so  I  stood  up  my 
grist  at  the  door,  and  got  on  to  the  old  horse  agin, 
detarmined  to  ride  into  town  and  see  if  I  could  find 
any  thing  to  chirk  me  up.  Jest  as  I  got  agin  the 
post  office,  a  chap  hollered  out  that  they'd  got  a 
letter  for  me  from  York,  post  paid  and  all.  I  turned 
up  and  laid  the  bridle  on  the  old  horse's  neck,  while 
I  broke  open  the  letter  and  read  it.  By  gauley! 
didn't  it  make  my  heart  jump  right  up  into  my 
mouth !  But  yet  I  felt  a  leetle  uneasy  about  it.  I 
wanted  to  come  like  all  natur,  but  par  hain't  been 
willing  to  hear  a  word  about  York  never  since  I  took 
sich  a  shine  to  Miss  Elssler,  at  the  Astor  House,  and 
I  was  afeard  that  he'd  say  no  to  it.  Then  there  was 
marm  and  Judy  White  both  on  'em  set  agin  York, 
and  hating  Miss  Elssler  like  rank  pison ;  howsomever, 
I'm  purty  good  grit  when  I  set  out  in  amest,  and  I 


BY  JONATHAN  SLICK,   ESQ,  131 

rode  along  thinking  the  matter  oyer  till  I  got  to  old 
Mr.  White's.  Judy  come  out  with  her  calico  aim 
bonnet  on,  and  looking  good  enough  to  eat. 

"  Come,  Judy,"  sez  I,  "jump  on  behind,  and  go 
hum  with  me ;  marm  has  got  a  fit  of  the  dreadful 
sort,  about  that  tamftl  old  Miller's  bisness,  and  I 
want  you  to  chirk  her  up  a  leetle,  if  you  can." 

Judy  run  up  to  the  fence,  so  I  made  the  old  horse 
side  up  while  she  took  off  her  check  apron  and  spread 
it  on  behind.  "  Come  up,'*  sez  I  agin  to  the  old 
critter ;  he  got  so  close  to  the  fence  that  he  a'most 
smashed  my  leg  agin  the  boards,  and  then  shied  agin ; 
but  Judy  White  is  clear  grit  and  no  mistake  —  she 
give  a  jump  and  cum  down  square  right  on  the 
crooper  with  one  arm  round  me.  The  horse  shied 
agin ;  Judy  kinder  slipped  a  leetle,  and  she  hung  on 
to  me  closer  yit,  and  larfed  till  you  couldn't  tell 
which  made  the  sweetest  noise,  she  or  the  robins  in 
old  White's  orchard.  When  I  turned  to  ketch  her, 
them  pesky  red  lips  of  her'n  were  poked  right  agin 
my  face ;  the  hamsome  varmint  hung  onto  me  with 
both  arms  like  all  natur,  and  every  time  she  larfed 
out,  that  tempting  breath  of  her'n  come  right  over 
my  mouth.  Consam  the  critter,  I  eenamost  gin  her 
a  buss  afore  I  knew  it,  and  when  the  tee-hee  bust  out 
through  them  lips  agin,  I  had  to  stop  her  mouth  for 
fear  she'd  scare  the  horse. 

"  Now  you  git  out,  Jonathan  I "  sez  she,  a  righting 
herself  agin  in  no  time ;  "  aint  you  ashamed  ?  " 

o  6 
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That  stubborn  old  varmint  begun  another  double 
shuffle^  right  there  in  the  street,  and  it  was  all  I 
could  du  to  hold  him  in,  so  I  hadn't  no  time  to  mollify 
Judy  with  another  buss.  The  critter  wouldn't  speak 
a  word  all  the  way  hum,  but  there  she  sot,  with  one 
arm  round  me  kinder  loose,  as4if  she'd  a  kept  herself 
on  some  other  way  if  she  could,  and  a  holding  on  her 
sun  bonnet  with  t'other  hand,  till  one  couldn't  ^t  the 
leastest  peep  at  her  face.  It  was  purty  near  dark 
when  we  got  hum.  The  cows  stood  by  the  gate  a 
lowing  to  be  milked.  The  old  hens,  setting  ones 
and  all,  come  round  as  hilter  skilter,  as  if  they  were 
eenamost  starved  to  death,  and  when  we  got  into  the 
kitchen,  there  stood  the  table  jest  as  it  was  left  arter 
breakfast  covered  with  dirty  dishes ;  the  strainer  lay 
in  a  leetle  wad  in  one  of  the  sarsers,  and  the  cat  was 
a  licking  off  the  cream  from  a  pan  of  milk  that  stood 
on  a  chair  by  the  cheese-room  door.  Marm  had  gone 
off  and  shut  herself  up  in  the  out  room,  with  a  Bible 
and  a  hull  heap  of  the  "  Midnight  Cry"  newspapers. 

I  swanny,  it  eenamost  made  me  boo-hoo  right  out 
to  see  how  the  things  lay  about  the  house.  There 
never  was  a  neater  critter  on  arth  than  marm ;  but 
the  hull  premises  raly  looked  more  like  a  hog  pen 
than  any  thing  else.  Judy  and  I  went  to  work  like 
good  fellers  —  she  forgot  to  be  mad  and  tackled  to, 
washing  dishes  and  gitting  supper,  while  I  went  out 
to  milk.  Marm  wouldn't  come  to  supper,  and  par 
eenamost  choked  with  every  mouthful  he  eat,  and  yit 
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he  looked  more  than  half  wrathy,  as  if  he'd  about  as 
mnch  trouble  to  keep  his  dander  down  as  to  hold  up 
the  tears  that  every  once  in  a  while  kept  a  dropping 
from  under  his  eyes  down  the  side  of  his  nose. 

I  guess  you  neyer  sot  eyes  on  so  melancholy  a  set 
of  critters  as  sot  roimd  our  kitchen  till  midnight^ 
for  marm  wouldn't  go  to  bed,  and  we  were  afeared 
to  leave  her  up  alone  in  the  out  room,  with  that 
pictur  of  the  homed  beast  a  staring  her  right  in  the 
eyes.  When  the  old  clock  struck  twelve,  we  heard 
the  out  room  door  shut  to,  and  by-am-by  marm  come 
where  we  sot  in  the  kitchen,  dressed  out  in  a  great 
long  consam  like  an  ovei^own  nightgown,  with 
white  shoes  on  her  old  feet,  and  that  gray  hair  of 
her'n  a  hanging  down  her  back ;  I  swow^  it  made  me 
ketch  my  breath  to  see  her  1 

I  haint  got  the  heart  to  write  all  the  shines 
marm  cut  up  that  night  and  all  day  the  Sunday 
strter  —  it  seems  like  pokin  fun  at  one's  own 
marm  —  as  she  went  from  one  room  to  t'other,  a 
ringing  her  hands  and  a  crying  her  eyes  out,  because 
we  wouldn't  put  on  the  robes  she'd  made  for  us,  and 
go  right  up  to  heaven  without  making  a  fuss  about 
it.  I  thought  it  wouldn't  do  no  harm  to  try  and  rile 
her  up  to  thinking  of  something  besides  the  homed 
beast. 

.  "Marm,"  sez  I,  all  tu  once,  "I  can't  think  of 
jSxing  up  for  t'other  world  yit,  no  how.  IVe  jest 
got  a  letter  from  York,  and  if  you're  so  detarmined 
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on  going  to  heaven,  I  rather  guess  York's  the  place 
for  me," 

Marm  jumped  right  up  from  her  knees,  and  sez 
she,  '^  Jonathan,  what  du  you  mean?" 

My  heart  riz,  it  was  the  only  sign  of  gumption  she 
had  made  for  a  hull  day.  Par  looked  up,  and  his 
chin  kinder  quivered,  for  he  thought  I  was  poking 
Am  at  the  old  woman,  and  Judy  White,  she  sidled  up 
to  me,  and  sez  she,  all  in  a  twitter,  ^'  Jonathan,  you 
aint  in  amest  now  ?  " 

**  If  I  was,  would  you  give  up  and  let  me  go? " 
sez  L 

Dam  the  hamsome  critter,  how  mad  she  looked! 
"No  I  wont  nor  touch  tul"  sez  she,  and  afore  I 
knew  it,  she  bust  right  out  a  crying,  and  went  out  of 
the  room. 

I  didn't  foUer  her,  for  marm  had  got  down  on  her 
knees  agin,  and  was  a  looking  through  her  specs  at  a 
tamal  big  thunder  doud  that  cum  a  rolling  its 
blackness  in  knolls  and  furrows  all  over  the  sky,  as 
if  the  world  had  raly  cum  to  an  eend,  and  all  the 
niggers  in  creation  was  a  going  up  fust. 

Mann's  face  was  as  white  as  a  taller  candle,  and 
she  was  enough  to  scare  anybody  out  of  a  week's 
growth,  a  kneeling  there  in  that  white  gown,  and 
her  old  hands  a  wrenching  away  at  each  other,  like  a 
crazy  critter.  Thinks  I,  I'll  try  and  rile  her  up 
agin,  but  it  wasn't  of  the  leastest  use,  she  wouldn't 
git  up  from  the  winder,  but  knelt  there  stock  still  — 
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with  her  head  flung  back'ards,  and  the  lightning  a 
blazing  over  her  steel  specs,  and  the  grizzley  hair 
that  hung  away  down  her  back.  I  swan  to  man,  it 
made  my  hair  stand  on  eend  to  look  at  her.  By-am- 
by  the  thunder  come  a  rolling  and  tumbling  through 
the  clouds,  as  if  somebody  was  a  blasting  rocks  up 
above ;  and  the  lightning  come  a  streaming  out  agin 
in  great  blazes  of  fire,  till  it  seemed  as  if  all  natur 
was  turned  wrong  eend  up,  and  all  the  brick  kilns, 
coal  mines,  and  founderies  on  arth  were  a  playing 
away  in  the  clouds,  and  a  groaning  and  hissing 
through  the  rain  that  come  down  in  pailsfull,  and  a 
scaring  folks  to  deatL 

"  There ! — look  a  there  1 "  sez  marm  all  to  once,  a 
jumping  up,  and  a  stretching  her  arm  through  the 
winder.  "  I'm  ready — Fm  a  coming! — Look  a 
there.  Deacon  Zephaniah  Slick — look  there,  my  un- 
regenerated  son — look  1 " 

Sure  as  a  gun,  there  was  something  all  dressed  out 
in  white  a  standing  in  the  orchard,  right  agin  the 
winder.  Par  and  Judy  White — for  the  critter  ran 
back  from  the  out  room  when  she  see  that  I  wasn't  a 
going  to  foller  her — riz  right  up,  and  they  wur 
about  the  streakedest  looking  critters  that  eyer  you 
sot  eyes  on.  Jest  then  cum  a  loud  noise — snort, 
snort,  snort — from  the  orchard.  "  Oh  gracious 
mel"  sez  marm — "the  trumpet  1  the  trumpet!"  — 
and  down  she  slumped  on  her  knees  agin. 

"By  gracious,"  think  sez  I,  "I'll  see  what  the 
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matter  is,  any  how ;  "  so  I  gin  a  dive  to  the  winder, 
and  I  hollored  out,  "  shew — stuboy — git  out !  "  but 
I  kinder  think  I  didn't  yell  over  loud,  the  words 
stuck  like  wax-eends  in  my  throat,  and  afore  I  could 
git  'em  untangled,  out  cum  the  noise  agin,  louder, 
and  twice  as  sarcy  as  it  was  before. 

Think  sez  I,  "  Gracious  knows,  I'm  afeard  we're 
gone  suckers,  but  I'll  try  agin  anyhow ; "  so  sez  I, 
a  clapping  my  hands,  "  git  away,  you  varmint,  tramp 
— scoot — stuboy  — y — ^y — " 

I  guess  I  yelled  it  out  like  a  training  gun  that 
time.  The  white  spirit  seemed  to  feel  it  tu,  for  it 
flung  its  arms  in  the  dark,  and  gin  us  another  blast 
of  his  consamed  old  trumpet.  Jest  then  the  light- 
ning came  cutting  down  agin,  and — oh,  git  out  I — it 
was  only  the  old  white  horse,  a  snorting  and  a  kick- 
ing up  his  heels,  in  the  orchard.  I  sot  down,  and 
haw-hawed  right  out,  till  it  was  all  I  could  du  to 
catch  my  breath  agin ;  then  I  bust  out  agin,  till  par 
and  Judy  jined  chorus,  and  we  made  the  old  house 
ring  as  if  there  had  been  a  quilting  frolic  in  it :  just 
then  the  clock  struck  twelve. 

' "  Hurra  I "  I  sung  out,  "  marm,  the  23d  of  April 
has  cum  and  gone ;  come,  marm,  git  up,  the  storm  ia 
blowing  over,  and  the  moon  haint  turned  to  blood 
yit.     Hurra!" 

I  was  jest  a  going  to  give  poor  old  marm  a  buss, 
but  par  had  got  her  in  his  arms  a  kissing  her  white 
face,  and  a  boo-hooing,  the  old  coot,  like  a  spring 
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colt.  So  as  the  buss  was  all  made  up,  and  too  heavy 
for  my  mouth,  I  gin  it  to  Judy.  And  she  handed 
over  a  ciiff  for  pay,  the  tanterlizing  little  snapping 
turtle. 

Judy  was  all  sot  to  rights  agin,  afore  the  old  horse 
had  got  over  his  double  shufHe. 

"  Oh  dear,  only  to  think  that  I  should  a  cut  up 
such  a  heap  of  factory  cloth,  and  all  for  nothing  !  *' 
sez  marm,  arter  a  good  while. 

"We  didn't  say  much  to  marm  that  night,  but  when 
par  and  she  got  up  to  go  to  bed,  she  took  a  slantin- 
dicular  look  at  her  robe,  and  then  gin  a  sneaking 
squint  at  us.  I  couldn't  hardly  keep  from  busting 
right  out  agin,^  but  choked  in.  And  par  says,  —  he 
never  seems  to  mind  it  —  "you  can  use  it  for  a 
night-gown."  When  the  old  folks  had  gone,  Judy 
and  I  went  into  the  out  room,  and  seeing  as  it  was 
Sunday  night,  and  nobody  to  interfere,  we  sot  down, 
and  hitching  our  chairs  close  together,  didn't  get 
sleepy  till  nigh  about  morning,  but  kept  on  talking, 
as  chipper  as  two  birds.  I  didn't  say  any  thing  to 
Judy  about  coming  to  York,  she  is  a  sneezer  when 
her  dander  is  once  up,  and  I  kinder  think  it  best  to 
come  off,  and  then  write  a  letter  to  her  arter  it  is  all 
done.  She's  allfired  jealous  of  the  York  gals,  and 
dreads  them  that  dance  like  Miss  Elssler  as  a  cat 
hates  hot  soap. 

I  guess  I  shall  cum  any  how,  but  not  jest  yit.  I 
must  git  in  all  the  onions  fust,  and  help  about  the 
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grain  some ;  arter  that,  you'll  see  me  at  the  Brother 
Jonathan  office  as  large  as  life,  and  twice  as  nat'raL 
Par  wont  hear  a  word  on  it  yit,  I'm  sartin,  he  got  so 
allfired  uneasy  about  me  and  Miss  Elssler,  that  he 
sent  for  me  right  hum,  when  I  was  at  the  Express 
office ;  he  thinks  politics  and  dancing  gals  about  the 
meanest  things  that  a  feller  can  hanker  arter.  But 
I'll  set  Captin  Doolittle  to  arguing  the  matter  with 
him,  and  as  for  marm,  I  guess  shell  feel  ruther  tu 
streaked  to  make  much  of  a  fiiss  about  any  thing 
jest  now.  I  meant  to  cum  the  soft  sodder  over  her 
a  leetle  any  how ;  so  this  morning  I  went  out  to  my 
onion  bed  back  of  the  bam,  where  the  sun  comes  all 
day  from  morning  till  night,  and  I  pulled  up  a 
hamful  of  young  onions  that  would  make  your 
mouth  water ;  they  had  the  tenderest  green  tops  jou 
ever  see,  and  when  I  held  'em  up  and  shook  the  dirt 
off,  they  looked  more  like  a  hamful  of  snow  drops  a 
blowing  out  at  the  wrong  eend,  than  any  thing  else* 
I  gin  these  to  marm,  jest  as  she  was  a  setting  down 
to  breakfast.  She  was  eenamost  tickled  to  death 
with  them,  and  I  reckon  that  is  one  long  step  to- 
wards York. 

Mebby  I  shall  be  in  York  afore  you  git  another 
letter  from  these  parts,  and  mebby  not,  there's  no 
knowing  when  I  can  git  away. 

Yours  tu  conmiand, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXVIL 

JONATHAN    ARRIVES    IN    NEW    YORK.  —  TRAVELS    ON    THE 

deacon's    mare. HAS    TROUBLE    WITH    THE    COLT. — 

VISITS  THE  JONATHAN  OFFICE. — EMBARKS  FROM  PECK 
SLIP  ON  CAPT.  DOOLITTLE's  SLOOP  TO  MEET  THE  PRESI- 
DENT.— HIS  INTRODUCTION. — JONATHAN'S  IDEA  OP  THE 
COLD  COLLATION. THE  RECEPTION. LANDING  AT  CAS- 
TLE GARDEN. REVIEW  OP  THE  TROOPS. — THE  PRO- 
CESSION, ETC. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  Slick,  Jmtice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weathersfidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut. 

Deas  Par, 

Hebe  I  am,  safe  and  sound,  but  about  the  tiredest 
critter  that  you  ever  sot  eyes  on.  Afore  I  got  to 
Bridgeport,  I  begun  to  be  kinder  sorry  that  I  didn't 
stand  my  chance  and  come  on  with  Captin  Doolittle 
in  the  sloop,  for  the  fust  thing  that  I  see  arter  I  got 
tu  cousin  Smith's  in  Bridgeport,  was  the  old  sloop  a 
scooting  down  the  sound  like  a  four-horse  team,  with 
all  sails  sot,  and  loaded  down  to  the  water  with 
garden  sarse.  It  seemed  tu  me  that  I  could  a'most 
see  Captin  Doolittle  hisself,  a  standing  on  the  deck 
and^  a  poking  fun  at  me  for  coming  down  on  the  old 
mare.  The  poor  colt  tu,  was  eenamost  tuckered  out, 
and  I  begun  tu  feel  sort  o'  wamblecropped  for  fear 
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something  would  happen  tu  one  of  the  poor  critters 
afore  I  got  tu  York;  but  my  keeping  didn't  cost 
nothing,  and  I  got  cousin  Smith  to  put  a  good  feed 
in  one  eend  of  my  saddle-bags,  and  gin  the  colt  a 
warm  drink  of  milk  afore  we  started  in  the  morning, 
so  we  all  three  on  us  jogged  on  towards  Stamford,  in 
purty  good  condition,  considerin.  Our  cousm  at 
Stamford 'wam't  tu  hum,  so  I  had  to  put  the  old 
mare  and  colt  up  to  a  tavern,  and  arter  letting  into  a 
few  of  marm's  doughnuts,  that  lightened  one  eend  of 
my  saddle-bags  quite  a  considerable,  I  turned  in  till 
morning.  The  barkeeper  made  me  pay  three  York 
shillins  for  the  horse  keeping.  My  grit  riz  at  it,  for 
the  old  mare  looked  as  lank  as  a  shad ;  but  I  didn't 
want  to  git  into  a  scrape,  so  I  shelled  out,  and  rode 
along  darning  all  the  cousins  to  damation.  What 
are  the  varmints  good  for,  if  they  can't  be  tu  hum 
when  a  feller  travels  their  way  ? 

It  was  purty  well  into  the  morning  when  I  got 
down  to  York,  the  old  mare  was  eenamost  tired  out, 
and  I  begun  to  think  she  wouldn't  cut  much  of  a 
dash ;  but  jest  as  we  were  turning  down  the  Bowery, 
she  got  a  sight  of  one  of  them  consamed  great  rail- 
road cars,  and  seemed  to  take  it  for  a  stable  trying 
to  run  off;  for  she  gin  a  snort,  stuck  her  tail  right 
straight  out  and  her  ears  right  up,  and  away  she 
streaked  it  arter  the  cars,  like  a  house  a  fire,  and  no 
engines  tu  be  had.  The  colt,  it  come  a  whinnering 
arter,  and  if  we  didn't  cut  a  figger,  you  never  saw 
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one  in  the  multiplication  table.  My  coat  tail  was  a 
streaming  out  behind,  and  I  held  on  to  my  bell- 
crowned  hat  with  one  hand  while  I  shook  my  bridle 
with  t'other,  and  stuboyed  the  old  critter  along ;  for 
I  didn't  want  the  people  to  think  that  I  was  afeard 
to  go  as  fast  as  any  thing  in  creation  took  a  notion 
to,  if  it  was  a  steam  engine  loaded  with  fire  and 
brimstun,  insted  of  a  hamsome  bay  mare  with  a 
nussing  colt. 

Jest  as  we  got  away  down  the  Bowery,  the  cars 
stopped  stock  still,  and  the  mare  cum  up  and  saw 
that  it  was  only  a  box  full  of  folks,  she  kicked  up 
her  heels  till  I  was  eenamost  spilt  in  the  street. 
The  colt  it  come  up  and  flurished  its  leetle  spindle 
shanks  agin  the  car,  jest  as  its  mother  had  afore,  and 
away  we  went  cutting  dirt  down  Chatham  Street 
like  a  streak  of  iled  lightning,  tiU  I  drew  the  mare 
up  with  a  snort  and  a  kick,  that  tapered  off  into  a 
double  shuffle  right  a^  the  Jonathan  office. 

It  is  a  smashing  consam,  that  are  Brother  Jo- 
nathan building,  five  stories  high,  and  chuck  full  of 
winders  to  the  ruff.  When  they  heard  me  holler 
out,  whoa  to  the  old  mare,  a  grist  of  heads  come  a 
popping  out  of  every  winder,  and  a  huU  swarm  of 
news-boys  come  a  pouring  out  of  the  newspaper 
offices  all  around,  with  their  mouths  wide  open,  so 
that  the  hurras  that  they  gin  me,  should  come  out 
round  and  hull,  like  a  clap  of  human  thunder  —  one 
on  'em  took  hold  of  my  bridle.     I  jumped  off,  and 
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streaked  it  into  the  office^  and  right  up  stairs^  three 
steps  at  a  time.  I  found  one  room  running  over  with 
bamsome  gals  a  folding  the  paper ;  three  more^  chuck 
full  of  men  hard  to  work ;  and  turights,  I  walked 
right  into  the  editor's  room,  with  my  hand  out,  and 
sez  I, 

"Howdoyoudu?" 

There  was  two  or  three  chaps  in  the  room,  bright 
looking  shotes,  every  one  on  'em ;  they  jumped  right 
on  eend ;  a  tallish  chap,  with  lightish  kind  of  hair 
and  blue  eyes,  that  ketched  fire  every  other  word, 
Uke  a  loco-foco  match,  he  jumped  right  up  as  suttle 
as  a  green  walnut  gad,  and  sez  he, 

**  Mr.  Slick,  how  are  you  ?  Glad  to  see  you  in 
town.  We'd  about  given  you  up  —  sit  down,  take 
off  your  hat,  and  let  the  wind  winnow  your  hair— 
beautiful  trees  those  in  the  Park  —  glorious  day  isn't 
it  ?  That's  right,  jest  git  a  good  view  of  the  foun-' 
tain,  magnificent,  isn't  it  ?  —  like  a  battalion  of 
white  war  horses  —  winged  horses  mounting  to  the 
sky,  with  manes  streaming  in  the  breeze,  and  hoofs  a 
trembling  in  the  air  —  now  watch  it  while  it  changes 
—  there  it  goes,  shooting  up  among  the  trees  like  a 
column  of  diamonds,  branching  off,  and  blossoming  all 
over,  with  seed  pearls,  and  —  and," 

"  Hellow — hellow,  I  say,  Mr,  Neal — slack  tackle 
a  minit,  du  now  1"  sez  I ;  that's  you  all  over. 

**  How  do  you  du  ?  As  for  that  consam  out  there, 
it  looks  about  as  much  like  a  team  of  horses,  as  I  do 
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like  a  nussing  baby.  l^ow»  to  my  notion,"  sez  I,  a 
settling  both  hands  in  my  trousers'  pocket,  **  tu  my 
notion,  it  looks  like  a  crazy  snow  drift,  let  loose 
among  the  trees,  or  an  ambitious  mill  dam  a  trying 
to  run  the  wrong  way ;  the  trees  are  no  great  shakes 
nuther,  we  have  got  things  a  darned  site  greener  than 
them  to  hum." 

"  When  you're  there,  ha !"  sez  he,  a  larfing. 

*'  Oh,  you  git  out  now,"  sez  I. 

Jest  then,  a  clock  out  on  the  City  Hall  steeple 
struck.     Mr.  Neal,  he  jumped  up,  and  sez  he, 

*'  We're  tu  late,  the  boat  is  off.  There's  your 
ticket,  Mr.  Slick,  but  it's  of  no  use  now." 

I  took  the  paper  that  he  gin  me,  it  was  an  invite 
to  meet  the  President,  and  the  boat  was  off. 

"  Dam  me,  if  I  don't  ketch  up  with  him  1"  sez  I, 
and  out  I  went,  right  ahead  down  stairs,  without  an- 
other word. 

"  Look  a  here,"  sez  I,  to  the  boy,  that  held  the 
mare,  "  when  the  President  comes  in,  you  jest  lead 
my  horse  down  to  the  landing,  and  I'll  give  you 
a  four-pence-ha'penny,  clear  silver,  won't  you  now  ?" 

«*  I'll  du  it,"  sez  the  little  chap. 

"  You'll  be  a  man  before  your  marm,"  sez  I,  jest  as 
I  was  a  turning  the  comer,  to  go  the  shortest  cut  to 
Peck  SUp. 

Captin  DooUttle  was  jest  a  hauling  in,  but  I  gin 
the  old-bell  crown  a  swing,  and  sez  I,  **  Hold  on,  you 
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oonsamed  old  coot,  hold  on,  and  hist  sail  arter  the 
President" 

With  that  I  jumped  aboard  a  boat,  and  afore  I 
reached  the  sloop  she  had  worked  about  and  was 
ready  for  a  chase.  The  wind  was  coming  right  up 
the  East  River — and  the  minit  I  jumped  aboard, 
Captin  Doolittle,  he  and  the  black  boy  gin  a  hurra, 
and  the  way  we  cut  water  was  a  caution  to  small 
craf);.  We  ploughed  right  ahead,  full  chisel,  down 
the  harbor,  till  by-am-by  we  saw  two  steamboats  a 
coming  towards  us,  brim  full,  and  a  running  over 
with  people,  —  with  banners  a  flying,  and  colors  a 
streaming  —  toot  horns  a  blowing,  and  fifes  a  letting 
off  Yankee  Doodle  —  drums  a  rattling  out  "  Hail 
Columbia,"  and  the  big  paddles  a  playing  the  water 
up,  till  it  seemed  tu  kinder  ketch  fire  in  the  hot  son, 
and  drop  into  the  waves  to  get  cool  again. 

"  Captin,"  sez  I,  "  hist  another  flag." 

The  captin,  he  put  his  chaw  of  terbacco  into  t'other 
cheek,  and  sez  he,  ^^  I  haint  got  none." 

f^*  I  guess  I  have,"  sez  the  leetle  nigger,  a  ranning 
down  into  the  cabin. 

In  a  minit  he  cum  back  with  one  of  the  captin's 
red  woollen  shirts,  fastened  to  the  eend  of  a  bean 
pole,  and  he  stuck  it  up  on  the  stem  of  the  sloopj 
jest  as  we  cum  bearing  right  down  on  the  two  steam 
boats. 

A  tall  chap  with  a  sort  of  good-natered  fiwe,  but 
the  damdest  fish-hawk  nose  that  you  ever  sot  eyes 
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on>  stood  with  a  lot  of  fellers  on  the  deck  of  the  boat 
that  had  the  most  music  in  it  —  an  old  codger,  with 
a  blue  coat  lined  and  faced  all  over  with  yaller,  and  a 
cocked  hat  right  on  his  head,  with  one  eend  curling 
up,  jest  over  his  nose,  like  a  hen  hawk  ready  to  pick 
his  eyes  out,  and  with  his  two  legs  swallered  up  in  a 
pair  of  black  and  yaller  boots,  stood  close  by  the  man 
with  the  nose. 

«  Captin  Doolittle,"  sez  I,  "  get  out  the  gun, 
there's  the  President." 

*^  Wbat,  that  old  chap  with  the  yaller  legs  and 
breast,"  sez  he,  **  that  looks  like  an  overgrown 
grasshopper  a  skipping  out  of  the  last  century  into 
this?" 

"  Jest  so,"  sez  I,  "  that's  the  President  of  the 
United  States,  I  haint  no  doubt — so  three  cheers, 
and  then  blaze  away  1" 

The  nigger,  he  went  down  and  brought  up  the  old 
gun;  Captain  Doolittle,  he  loaded  her  down  purty 
tight,  pushed  the  charge  hum  with  his  ramrod,  shook 
down  the  powder  in  the  pan,  and  arter  trying  it 
tu  his  shoulder,  sez  he, 

•  '*  Jonathan,  go  ahead ! " 

"  I  took  a  squint  at  the  leetle  nigger,  tu  see  if  all 
was  ready,  and  then  I  off  with  my  old  bell-crown," 
and  sez  I,  "  now!" — with  that  I  gin  it  a  flurrish,  — 
"  Hurra ! !  I"  I  yelled  out  like  the  burst  of  a  cannon, 
—  "Hurra!!"  simg  out  Captin  Doolittle  on  the 
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taper  eend  of  my  yell,  — "  Hurra  I"  squeaked  the 
leetle  nigger.  With  that  the  old  gun,  he  banged 
away,  and  the  tall  man  with  the  nose,  he  bowed  and 
flurrished  his  hand  at  us,  and  with  that  I  saw  Alder- 
man Purdy,  a  chap  that  used  tu  cum  to  the  Express 
office  when  I  was  there,  and  the  minit  he  saw  that  it 
was  me,  the  boat  shopped  all  tu  once,  and  b^on  ta 
snort  and  roll  on  the  water  like  a  sick  porpoise,  and 
some  one  sung  out,  '^  Cum  aboard." 

Captin  Doolittle  and  the  nigger,  they  let  down  the 
boat,  and  afore  I  knew  it,  there  I  was  standing  in  the 
steamboat.  The  minit  I  stepped  aboard,  the  swad  of 
fellers  on  deck  with  toot-horns  and  fifes  and  drums, 
let  out  a  hull  thunder  storm  of  music  Captin  Doo- 
little, he  banged  off  the  old  gun  agin ;  the  leetle  nigger, 
he  got  up  an  extra  shirt,  and  gin  another  leetle  hurra ; 
and  Mr.  Purdy,  sez  he, 

**  Mr.  Slick,  the  President  wants  to  see  you." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  haint  no  objection,  only  give  me 
time  to  slick  up  a  mite." 

With  that  I  took  out  my  hankercher  and  kinder 
dusted  off  my  new  coat  and  trousers,  and  slicked  down 
my  hair  a  leetle,  and  I  followed  Mr,  Purdy  right  up 
tu  where  the  President  was  a  standing,  in  his  jailer 
jclothes  and  his  cocked  hat. 

«  Mr  Tyler,  how  do  you  du  ? "  sez  I,  a  taking 
one  hand  from  my  trousers'  pocket,  and  a  holding 
it  out. 

The  yaller  chap,  he  stepped  back  a  leetle,  and  the 
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tall  coon,  with  the  nose,  he  gin  my  hand  a  tamal 
grip,  and  sez  he, 

**  Mr.  Slick,  I'm  glad  tu  see  you.** 

^*  You're  kinder  got  the  advantage  of  me,  I  reckon," 
sez  I, — but  that  minit  Alderman  Purdy  whispered  to 
me, 

«  Why,  it's  the  President,"  sez  he. 

**  Grauly  oppilus ! "  sez  I,  **  you  don't  say  so  1" 

'^  Mr.  President,  how  do  you  du,  and  how  are  all 
the  folks  tu  hum,  about  these  times,  all  purty  smart 
I  s'pose?"  With  that  I  worked  away  at  the  old 
chap's  hand,  with  both  mine,  as  if  I'd  made  up  my 
mind  tu  pump  an  office  out  of  him,  afore  I  let  go. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  Captin,  I  hope  you  mean  to  stay 
in  York,  a  spell,  now  you've  got  here ;  some  consamed 
hamsome  gals  about  these  diggings  jest  now,  rale 
sneezers  in  the  way  of  beauty,  you  hain't  no  idee 
of  that  sort,  nor  nothing,  have  you  ?"  sez  I,  a  giving 
bim  a  slantindicular  squint  from  one  eye,  and  a  leetle 
punch  in  the  ribs  with  the  tip  eend  of  my  finger,  "no 
you  hain't  now."  . 

The  captin  he  larfed,  and  sez  he,  "  Oh  no,  I'm  only 
making  a  little  unpremeditated  tour  a  —  " 

"  Jest  so,"  sez  I,  **  an  accidental  visit" 

The  captin  gin  me  a  squint  across  his  nose,  and  then 
I  made  him  a  low  bow,  and  sez  I,  "  Jest  so ;  but  the 
folks  seem  tu  be  ruther  tickled  with  sich  accidents, 
don't  they?" 

This  seemed  to  kinder  moUify  the  captin,  and  jest 
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as  I  was  a  spreading  myself  for  a  new  speech,  a  feller 
cnm  up  with  a  great  red  and  green  and  white  rosy, 
pinned  on  to  his  coat,  and  he  wMspered  tu  the 
President,  and  the  President  looked  round  tu  me,  and 
sezhe, 

"  Mr.  Slick,  they  tell  me  that  the  collation  is  ready 
— will  you  go  with  me  into  the  ladies^  cabin,  andlead 
down  one  of  my  fair  friends  ?" 

I  made  him  a  prime  bow  —  a  rale  damsing  school 
smasher  —  and,  sez  I, 

"  Wal  now,  I  don't  know  what  kind  of  homed 
cattle  a  collation  is ;  but  seeing  as  it's  you,  I'll  tackle 
in,  if  it's  only  tu  git  acquainted  with  a  dowiiiight 
ginuine  fair  friend  of  your'n,  captin ;  for  fcJks  say 
that  your  friends  are  purty  darned  unfair  in  a  gineral 
way," 

*^  Folks  don't  du  me  justice,"  sez  he,  a  turning  red 
in  the  gills ;  ^*  No  man  ever  had  better  or  more  de- 
voted friends  on  arth." 

**  What  there  is  on  'em,"  sez  L 

The  captin  didn't  seem  tu  hear  me,  but  he  took 
out  his  chaw  of  terbacco  and  pitched  it  over  the  ride 
of  the  boat.  I  dug  both  hands  into  my  trousers' 
pockets,  and  sez  I  tu  the  man  with  the  silk  rosy, 
sez  I  — 

**  Come,  now,  I  s'pose  it's  about  time  for  you  and 
I  and  the  President  to  be  a  movin.     Where  du  you 
keep  that  critter  of  your'n  ?" 
.  «  What  critter  ?"  sez  he. 
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«^  Why,  the  coUation,"  sez  I. 

**  Down  in  the  cabin,"  sez  he. 

**  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  I  hope  the  varmint  is  considerable 
tame;  but  come  on,  whose  afeard  I" 

W^  that,  Captin  Tyler  and  I  and  the  old  yaller 
chap,  with  a  hull  swad  of  feQers>  some  on  'em  in 
training  clothes,  and  some  on  'em  with  cocked  hats 
on,  went  into  a  leetle  room  fenced  off  from  the  deck, 
and  there,  jest  as  sartin  as  you  live,  were  five  or  six 
wimmen  folks,  right  in  amongst  all  them  men,  like 
one  clover  top  tu  a  hull  hive  of  honey  bees,  a  lookin 
as  contented  as  git  out.  *^  Wal,"  think,  sez  I,  <^  if 
they  ain't  scared,  I  ain't."  The  President  seemed  to 
know  'em,  for  he  put  his  arm  right  under  mine  so 
amest,  that  he  eenamost  lifted  my  right  hand  out  of 
my  pocket ;  and,  sez  he,  — 

«  Ladies,  Mr.  Slick,  of  the  New  York  Press." 

With  that,  I  took  off  old  bell-crown  with  one 
hand,  and  I  put  out  my  right  foot,  and  gin  a  draw,  kinder 
softly,  into  the  holler  of  t'other,  and  I  bent  down  like 
a  jack-knife ;  my  eyes  had  tu  kinder  rcdl  up  a  leetle, 
to  look  into  the  gals',  and  sez  I,  — 

**  Ladies,  I  hope  you're  purty  well  ?" 

One  on  'em  kinder  got  up  half  way,  she  was  a 
proper  purty  woman,  and  looked  as  good-natered  and 
kind  as  a  robin  red  breast  in  the  spring  time,  and 
readied  out  that  harnsome  white  hand,  and  smiled 
sort  of  softly,  and  sez  she  — 

^*  Mr.  Slick,  we're  happy  tu  see  you.'* 
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Another  harnsome  critter  in  a  checkered  frock^  a 
rale  ginuine  beaaty^  without  paint  or  whitewash^  she 
pxi  her  leetle  foot  a  twirl,  and  was  a  beginning  tu 
reel  off  a  curchy,  so  I  jest  stuck  out  my  left  stomper, 
and  sot  the  hinge  of  my  back  a  going  for  her ;  but 
jest  as  I  was  gittin  heads  up  agin  and  my  arms  a 
swinging  back  tu  thdr  place,  I  ketched  her  a  looking 
at  t'other  one,  and  a  puckerii^  up  them  lips  of  her'n, 
till  they  looked  like  two  red  rosberries  jest  a  going  to 
drop  off  from  their  bushes.  I  settled  both  hands  bac^ 
in  my  pockets  agin,  and  stood  right  up  parpendicular, 
as  a  true  bom  American  ought  tu. 

"  Marm,"  sez  I,  "  what  du  you  think  of  the 
weather  ?  "  and  with  that,  I  jest  curled  my  upper  lip 
and  gin  her  a  ginuine  grin  from  one  ear  tu  t'other, 
and  sez  I,  ^^  Look  a  here,  marm,  if  you  waot  to  du 
this  kinder  bisness  up  hamsome ;  take  a  lesson  from 
me ;  I  ile  the  jints  of  my  under  jaw  every  morning. 
Them  screw  larfs  ain't  good  for  the  mouth,  you  may 
be  sure  of  that." 

The  critter,  she  coloured  all  over,  till  she  looked  as 
sweet  as  a  pine,  then  a  lot  of  fun  bust  right  into  them 
blue  eyes  of  her'n,  and  her  pesky  leetle  mouth  begun 
tu  tremble  and  work  itself  about,  like  a  red  rosy  a 
trying  tu  fold  itself  up  into  a  bud  agin ;  and  then  she 
bust  right  out  into  a  leetle  finefied  haw-haw ;  and  two 
leetle  teenty  gals,  dressed  out  in  black,  they  b^un 
to  titter  like  two  pigeons  on  a  gutter  —  pesky  sweet 
leetle  varmints  I  —  and  a  smasher  of  a  woman,  that 
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was  older  than  anj  of  'em,  she  jined  in  and  larfed  sort 
of  easy  and  nat'ral,  as  if  she'd  fed  on  nothing  but  ripe 
muskmellons  for  a  hull  fortnight ;  and  then  the  Pre«' 
ffldent  he  jined  in,  and  we  had  a  fust  rate  haw-haw, 
right  there  in  the  cabin. 

Jest  then,  a  leetle  chap,  with  an  allfired  swad  of 
jailer  hair  a  sticking  out  all  round  his  head,  cum  in, 
and  the  good-natered  lady  in  the  gray  dress,  she 
hitched  on  tu  the  President,  and  a  great  tall  cHuckle- 
headed  feller,  dressed  out  in  frock  and  trousers  like  a 
boy,  with  gold  buttons  a  glittering  all  over  his  bosom, 
and  a  streak  of  gold  a  running  across  his  shoulder,  he 
made  a  dive  at  the  hamsome  gal  in  the  checkered 
frock,  the  consamed  overgrown  coot  I  but  I  jest  then 
sidled  right  up  with  my  elbow  ready  crooked,  and  sez 
I,  a  looking  as  perlite  as  all  natur,  sez  I  — 

**  Arter  me  is  manners  for  you," 

The  feller  looked  mad  enough  tu  eat  me  hull, 
without  vinegar  or  sarse  —  but  I  didn't  seem  to  mind 
it.  The  hamsome  gal  had  clenched  her  white  fingers 
over  my  coat  sleeve,  as  loving  as  a  young  grape  vine 
round  a  black  elder  bush ;  and  when  I  git  hitched 
on  to  a  fust  rate  gal,  all  the  fellers  in  creation  may 
go  to  old  Nick,  for  what  I  care.  The  old  sogers, 
they  mixed  in  with  us  and  the  fellers  with  silk  rosies, 
and  out  we  went,  on  deck  and  down  staurs.  The 
music,  it  bust  out  agin,  and  one  of  the  fellers  with  a 
silk  rose,  he  yelled  out,  "  Make  room  for  the  Pre- 
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Bident ! "  so  the  free-bom  Americans  on  deck,  they 
crowded  back  wd  made  a  lane  for  us. 

"  Make  room  for  the  President  and  his  sweet ! "  the 
feller  sung  out  agin. 

Think,  sez  I,  "  That  aint  fair  now ;  the  gal  with 
the  President  is  a  nice  critter  as  ever  lived ;  but  dam 
me  if  mine  aint  sweeter  than  his'n,  a  pesky  sight,"  — 
80  I  sung  out,  and  sez  I  — 

**  Make  room  for  Jonathan  Slick  and  his  sweet ! " 
With  that  I  took  a  marching  step  and  went  down 
stidrs  heads  up,  and  with  the  gal  han^g  on  my  arm, 
as  independent  as  a  corkscrew.  Gaury !  but  wasn't 
there  a  feed,  considering  it  was  nothing  but  a  cold 
cut  —  sich  hunks  of  beef,  and  ham,  and  pork,  and 
piles  of  bread,  and  bottles  of  "  the  critter,"  you  never 
sot  eyes  on,  without  it  was  day  arter  thanksgiving. 
We  all  sot  down  at  one  eend  of  the  table,  and  afore 
we'd  got  a  single  bite,  the  doors  banged  open,  and 
down  cum  the  freeborn  citizens  from  on  deck,  helter 
skelter,  higgle-te-pigglety,  black  coats,  red  coats,  blue, 
green,  every  color  on  arth,  and  sogers,  spartans,  tailors, 
shoemakers — every  sort  of  two-legged  animals  under 
'em,  eating  away  for  dear  life,  and  a  drinking  like  so 
many  house  gutters,  right  afore  the  face  and  eyes  of 
the  President  and  me,  with  all  the  hamsome  leetle 
sweets  a  setting  round  us,  —  I  swan  tu  man !  it  eena- 
most  sot  me  agin  my  victuals ;  and  the  hamsome  gal 
by  my  side,  she  looked  kinder  scared,  as  if  she  hadn't 
ought  tu  be  there. 
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**  Try,  and  take  a  bite,  du  now  I  '*  sez  I,  a  piling 
some  cold  pork  on  her  plate,  "  it  aint  a  mite  rusty, 
and  makes  me  feel  a'most  tu  hum,  it  tastes  so  natVaL" 

She  put  the  leastest  mite  between  them  temptin 
lips,  but  didn't  seem  to  eat  with  a  relish  yit.  '^  I 
swan,"  eez  I,  a  bending  down  to  take  a  squint  at  her 
face,  **  I  only  wish  I  could  git  aboard  the  sloop,  and 
bring  you  a  prime  bunch  of  young  onions.  Wait  a 
minit,  and  I'll  try." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,"  sez  the  sweet  critter,  "  I'd  rather 
not  —  don't  leave  me,  Mr.  Slick." 

^*  Dam  me,  if  I  du !  —  onions  or  no  onions,"  sez  I, 
but  I  felt  kinder  disappointed  though,  for  a  bunch  of 
white  onions,  tops  and  all,  would  a  ben  prime  with 
the  cold  pork  — howsomever,  I  gin  in  as  a  feller 
ought  tu,  when  a  gal  is  in  the  case ;  but  I  didn't  feel 
a  bit  satisfied  about  the  stomach.  When  the  Pre- 
sident got  up  tu  go  on  deck  agin,  I  looked  into  the 
gal's  eyes,  and  tried  not  tu  feel  a  hungry. 

Oh,  par,  I  wish  you'd  a  ben  standing  on  the  deck, 
with  us,  when  we  went  up  I  It  was  a  tarnation  ham* 
some  sight ;  the  water  was  a  blazing  with  the  sun, 
and  a  shining  around  us,  all  checkered  over  with 
boats,  and  sloops,  and  shipping  of  all  sorts.  Then 
right  ahead  was  the  hull  city  of  York,  steeples, 
housen,  and  wharves,  piled  together  and  heaped  up 
with  people  a  swarming  down  tu  the  shore,  a  hanging 
over  the  water,  and  a  climbing  up  the  masts  all  along 
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the  East  and  North  rivers^  like  bees  in  hiving  time. 
Two  allfired  big  ships  sot  on  the  water,  right  agm  the 
Battery,  with  a  hull  raiment  of  men^  all  dressed  out 
in  white,  a  standing  np  in  the  rising,  tu  see  the 
President  and  us  cum  in.  The  hills  all  round 
Brooklyn,  was  kivered  thick  with  folks  a  hurrsdng 
and  a  flinging  their  hats  up  —  and  a  leetle  island  that 
lies  close  up  tu  York,  was  chuck  full  and  a  running 
over  with  human  live  stock. 

When  we  got  i^in  the  big  ships,  the  men  in  the 
riggin  flurrished  their  hats  and  gin  us  a  thundering 
loud  hurra.  The  President  he  took  his  hat  off,  and  I 
and  the  old  jailer  chap  boosted  him  up  onto  a  chair, 
that  everybody  might  have  a  good  squint  at  him. 
Mr.  Curtis  wanted  tu  hold  on  tu  his  coat  tail,  and 
make  believe  boost,  but  the  old  yaller  chap  and  I— 
we  shoved  him  off  about  the  quickest. 

"  Git  out,"  sez  I,  "  git  out !  if  a  President  of  the 
United  States,  can't  stand  without  the  help  of  a  pack 
of  office-holders,  he'd  better  fall  tu  once.  Here's 
this  old  revolutionary  soger,  and  I  —  the  army,  and 
the  people  —  if  we  can't  keep  him  up,  he'll  have  tu 
go  tu  grass,  that's  all ! " 

But  while  we  was  talking,  the  two  ships  blamed  away 
with  every  dam'd  gun  in  their  sides,  and  the  sailors 
hurraed  agin,  and  afore  we  knew  it,  a  hull  thunder 
cloud  of  hot  smoke  cum  a  pouring  over  us  all— 
ca-smash  went  the  chair,  and  the  President  he  pitched 
head  for'ard,  right  amongst  the  office-holders.    The 
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old  jailer  chap  and  I  shook  our  heads,  and  begun  to 
feel  a  trifle  streaked. 

'^  I'm  afeard  he's  a  gone  shote,"  sez  I,  as  the  old 
feller  put  his  cocked  hat  on  agin. 

'^  A  unfortunate  CLCcident^^^  sez  a  feller  close  by. 

"  Not  so  unfortunate  as  you  think  for,"  sez  Captin 
Tyler,  a  jumping  up,  and  a  nursing  his  nose  with  one 
hand ;  **  I've  had  worse  falls  than  this,  and  riz  agin 
arter  all.  Give  us  another  boost,  feller  citizens  —  I 
stand  ready  for  a  second  boost." 

The  office-holders  ntiade  believe  help  him ;  but  Lord 
a  massy  I  they  hadn't  grit  enough  tu  hist  a  grass- 
hopper out  of  a  bog  of  swampgrass ;  but  I  and  the 
yaller  gineral,  though,  we  sot  him  up  as  good  as  new, 
afore  half  the  smoke  cleared  off. 

Jest  as  all  was  put  tu  rights  agin,  the  brass  cannon 
at  the  eend  of  our  boat  let  off  a  blast  of  young  thunder* 
We  gin  the  ship  a  fust  rate  hurra,  and  the  minit  we 
were  a  done,  Captin  Doolittle  and  the  nigger,  they 
got  up  a  small  chance  of  a  cheer,  and  let  off  the  old 
gun  agin,  right  under  oxxr  stam.  Arter  that,  we  made 
a  curlecue  round  both  the  ships,  with  our  music  a 
rolling  out  and  our  flags  a  flying,  and  Captin  Doolittle 
he  chased  right  arter  with  the  red  shirts  a  cutting 
capers  from  the  beanpoles ;  and  the  leetle  nigger,  he 
stood  on  the  bows  a  rolling  his  eyes,  and  a  blowing 
away  at  Yankee  Doodle  on  a  crooked  fife,  like  all 
natur.  I  swan  tu  man,  it  was  enough  to  set  a  feller's 
patriotism  to  working  like  a  beer  barrel  I    We  gin 
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the  ship  another  hurra,  and  cut  for  the  Battery^  with 
Captin  Doolittle  and  the  sloop  a  streaking  it  right 
arter ;  the  guns  on  the  leetle  island  they  bellowed 
away  at  us  as  we  cut  by,  and  the  folks  on  the  Bat- 
tery, they  flung  up  their  hats  and  hollered  eenamost 
as  loud  as  the  guns  that  kept  a  roaring  every  minit, 
till  by-am-by  in  we  went  ca-smash,  right  amongst 
the  trees  and  a  huU  ginend  training  of  sogers.  The 
President  and  us,  we  walked  ashore  and  went  right 
into  Castle  Grarden.  It  was  stuck  full  of  feller 
citizens  and  sogers,  and  the  mayor  was  a  wsutin  for 
us  to  cum  up ;  he  measured  off  a  hull  bilin  of  soft 
soap  to  the  captin,  and  then  the  captin  he  stuck  out 
his  right  arm  and  gin  the  mayor  back  as  good  as  he 
sent,  with  a  pint  cup  full  over.  Then  we  went  out 
amongst  the  trees,  the  captin  he  got  on  tu  a  horse  all 
finefied  off  with  gold  and  shiny  leather ;  and  then  the 
leetle  boys  that  hung  on  the  trees  as  thick  as  acorns 
in  the  fall,  they  gin  us  a  cheer,  and  jest  that  minit  I 
see  the  newsboy  a  leading  my  mare  right  towards  me. 
I  forked  over  a  fourpence-ha'penny  and  got  ontu  the 
critter,  tickled  eenamost  to  death  tu  git  a  chance  to 
sit  down  agin. 

That  mare  is  dear  grit,  par,  and  no  mistake ;  the 
music,  and  the  guns,  and  the  shoutin,  had  sot  her 
blood  a  bilin,  and  she  damced  about  like  a  two  year 
old  colt  jest  off  grass. 

I  rode  through  the  trainers,  full  chisel,  arter  the 
President,  and  the  colt,  he  cum  a  kickin  up  his  heel^ 
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amongst  the  wimmen  and  children^  as  crazy  as  a  bed 
bug.  I  pushed  in  close  up  tu  the  captin,  and  he  and 
I  and  the  rest  on  'em  rode  along  afore  the  sogers  as 
crank  as  you  please.  But  the  mare^  she  didn't  seem 
tu  like  the  way  they  pinted  them  guns  at  her^  and 
once  in  a  while  she'd  kick  up  a  leetle  sarcy^  and 
snort  right  in  their  faces  like  a  tin  toot-horn  about 
dinner  time.  When  we'd  got  about  halfway  through 
the  sogers  —  and  it  seemed,  as  if  all  creation  had  got 
intu  regimentals  jest  then  —  the  mare  she  got  anxious 
about  the  colt^  and  sot  up  a  whinner  that  a'most  shook 
me  off  from  her  back.  I  tried  tu  make  her  git  along, 
but  she  only  bust  out  in  a  new  spot,  dug  her  huffs 
close  tu  the  ground  and  backed  into  the  crowd  till  I 
got  wrothy  as  all  natur  with  her;  but  the  more  I 
laid  the  gad  on,  the  worse  she  got,  till  by-am-by  she 
stood  stock  still,  a  shakin  her  head,  a  stompin  with 
her  fore  foot,  and  a  yellin  arter  the  colt  like  a  love- 
9ick  gal. 

The  President  he  was  a  gitting  ahead,  and  the 
darn'd  coots  all  around  begun  to  larf  and  poke  fun  at 
us,  when  the  colt  he  cum  a  scampering  through  the 
trees,  and  a  scattering  hull  squads  of  wimmen  and 
boys,  and  babies,  every  jump,  till  he  ended  off  in  a 
tjrazy  caper,  all  around  the  mare  and  me.  This 
pacified  the  critter,  and  arter  whimpering  over  the 
colt  a  leetle,  she  jogged  on  as  meek  as  a  cosset  lamb, 
and  the  colt  he  follered  close  tu,  till  I  came  up  with 
the  captin  agin,  and  then  he'd  stop  every  once  in  a 
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while,  and  face  aboat,  look  right  into  the  soger's 
eyes,  so  amest,  that  they  couldn't  help  but  bust 
out  a  larfin  if  the  President  and  I  was  a  lookin 
at  'em. 

It  was  about  the  greatest  show  that  I  ever  sot  eyes 
on«  The  Battery  is  one  of  the  hamsomest  spots  oxt 
arth,  all  layered  with  grass,  and  chuck  fuU  of  trees, 
and  a  hull  army  of  sogers,  some  in  brown  fegrmentalsy 
some  in  green,  with  yaller  feathers,  and  some  in  red, 
yaller,  blue,  and  all  sorts  of  colours,  a  wheelin  round 
under  the  trees,  was  enough  to  make  a  feller  proud  of 
his  country. 

When  we  got  to  the  gate,  which  opens  at  the  eend 
of  Broadway,  Captin  Tyler  he  got  into  a  carriage, 
and  wanted  me  to  git  in  tu,  but  I  was  afeard  to  leave 
the  mare,  and  so  Robert  Tyler,  the  chap  with  the 
yaller  hair,  we  agreed  to  hitch  tackle,  and  ride  along 
with  one  another.  A  hull  army  of  sogers  with  their 
drums  a  beating,  and  colours  a  flying,  went  ahead; 
Robert  Tyler  and  I,  and  the  colt,  and  a  hull  squad  of 
other  great  men  cum  next,  and  then  come  on  the 
President  with  his  hat  off,  and  a  bowiji  to  all  the 
winders  and  stoops  as  he  went  along.  Wasn't  them 
winders  and  ruffs  and  stoops  a  sight  tu  behold! 
Every  square  of  glass,  and  every  railing  that  a  critter 
could  hold  on  to  was  kivered  with  folks.  In  my  hull 
life,  I  never  see  so  many  hamsome  gals.  It  seemed 
as  if  every  man  in  York  had  hung  out  a  sample  of  his 
family,  for  the  fellers  to  pick  and  choose  from.     I 
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swan  tu  man,  if  it  didn't  seem  to  me  as  if  all  the  gals 

in  creation  was  a  swarming  round  the  President  and 

I,  like  yaller  butterflies  round  a  mud  hole,  all  on  'em 

anxious  for  a  smile  at  one  or  t'other  on  us.     It  made 

the  blood  kinder  tingle  all  over  me  to  feel  that  hull 

battery  of  bright  eyes  a  pouring  fire  down  on  us.     I 

raly    don't  see  how   the   President  stood  it  I     He 

couldn't,   if  the  crowds  of  free-bom  citizens  that 

swarmed  every  step  of  the  way,  layer  on  layer,  hadn't 

kept  him  a  shakin  hands  out  of  the  carriage  a'most 

every  step,  till  he  was  clear  tuckered  out,  and  a'most 

wilted  down  in  the  carriage,  long  afore  we  got  up  by 

the  Jonathan  oflSce.     When  the  news  boys  see  me 

and  the  colt,  they  sot  up  a  hurra  that  outdid  any 

thing  I'd  heard  since  we  come  away  from  the  Battery, 

all  the  purty  folding  gals  waved  their  hankerchers 

out  of  the  second  story,  and  every  winder  was  jammed 

full,  and  all  on  'em  a  lookin  straight  at  me  and  Bob 

Tyler  and  the  colt.     So  I  lifted  my  right  hand  kinder 

slow,  and  took  off  the  old  bell-crown — I  drew  in  the 

bridle  so  as  to  make  the  mare  caper  about  right,  and 

made  six  bows  one  arter  t'other,  till  my  forred  near 

about  touched  the  old  mare's  neck. 

They  gin  me  three  more  cheers  of  the  tallest  kind, 
as  they  say  in  York,  but  when  I  looked  round,  there 
was  Bob  Tyler  with  his  hat  off,  and  a  shaking  that 
swad  of  yaller  hair  about,  jest  as  if  our  news  boys 
would  cheer  him,  or  any  body  else,  when  /was  a 
goin  by ! 
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"  That's  right,  Mr.  Slick,**  sez  he,  when  he  see  my 
bell-crown  ofL 

"  Par  the  Pretidetit  must  be  a'most  tired  to  death,  a 
bowin  and  a  shakin  hands  so  much,  it's  quite  proper 
that  you  and  I  should  do  a  little  on  it  for  him." 

"  TTal,''  think,  sez  I,  "  if  you  aint  a  self-conceited 
critter,  I  don't  know  who  is  I "  but  the  feller  looked  as 
innocent  as  a  Iamb,  and  I  was  afear'd  he*d  feel  about 
as  sheepish  if  I  let  out  on  him — so  t  put  my  bell- 
crown  on  a^n,  with  a  leetle  knock  at  the  top,  for  I 
had  to  settle  the  grit  somdiow,  and  sez  I, 

"Wal,  5^Ir,  Tyler — to  git  on  a  new  subject  — 
howll  you  swap  horses  ?  —  say  my  mare  and  colt  agin 
that  hamsome  critter  of  your^n,  saddle  and  bridle 
thrown  in  ?  " 

The  feller  kinder  smiled,  but  didn't  answer  right 
off,  so  I  jest  turned  about  and  leaned  one  hand  on  the 
old  mare's  cropper,  while  I  whistled  the  colt  up  tu  us, 
and  pinted  out  his  hamsome  head  and  chist,  and  the 
clean  notion  that  he  has  got  of  flingin  out  his  legs. 

"  He's  a  smart  critter,  I  can  tell  you,"  sez  I ;  "  and 
as  for  the  old  mare  here,  she's  worth  her  weight  in 
silver  dollars.     Haint  got  but  one  fault  on  arth." 

**  And  what's  that  ?  "  sez  Mr.  Robert  Tyler,  sez  he. 

"  Why,  she's  troubled  with  the  botts  a  leetle,  once 
in  a  while,  but  it  aint  nothin  worth  mentionin. 

Mr.  Robert  Tyler  he  gave  a  start,  and  he  turned 
as  white  as  skim  milk  in  the  face.  Sez  he,  all  in  a 
twitter,  sez  he,  **  Don't  mention  it,  Mr.  Slick,     My 
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par,  the  President,  wouldn't  let  a  horse  go  into  his 
stable  that  had  ever  gin  symptoms  of  the  botts.  It's 
an  awful  disease.  Don't  mention  it  tu  him,  for  he'd 
never  git  over  it,  if  you  did !  '^ 
.  **^Wal,  then,  I  s'pose  we  can't  trade  ?'*  sez  L 
*^  Think  on  it  agin,  Mebby  youll  change  your  mind 
to-morrow." 

«  Hello  I "  sez  I  agin.  «'  What's  that !  —  Captin 
Tyler's  druv  his  carriage  right  out  of  the  ranks,  and 
is  gone  full  split  down  Broome-street.'* 

Mr.  Robert  Tyler  he  turned  his  horse,  and  he  and 
I  and  the  colt  took  arter  the  President  full  chiseL 
We  cum  up  with  him  jest  as  he  was  a  gittin  out 
before  the  Howard  Hotel.  He  was  so  beat  out  and 
tuckered  down  that  I  raly  felt  sorry  for  him ;  for 
arter  all  that  folks  say,  I  believe  that  he's  a  good- 
hearted  old  chap,  and  wants  to  du  the  thing  that's 
about  right,  if  he  could  only  be  sartin  what  it  was* 
He  couldn't  but  jest  hold  up  his  head,  and  had  tu  go 
to  the  llieatre  yit.  As  I  was  a  looking  at  him,  a 
notion  cum  intu  my  head,  and  sez  I  — 

"  Captin,  jest  put  on  your  hat  a  minit,  and  drive 
down  to  the  sloop  —  I've  got  somethin  there  that'll 
.  make  your  nose  tingle,  and  chirk  you  right  up,  till 
you'll  be  as  chipper  as  a  squirrel  in  the  fall  time," 

Captin  Tyler  he  got  right  up,  and  sez  he  —  **  I'll 
do  any  thing  on  arth  that'll  make  me  feel  better." 

"  Mr.  Robert,"  sez  I,  "  tell  the  gals  that  we'll  come 
back  right  off" — so  down  we  went.     I  helped  the 
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President  into  the  carriage^  and  in  less  than  no  time 
we  got  out  and  went  aboard  the  sloop. 

Captain  Doolittle  had  gone  ashore,  and  there 
wasn't  nobody  aboard  but  the  leetle  nigger.  I  sent 
him  to  the  wharf  for  a  pitcher  of  cold  Croton  water, 
and  then  I  asked  the  President  down  into  the  cabin. 
It  was  cleared  out,  and  swept  as  neat  as  a  new  pin. 
The  table  that  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  cabin  was 
scoured  off  as  white  as  milk,  and  Captin  Doolittle  he'd 
hung  up  the  the  checkered  curtins  that  marm  made 
for  him,  right  oyer  the  highest  berth,  till  it  looked  as 
temptin  as  our  spare  bed.  I  gin  the  captin  a  chair, 
and  he  sot  his  hat  down  on  the  table,  close  by  old 
bell-crown,  while  I  opened  a  locker  and  took  out  a 
hull  dishf  uU  of  the  doughnuts  that  marm  biled  up  for 
me  afore  I  cum  away.  Just  as  I'd  sot  them  on  the 
table,  the  nigger  cum  with  the  cold  water.  I  took  it 
up  to  the  locker,  and  filled  in  with  vinegar  and  'lasses 
enough  to  make  it  prime  switchel,  such  as  marm 
mixes  up  for  the  workin  hands  since  you  took  the 
pledge,  par.  When  I  stirred  it  up  well,  and  took  a 
swig,  to  see  if  it  was  the  rale  critter,  I  got  a  tumbler, 
and  arter  fiUin  one  for  the  President,  I  sot  down,  and 
sez  I  — 

"  Now,  captin,  make  yourself  to  hum,  and  take 
hold." 

He  didn't  need  much  urgin,  for  the  switchel  was 
ginuine  stuff,  sweety  and  yet  sort  of  tart,  and  cool  as 
a  cowcumber,  and  the  doughnuts  beat  all  natur. 
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The  President  hadn't  eat  more  than  half  a  dozen, 
and  had  his  tumbler  filled  about  as  often  afore  he 
begun  to  chirk  up  and  look  as  good  as  new  agin. 

"Mr.  SKck,"  sez  he,  "this  is  what  I  caU  Kvin;*' 
but  my  mouth  was  half  fuU  of  a  middlingnsized 
doughnut,  and  I  had  to  wash  it  down  afore  I  could 
answer. 

"Help  yourself,  captin;  don't  be  afeard  —  there's 
enough  more  where  these  come  from,"  sez  I,  a  swol- 
lering  the  last  mouthfrd. 

"  Wal,  I  think  I've  done  purty  well,"  sez  he,  a 
stretching  hisself  up  and  putting  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  "  I  raly  begin  to  feel  like  myself  agin ;  that's 
excellent  drink  of  youm,  am't  it,  Mr.  Slick  ?  " 

"Coolin,"  sez  I,  *'and  ruther  toothsome;  shall  I 
mix  another  pitcher,  captin?" 

"Uo,  not  now,"  sez  he,  **  but  I  wish  you'd  write  me 
out  a  receipt." 

"  111  do  it,"  sez  I,  "  and  glad  of  the  chance,  for 
dam  me  if  I  haint  took  a  sort  of  a  notion  to  you, 
captin ;  my  opinion  is  that  you're  a  rale  ginuine  feller, 
if  them  consamed  politicians  would  only  let  you  be ; 
all  you  want  is  a  downright  honest  chap  thatll  tell 
you  the  truth  right  out,  and  that  you  can  trust; 
he'd  be  worth  a  hull  bilin  of  Whigs,  or  Loco-focos 
either." 

"But  where  is  he  to  be  found?"  sez  the  captin, 
sort  of  melancholy. 

"  Look  a  here  1 "  sez  I,  a  flinging  one  arm  over  the 
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chair  and  a  leaning  t'other  elbow  on  the  table ;  "  look 
a  here  I " 

The  President  he  sot  with  both  hands  in  his  pocketd 
a  looking  right  in  mj  face  for  ever  so  long,  and  tsez 
he  at  last^  sez  he-^ 

"  Mr.  Slick,  will  you  go  back  with  me  to  the  hotel, 
and  sleep  with  me  to-night  ?  I  want  to  have  some 
talk  with  you :  of  course  youTl  go  with  us  to  the 
Park  Theatre  ?  " 

**  With  all  the  pleasure  in  natur,"  sez  I, "  and  we'd 
better  be  a  goin ;  take  another  swig  of  the  pitcher, 
captin,  and  stow  away  some  of  the  doughnuts  in  your 
pockets,  they'll  be  prime  at  the  Theatre." 

The  President  said  he'd  eat  enough,  so  as  I  was  a 
follering  up  my  own  advice,  he  got  up  and  was  a 
puttin  on  his  gloves,  when  he  see  his  own  pictur  a 
hanging  by  Captin  Doolittle's  berth,  and  I  could  see 
that  he  was  kinder  tickled  with  it. 

"  The  captin  aint  much  of  a  politician,"  sed  I, 
"  but  he  bought  that  pictur  because  he  parsists  that 
it  proves  you  to  be  the  most  consistent  President  that 
ever  lived,  when  you  veto  so  many  bills." 

^'  How  does  my  face  prove  that  ?  "  sez  he,  looking 
sort  of  puzzled, 

"  Why,"  sez  I,  **  he  sez  that  a  man  that  runs  so 
ginerally  to  nose  can't  be  expected  to  ssLyyes  when  he 
don't  want  to." 

The  President  he  bust  right  out  a  larfin,  and  with 
that  I  took  old  bell-crown,   and  arter  sending  the 
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nigger  to  put  up  the  mare  and  colt,  I  follered  on  to 
the  hotel. — But  its  gittin  late  and  I  can't  write  any 
more  till  next  week ;  but  mebby  you'll  hear  from  me 
then,  for  the  President  and  I  went  to  the  Theatre, 
and  slept  together,  and  are  as  thick  as  three  in  a  bed 
jest  now,  and  if  he  haint  no  objections  I  shall  write 
all  about  it,  but  'twill  be  jest  as  it  takes  my  notion 
whether  I  send  it  right  on  or  print  it  in  the  Brother 
Jonathan. 

I  send  you  my  pictur  and  the  captin's  tu,  but  it 
was  engraved  in  a  hurry,  and  aint  nigh  on  so  hamsome 
as  either  on  us ;  by-am-by,  I'll  set  for  another,  and 
then  you'll  see  a  chap  worth  while  a  figgering  in  the 
Brother  Jonathan. 

Your  dutiful  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXVm. 

JONATHAN  SLICK  IN  NEW  TORK. 

JONATHAN  ATTENDS  THE  PRESIDENT  AT  THE  HOWARD 
BOUSE. — VISITS  THE  PARK  THEATRE  WITH  THE  PRE- 
SIDENT AND  HIS  HANDSOME  GIRL.  —  GOES  WITH  ME. 
ROBERT  TYLER  TO  HAVE  HIS  HAIR  CUT  AT  CLAIRHUGH'S. 
—  TAKES  REFRESHMENTS  WITH  THE  LADIES  AT  THE 
HOWARD  HOUSE. BED-CHAMBER  SCENE  WITH  THE  PRE- 
SIDENT.—  SERENADE,  ETC. 

To  Mr,  Zephaniah  Slick,  Juttiee  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon  of  the 
Church,  over  to  Weatherefidd,  in  the  State  of  Connecticut, 

Dear  Par, 

I  BEGIN  tu  feel  a  leetle  sort  of  better,  but  nothii^ 
to  brag  on  yit.  I  raly  beUeve  that  I'd  a  been  a 
gone  sucker,  if -it  hadn't  been  for  the  mustard  plasters 
and  the  onions  that  Captin  Doolittle  kept  a  filling 
into  me,  outside  and  in,  till  I  can  a'most  feel  myself 
sprouting  out  greener  than  ever,  and  twice  as  strong. 
My  gracious  1  when  this  ere  influenza  does  git  hold 
of  a  feller,  it  aint  a  critter  that  you  can  scare  off 
in  a  hurry.  It's  the  worst  kind  of  a  down-east  cold, 
doubled  and  twisted  strong ;  and  if  you  don't  humour 
it  like  a  cosset  lamb,  jest  as  like  as  not,  it  ups  and 
goes  off,  stuboy  1  into  a  galloping  consumption;  and 


BY  JOKATHilC  SUCK,  ESQ.  167 

the  worst  on  it  is,  it  carries  you  off  with  it,  whether 
you  will  or  no. 

Wal,  let  me  see ;  I  was  a  telling  you  about  the 
President,  and  how  he  seemed  tu  enjoy  the  dough- 
nuts and  switchel  aboard  the  sloop.  The  old  chap 
took  tu  it  like  a  nursin  baby,  and  if  he  wasn't  clear 
grit,  and  no  mistake,  arter  it,  I  don't  know  the 
symptoms  of  prime  living. 

Wal,  we  went  back  to  the  Howard  Hotel,  and  the 
President  he  jumped  out  of  the  carriage  as  spry  as  a 
kitten,  and  both  on  us  run  up  the  steps  that  open 
out  of  Maiden  Lane,  to  git  rid  of  a  hull  swad  of 
office-holders  that  was  a  hurraing  at  the  front  door  in 
Broadway. 

The  President  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  slicked 
down  his  hair  a  leetle  in  the  entry-way,  and  I  pulled 
up  my  dickey  a  trifle,  and  hauled  out  a  comer  of  my 
yaller  hankercher,  and  sez  I — 

*^  Captin,  go  ahead,  I'm  all  ready." 

Captin  Tyler,  he  shook  out  his  white  hankercher  a 
leetle  easy,  and  arter  nursin  his  nose  in  it  a  minit,  he 
gin  a  sivorter  of  a  blow,  and  in  he  went,  right  intu 
the  harnsomest  room  that  I  ever  sot  eyes  on  in  my 
hull  life.  Nothing  that  I  ever  see  at  the  Astor 
House  was  a  primin  to  it.  The  carpeting  was  all 
finefied  off,  and  curlecued  with  posies,  and  green 
leaves,  and  morning-glory  vines  went  a  twistifying 
all  over  it  as  nat'ral  as  life,  and  all  on  'em  seemed 
kinder  tangled  up  and  trying  to  unsnarl  all  over  the 
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floor^  till  it  ral J  seemed  like  treading  on  a  patch  of 
wild  posies,  with  the  moonshine  a  streamin  over  it; 
you  would  a'most  smell  the  roses  when  a  feller  sot 
his  foot  on  a  bunch  on  'em,  they  were  pictered  out 
so  nat'ral  and  temptin* 

A  great  round  table  stood  in  the  room  like  an  all- 
fired  big  toad-stool,  cut  out  of  a  solid  tree,  and 
fancified  over  with  the  heayiest  kind  of  mahogany 
work  ;  and  a  great  big  kind  of  a  brass  consarn  stood 
on  it,  with  a  glass  wash  bowl  on  the  top,  all  figgered 
off  and  chuck  full  and  a  drippin  over  with  fire,  that 
made  the  hull  room  look  as  light  as  day.  You 
couldn't  see  the  winders,  for  a  hull  dry-good  store  of 
the  finest  sort  of  white  shiny  muslin  fell  all  over  'em, 
tied  up  and  streaked  down  with  blue  silk  and  tossels, 
and  with  great  sticks  of  solid  gold  pinted  off  at  the 
eends,  stuck  through  the  top  on  'em  and  a  shining  in 
the  light.  All  the  hamsome  gals  that  I  told  you 
of  aboard  the  boat,  sot  round  so  thick  that  you 
couldn't  but  jest  see  the  way  that  the  settees  and 
benches  were  curlecued  off;  the  cushions  were  all 
tosseled  out  with  sUk  and  kivered  with  velvet,  as 
soft  as  a  young  gal's  heart,  and  as  blue  as  an  old 
maid  with  tu  much  lamin.  Grolly  oppolus!  didn't 
they  shine  and  glisten,  and  sink  down  like  a  posey 
bed  in  a  hot  sun,  when  them  gals  they  sidled  along 
and  slid  into  'em,  so  kinder  smooth  and  lazy  with 
their  silk  frocks  on,  them  long  shiny  curls  of  their^n 
a  streamin  down  their  necks,  and  them  consamed ' 
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I  swan,  it  makes  me  ketch  my  breath  ony  jest  tu 
think  on  'em  I  I  wont  say  no  more,  par,  or  it'll  set 
your  old  blood  a  bilin,  tho'  you  be  a  squire  and  a 
deacon  of  the  churcL  As  for  the  captin,  I  swan  tu 
man,  I  don't  know  how  he  stood  it  I  He  and  I  was 
jest  like  two  stray  shotes  a  running  loose  in  some- 
body else's  pun'kin  vines,  eenamost  starved,  but 
afeard  tu  take  a  bite,  for  fear  the  owners  would  yell 
out,  «  Shew  1  stuboy ! " 

The  President,  he  sidled  off  to  one  of  the  cushioned 
benches,  and  sot  down  right  in  a  swad  of  the  ham- 
somest  of  the  gals.  They  squeezed  together  tu  make 
room  for  him,  and  larfed  so  good  natered,  and  looked 
all  in  a  twitter,  they  was  so  tickled  tu  git  him  among 
'em ;  and  there  I  was,  eenamost  alone,  a  standin  up 
parpindicular,  and  a  feelin  as  streaked  as  a  pair  of 
old  cotton  trousers  in  washing  time.  That  pesky 
hamsome  critter  that  wore  the  checkered  frock 
aboard  the  boat,  she  got  nigh  agin  the  door,  so  when 
she  see  me  a  standin  there,  she  pinted  with  that 
leetle  white  hand  of  her'n,  and  sez  she  — 

«  Why  don't  you  take  a  seat,  Mr.  Slick  ?  " 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  a  bowin,  **  I  don't  care  if  I  du,  jest 
to  ob%e  you  ; "  so  down  I  sot,  but  the  cushion  give 
so,  that  I  sprung  right  up  on  eend  agin,  and  when  I 
see  it  rise  up  as  shiny  and  smooth  as  ever,  I  looked 
at  her,  and  sez  I — 

**  Did  you  ever ! " 

'*  It's  elastic,"  sez  she,  a  puckering  up  her  mouth. 
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**  I  don't  know  the  name  on  it,"  sez  I,  "  but  it 
gives  like  an  old  friend,  so  IH  try  it  agin." 

*^  These  cushions  are  very  beautiful  and  pleasant,'* 
sez  she. 

"  Yes,"  sez  I,  a  spreadin  my  hankercher  over  the 
cushion  and  a  settin  down,  ^^  they're  as  soft  and 
blue  as  them  tamal  sweet  eyes  of  your'n,  but  not 
half  so  bright." 

She  kinder  birfed  a  leetle  cozy,  and  begun  tu  play 
with  a  tossel  that  hung  to  a  comer  of  her  seat,  and 
then  she  went  to  taUdn  with  the  fat  woman  that  sot 
t'other  side,  like  all  possessed — the  darned  tanterlizin 
vannint! 

The  captin  he  was  as  chipper  as  a  blackbird,  mth 
the  gals  around  him  a  smiling  and  a  twitterin  as 
tickled  as  so  many  trout  round  a  bait.  It  raly  made 
my  dander  rise  tu  see  it,  and  me^a  settin  there  as 
lonesome  as  git-out.  There,  jest  afore  me  on  the 
wall,  was  a  great  smashin  piotur, — a  rale  pen  of 
gold,  with  a  man  and  a  woman  a  huggin  and  kissin, 
and  a  lookin  into  each  other's  eyes,  right  in  the 
middle  on  it, — as  if  there  wasn't  enough  rale  live 
temptin  critters  to  rile  a  feller  up  without  tanterlizin 
him  with  picturs  tu. 

There  I  sot,  with  old  bell-crown  atween  my  knees, 
fust  a  lookin  at  the  President,  then  at  the  pictur, 
and  agin  at  that  consamed  hamsome  critter  that  I 
took  sich  a  shine  to  in  the  morning,  till  it  seemed  as 
if  I  should  go  off  the  handle,  all  I  could  du.     There 
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she  sot,  all  dressed  out  in  white,  with  them  brown 
shinin  curls  of  her'n  a  hangin  kinder  loose  down  her 
neck,  and  them  round  plump  white  shoulders  a 
shinin  through  the  muslin,  that  lay  all  in  white  shiny 
ridges  over  her  bosom ;  and  them  blue  eyes  a  looking 
at  everybody  but  me.  By  Golly  I  it  was  enough  to 
drive  any  human  critter  into  a  conniption-fit!  — 
human  natur  couldn^t  stand  it  I  But  yet  I  choked 
in,  and  tried  to  feel  tu  hum,  anyway.  I  didn't  want 
them  to  think  that  I  felt  bad,  nor  nothing,  so  I  jest 
slanted  the  old  bell-crown  a  leetle  downwards,  and 
begun  to  drum  out  Yankee  Doodle  on  the  crown, 
with  my  thumb  and  fingers ;  and  there  I  took  it  cool 
and  easy,  movin  my  head  a  trifle  to  keep  time,  and 
once  in  a  while  takin  a  kind  of  slantindiclar  squint 
at  the  purty  gal  in  white,  to  see  how  she'd  act.  The 
critter  took  to  music  as  if  she'd  ben  bom  a  trainer — 
she  gin  up  the  fat  woman  about  the  quickest,  —  and 
I  could  see  that  leetle  foot  of  her'n  beatin  time  on 
the  carpet,  till  the  bottom  of  her  frock  that  lay  in 
winrows  all  around  the  chair,  begun  to  kinder  heave 
and  flutter  about  like  a  bed  of  seed-onions  all  in 
flower,  when  it's  a  blowin  ruther  strong.  Think,  sez 
I,  "  If  this  ere  leetle  chance  of  music  sets  her  feet  a 
goin  so,  there's  no  knowing  but  a  trifle  more  on  it 
may  git  into  her  heart,  and  set  that  a  jumpin  artej 
the  same  fashion ;  "  so  I  jest  gin  my  fingers  an  extra 
snap,  and  let  of  into  Hail  Columbia  and  Yankee 
Doodle  altamately,  till  you   couldn't  but  jest  tell 
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which  was  which;  and  all  the  while  I  kept  my  head 
turned  kinder  one  side^  and  a  lookin  right  in  them 
tamal  soft  blue  eyes  of  her'n,  till  I  saw  the  blood  a 
risin  up  into  her  cheeks^  and  them  rosy  lips  begin  to 
flutter  agin^  and  she  kinder  looked  towards  me  as  if 
she  felt  a  hankenn  to  creep  along,  and  git  close  up 
to  where  I  sot,  like  the  gal  in  the  pictur.     I  say, 
par,  did  you  ever  see  a  checkered  adder  a  charmin  a 
bird,  with  his  head  stuck  up  in  the  sun,  and  kinder 
slanted  a  one  side,  —  his  mouth  wide  open,  and  that 
are  leetle  forked  tongue  a  tremblin  in  the  middle  on 
it,  as  if  it  was  sot  to  dancin  by  that  lazy  ^  hum^  hum^ 
huTHy  that  comes  etamally  a  bilin  up  from  the  pison 
critter's   throat?      Haint  you   never  obsarved   the 
purty  bird,  half  scared  tu  death,  and  yit  a  flutteiin 
closer  and  closer  to  the  varmint,  till  by-am-by,  she 
lights  right  in  his  jaw,  and  lies  a  twitterin   there 
while  he's  a  swallerin  it  hull  ?     Wal,  par,  jest  take 
away  the  pison,  and  you've  some  idee  how  I  and  old 
bell-crown  come  the  soft  sodder  round  that  gal ;  but 
I  didn't  want  to  git  her  to  hankering  arter  me  tu 
much,  for  nothin  on  arth  is  so  likely  to  cure  a  chap 
of  a  love-sick  fit,  as  to  see  the  gal  a  gittin  tu  strong 
a  notion  arter  him ;  so  I  gin  my  fingers  another  snap, 
to  change  the  tune,  and  tapered  of  into  Old  Hundred 
with  a  touch  of  Greenbank,  and  that  froze  her  down, 
eyes,  feet  and  all,  in  less  than  no  time. 

By-am-by,  the  chaps  with  the  rosies  in  their  coats, 
hev  cum  into  t'other  room,  and  so  the  President  he 


BY  JONATHAN  SLICE,  ESQ.  173 

got  up  and  said  it  was  time  for  us  to  go  to  the 
Theatre.  With  that^  the  gals  all  huddled  together, 
and  follered  the  President  and  I  into  the  great  harn- 
some  room,  where  the  free-bom  citizens  had  cum, 
and  it  seemed  as  if  they'd  never  git  away ;  jest  as 
I  was  a  crookin  my  elbow  for  the  hamsome  gal, 
Robert  Tyler,  he  cum  in,  all  dressed  out,  and  a 
looking  as  sharp  as  a  two-bladed  pen-knife ;  but  his 
hair,  it  stuck  out  every  which  way,  yaller,  and  a 
streamin  clear  down  his  back,  till  it  raly  made  me 
crawl  all  over  to  look  at  him ;  I  had  kinder  took  a 
shine  to  the  critter,  and  it  made  me  feel  awfully  to 
see  him  make  sich  a  shote  of  himself,  so  I  left  the 
gal  to  cut  her  own  fodder ;  and  I  went  right  up  to 
him,  and  sez  I,  in  a  sort  o'  whisper,  sez  I — 

^*  Look  a  here,  Mr.  Bob  Tyler,  s'posin  you  and  I 
go  and  take  a  walk  ?  " 

He  turned  round,  as  good  natered  as  a  pussy-cat, 
and  follered  me  right  intu  the  street. 

**  Mr.  Tyler,"  sez  I,  the  minit  I  got  onto  the  door 
step,  a  leanin  agin  the  railin,  and  a  settlin  both  hands 
sort  of  easy  in  my  trousers'  pocket,  "Mr.  Tyler, 
between  you  and  I  and  the  post,  I  don't  like  that 
hair  of  your'n,  it  makes  you  look  tu  much  like  a 
manglewozzle-beet  a  runnin  to  seed.  A  son  of  the 
President  of  these  United  States  ought  to  be  no- 
ticed for  what's  inside  of  his  head,  and  not  for  such 
an  etamal  swad  of  swinglin-tow  as  that  are,"  sez  I.  * 

At  fust,  the  feller  seemed  tu  rile  up  a  leetle,  but 
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he  raly  has  got  a  ginuine  head  and  heart  tu,  and  sich 
fellers  may  kick  in  the  traces  when  you  goad  'em  a  | 

leetle  with  the  truth,  but  they  allers  give  in  at  the  j 

eend.  i 

"  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he,  by-am-by,  **  Mr.  Slick,  you 
may  be   right,  but  some  how,  these  freebom  feller  ' 

citizens  of  mine  seem  detarmined  to  find  fault  with 
me  every  way ;  some  are  jest  as  much  sot  agin  my 
idees  as  my  hair." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  tu  teU  you  the  truth,  and  no  soft 
sodder,  they  can't  be  expected  to  believe  much  more 
in  one  than  t'other.  A  man  that  runs  so  gineraUy  to 
hair,  must  be  a  smasher  if  he  produce  much  else; 
sich  a  crop  as  that,  would  wear  out  the  richest  sile 
on  arth  in  two  years.  Now,  the  only  wonderment  tu 
me  is,  that  sich  a  bog  of  swamp  hay  as  that  are,  and 
sich  poetry  as  that  critter  with  the  long  name  that 
you  did  up  in  varse,  could  a  come  out  of  the  same 
premises." 

"  I  hope  you  don't  mean  to  abuse  Ahasuerus  tu," 
sez  he,  all  in  a  twitter. 

"  Dam  me,  if  I  du  1 "  sez  I.  "  In  the  fust  place,  I 
haint  got  a  jaw  strong  enough  to  grind  out  sich  a 
consarned  saxafax-root  of  a  word;  and  then,  agin, 
some  of  that  poetry  was  prime,  fust  rate,  and  no  mis- 
take. There  is  one  page  there,  about  all  creation  a 
lying  in  a  sort  of  a  sick,  sleepy,  darksome  state,  that 
no  man,  with  a  soul  in  his  body,  ought  to  turn  up 
his  nose  at.     And  then,  agin,  when  you  tell  about 
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scorn  settin  like  a  sarpent  on  the  lips  of  that  long 
named  chap.  That  is  poetry,  rale  downright  poetry. 
I  don't  think  I  could  write  better  myself." 

*^  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he,  a  reachin  out  his  hand,  "  is 
this  your  rale  opinion?" 

'*  I  aint  a  feller  to  say  what  I  don't  think,"  sez  I ; 
^*  I  don't  look  like  none  of  your  consamed  office- 
seekers,  du  I  ?  Is  there  any  ile  on  my  tongue  when 
I  speak,  or  soft  soap  about  my  jints  when  I  make  a 
bow?  As  a  gineral  thing,  I  take  a  shine  to  that 
poetry  of  your'n  ;  there's  a  leetle  too  much  on  it,  and 
you  haint  hitched  one  part  onto  t'other,  jest  accordin 
to  gunter ;  but  if  there's  a  trifle  of  chaiF,  it  aint  with- 
out some  plump  ripe  grain  tu,  and  I'll  stick  up  for  it 
as  long  as  I  live  ;  but  now  du  go  and  have  that  hair 
cut  off — it  aint  hamsome  nor  democratic,  and  you 
can't  afford  it." 

*^  Why,  Mr.  Dickens  kept  his'n  jest  about  as  thick 
and  long,"  sez  he. 

**  Dickens  be  dam'd  I "  sez  I,  **  he's  no  great  shakes 
arter  all ;  besides,  what  on  arth  have  we  to  du  with 
the  notions  of  these  En^sh  chaps  ?  That  little  fat 
queen  of  their'n  can  afford  to  have  as  many  heirs  as 
she's  a  mind  tu,  she  don't  have  to  grub  down  tu  the 
hard  work  and  support  'em — though  if  the  Scripters 
say  true,  and  'they  are  all  numbered'  above,  it 
seems  to  me  that  the  recordin'  angel  must  be  purty 
quick  at  figgers  to  keep  the  accounts  reckoned  up 
straight ;  but  in  this  free  land  of  liberty,  the  heirs  of 
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the  President,  or  his  children^  don't  count  for  nothing 
so  it's  tu  much  for  you  to  find  keepin'  for  so  many. 
Come  along  now,  du.  It  raly  makes  me  mad  to  see 
the  leetle  boys  a  pokin'  fun  at  a  fine  chap  like  you, 
jest  because  you  will  make  sich  a  dam'd  coot  of 
yourself  in  the  way  of  hair." 

Mr.  Tyler  he  put  his  arm  through  mine,  and  sez 
he— 

«  Mr.  Slick,  come  along,  I'll  du  it  I " 

**  Come  on,"  sez  I,  "jest  up  here  is  a  place  that  I 
went  to  once ;  the  man  that  keeps  it  is  a  fust  rate 
critter,  and  sings — oh,  gracious,  how  he  sings  I  there's 
more  music  in  his  throat  than  a  hundred  mockin  birds 
would  let  off  in  a  month  of  Sundays,  and  hell  cut 
your  hair  as  easy  as  he  can  sing  ^  Green  grows  the 
Rushes  O.'" 

«  What's  his  name  ?  "  sez  Mr.  Tyler. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  '*  I've  eenamost  forgot,  but  it's  a 
downright  jaw-cracker — as  long  as  a  sarmon  and  as 
crooked  as  a  cork-screw:  wait  a  minit  and  I'll  tell 
you."  With  that  I  hauled  in  by  a  street  lamp,  and 
arter  takin  that  bottle  of  hair  wadi  that  I  bought  for 
you,  par,  out  of  my  coat  pocket,  I  tried  to  cypher  out 
the  name.  "  ClairehugKs  Tricopher<ms^  sez  I,  a  spel- 
lin  out  the  words,  letter  arter  letter,  but  arter  all  I 
couldn't  twist  my  tongue  into  speakin  it  out,  and  I 
felt  streaked  enough.  "  I  swow,"  sez  I,  jest  a  coughin 
a  leetle,  "  this  ere  influenza  chokes  me  so,  I  can't  per- 
nounce  a  bit." 
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**  Let  me  see,**  sez  Mr.  Tyler,  a  holdin  out  his 
hand  for  the  bottle. 

*'  Be  careful  now,  and  don't  take  out  the  cork,"  sez 
I,  '^  it's  the  clear  critter,  and  eenajest  the  smell  on 
it  will  set  your  hair  a  growin  till  a  four  ox  team 
couldn't  hold  it  back.  Oh,  gracious  1 "  sez  I,  **  now 
du  keep  your  glove  on,  or  the  palm  of  your  hand  will 
be  all  kivered  afore  momin."  But  he'd  got  the  bottle 
close  up  to  his  nose,  and  was  a  readin  away  like  all 
natur. 

"  Clairehugh,  that's  the  name,"  sez  he. 

"Wial,  didn't  I  tell  you  so?"  sez  I;  "cum 
along." 

With  that  I  ketched  hold  of  the  feller's  arm,  and 
in  less  than  no  time  we  were  a  goin  up  a  pair  of  stairs 
out  of  Broadway  into  one  of  the  purtyest  places  that 
ever  you  sot  eyes  on.  It  was  a  long  room,  all  car- 
peted off,  and  sot  round  with  benches  kivered  with 
shiny^  silk,  and  in  the  middle  on  it  was  a  great  round 
heap  of  silk  pillars  and  cushions,  one  on  'em  as  big 
round  as  a  cheese  tub,  and  about  as  high,  but  all 
kivered  and  sot  off  with  streaked  silk.  All  one  eend 
of  the  room,  and  all  around  the  walls  was  squared  off 
in  checkers,  and  more  than  fifty  lookin-glasses  was 
let  right  into  the  sides  of  the  room,  sot  around  with 
white,  and  with  gold  sprigs  a  curlin  all  around 
'em.  One  eend  was  all  winders,  and  t'other  was  all 
lookin-glasses,  and  one  took  a  pictur  of  t'other,  till 
the  hull  seemed  to  be  one  consamed  long  room  that 

I  5 
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nvould  take  a  half  hour  to  walk  over,  though  it  wam't 
so  dreadful  large  arter  all. 

We  hadn't  more  than  got  into  the  room  when  one 
of  the  biggest  lookin-glasses  swimg  open,  and  Mr. 
Clairehugh  walked  in  and  made  us  a  bow  that  I 
couldn't  a  beat  myself.  He's  a  proper  nice  feller,  I 
can  tell  you ;  there  ain't  a  member  of  our  State  L^&- 
latur  that's  got  better  manners,  or  speaks  more  like 
a  gentleman.  He  seemed  tu  know  what  we  wanted 
on  him  the  minit  he  sot  eyes  on  Mr.  Tyler ;  he  jest 
gin  his  shears  a  twirl,  and  sez  he  — 

''  The  la«t  fashion,  I  s'pose  ?  " 

"  Jest  so,"  sez  I. 

I  hadn't  scarcely  got  the  word  out  when  down  cum 
a  great  hunk  of  yaUer  hair  ca-swash  on  the  floor. 
Mr.  Tyler  kinder  gin  a  start,  and  rolled  up  his  eyes,  so 
sort  a  pitiful,  that  I  eenamost  felt  sorry  for  him ;  but 
afore  I  could  say  so,  down  cum  another  bilin,  and  in 
less  than  no  time  the  critter  was  transmogrified  till 
you  wouldn't  a  known  him.  Mr.  Clairehugh  he 
rubbed  somethin,  that  smelt  as  sweet  as  a  gal's  breath, 
all  over  his  head ;  and  when  he  got  up,  his  face  didn't 
seem  more  than  half  so  much  like  a  gun-lock  as  it  did 
afore,  and  there  raly  did  seem  tu  be  some  ^ape  to  his 
head.  Let  me  tell  you,  that  Bob  Tyler  ain't  to  be 
sneezed  at  in  the  way  of  good  looks,  when  his  head  is 
combed  and  his  face  washed ;  he's  a  cute  critter,  tu, 
and  I  take  to  him  as  flies  du  to  a  'lasses  cup. 

I  wish  you'd  a  seen  the  folks  stare  wh^i  we  got 
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back  to  Howard's  Hotel ;  but  they  hadn't  time  tu  say 
nothin,  for  the  hamsome  gals  and  chaps  with  the 
rosies,  and  the  President  and  aU,  was  jest  a  gittin  into 
the  coaches  to  go  tu  the  Theatre,  so  we  follered  suit 
and  cat  intu  the  fiist  carriage  that  had  any  room  in  it. 

They've  ben  a  fixin  up  that  Park  Theatre  quite  a 
considerable,  since  I  was  there.  The  smashin  great 
curtain  that  I  writ  about  once,  is  pulled  down,  and  a 
pesky  sight  hamsomer  one  hung  up  insted;  but  I 
hadn't  much  time  to  obsarve  it,  for  the  Theatre  was 
chuck  full  of  folks,  and  the  minit  we  went  in,  the  hull 
bilin  on  'em  got  up  and  begun  to  fling  their  hats  about 
and  yeU  a^n,  like  all  possessed.  I  tell  you  what,  par, 
these  ere  Toilers  are  nigh  about  tickled  tu  death  to 
think  that  I've  cum  back  agin.  The  President  and 
I,  we  both  got  up  and  laid  our  hands  agin  our  vest 
pockets  on  the  left  side,  and  then  we  begun  tu  grin 
like  two  whip-por-wills  in  a  black  alder  bush,  and  sot 
tu  bowin  and  roUin  up  our  eyes,  till  they  went  at  it  a 
consamed  sight  more  fearce  than  ever.  Arter  they 
begun  to  cool  down  a  trifle,  the  President  and  I,  we 
sot  down  on  one  of  the  front  benches ;  so  I  jest  gin 
the  hamsome  gal  a  wink  to  set  down  close  tu  t'other 
side,  and  then  the  hull  on  'em  begun  tu  pile  in,  till  we 
cut  about  as  hamsome  a  dash  as  a'most  anybody  need 
tu  see. 

The  mayor,  he  was  a  goin  tu  set  down  by  the 
captin,  but  when  he  see  me,  of  course  he  gin  way, 
and  sot  on  t'other  seat.     I  swan  tu  man,  par,  that 

I  « 
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are  mayor  is  a  prime  chap,  a  rale  downright  gentle- 
man, and  no  soft  solder.  I  ain't  jest  sartin  whether 
he's  a  Loco-fooo  or  a  Whig ;  but  dam  me  if  he  isn't 
a  fine  feller,  and  numbers  one  in  the  scale  of  human 
natur.  They  say  he's  one  of  the  cleverest  critters  to 
poor  folks  that  ever  lived.  And  I  believe  every  word 
on't 

Oh,  par,  it  was  enough  to  bust  a  feller's  heart  to  see 
the  play  that  they  was  a  acting  out  in  the  Theatre. 
There  was  a  poor  old  critter  that  they  called  Grandpa' 
Whitehead,  so  infarm  that  he  couldn't  but  jest  walk, 
and  he  lived  with  a  son  of  his'n,  and  he  used  to  play 
all  the  time  with  his  leetle  grandson,  and  spent  all 
his  money  tu  git  leetle  wooden  horses  and  sich 
things  for  the  shaver  to  play  with  — the  old  grand- 
sire  had  been  rich  once,  and  an  ungrateful  shote  that 
he'd  kinder  adopted,  cheated  him  out  of  all  he  had  on 
arth,  and  then  scrimped  out  a  leetle  money  back  agin^ 
twice  a  year,  jest  to  buy  back  his  etamal  small  chance 
of  a  soul  from  Old  Nick.  Wal,  old  grandpa's  son 
got  in  debt,  and  he  hadn't  nothin  tu  depend  on  but 
the  old  man's  money,  and  then  the  clever  old  coon 
up  and  spent  the  hull  on  it  the  minit  it  cum,  for  play- 
things and  sugar  hobbies  for  his  leetle  grandson — 
for  the  good-hearted  critter  didn't  know  that  his  son 
wanted  the  money.  Oh,  dear,  what  mean  critters  this 
runnin  in  debt  does  make  on  us  I  When  old  grand- 
pa's son  found  out  that  the  money  was  gone,  he  bust 
rite  out  a  swearin  as  mad  as  could  be,  and  said  he'd 


BY  JONATHAN   SLICK^   ESQ.  181 

turn  poor  old  grandsire  out  a  doors:  the  old  chap 
heard  it,  and  it  nigh  about  kUled  him ;  the  poor  old 
critter  took  his  hat,  and  kis3^  the  leetle  shaver  his 
grandson,  as  if  his  poor  heart  was  a  bustin  right  there, 
and  then  he  went  straight  off  in  a  cold  snow  storm,  a 
cryin  like  a  baby  without  a  house  or  hum  to  kiver 
him. 

Oh,  dear,  suz  I  I  couldn't  hold  in  any  longer,  but 
boo-ho-o-o-ed  right  out  afore  'em  alL  I  couldn't  a 
helped  it  if  every  critter  there  had  ben  a  pokin  Am  at 
me  for  a  great  calf.  The  gals  and  winunen  folks  all 
around  sniggered  out  tu,  and  you  never  heerd  sich  a 
sighin  and  sobbin  in  aU  your  life.  The  hamsome  gal 
that  sot  by  me,  she  gin  clear  out,  and  cried  as  if  she 
raly  would  go  into  a  conniption-fit.  If  I'd  never  took 
a  shine  tu  the  tender-hearted  varmint  afore,  I  should  a 
melted  down  tu  see  her  take  on  so.  Arter  aU,  a  gal 
may  be  as  harnsome  as  a  pictur,  but,  if  she  haint  got  no 
feelin  for  others,  she  never  gits  tu  the  core  of  a  feller's 
heart  that's  got  one  worth  havin.  I  shouldn't  a  dared 
tu  tuch  that  leetle  hand  of  her'n  with  the  tip  eend  of 
my  onion  grapple  any  other  time,  but  when  she  bust 
right  out  agin  so,  I  took  hold  of  her  hand  afore  I 
knew  it,  and  sez  I,  a  boo-hoo-ing  aU  the  time,  sez 
I—     . 

"  Don't  take  on  so,  now  don't." 
But  she  only  bust  out  in  a  new  spot ;  and,  like  a 
great  bossy  calf,  I  had  to  jine,in  agin. 

Wal,  by-am-by,  a  chap  that  lived  with  the  scamp 
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that  had  cheated  old  Grandpa'  Whitehead  out  of  his 
money,  he  found  the  poor  soul  a  lyin  on  the  door 
eenamost  froze  to  deam.  So  he  took  him  in  all 
shiverin  and  shakin  with  cold,  and  his  gray  hair  and 
coat  all  kiyered  with  snow  flakes,  and  he  sot  him 
down  by  the  fire  and  gin  him  a  hunk  of  short  cake  and 
a  glass  of  currant  wine  tu  drink,  and  that  seemed  to 
chirk  the  old  critter  up  quite  a  considerable ;  by-am- 
by  his  grand'arter,  she  was  a  lookin  arter  him,  and 
ciun  in,  but  when  the  old  critter  found  out  that  his 
son  had  ben  sent  tu  jail  and  the  family  hadn't  no  hum, 
he  flung  up  his  wrinkled  hands  and  his  white  hair 
flew  about,  and  he  was  as  crazy  as  a  wild  bear. 

Wal,  while  he  was  a  knockin  away  at  the  doors 
and  hollering  all  sorts  of  things,  the  scamp  that  had 
cheated  him,  he  come  into  the  room,  a  poor,  sick, 
peaked  lookin  varmint  he  was,  and  he  couldn't  stand 
the  sight  of  the  crazy  old  man,  but  went  right  down 
on  his  knees  and  owned  that  he  was  the  damdest,  con- 
samdest,  etamal  scoundrel  on  the  face  of  the  arth, 
which  was  the  ginuine  truth  and  no  mistake.  Wal, 
the  scamp  he  paid  over  all  the  chink,  and  there  was 
a  hull  grist  of  huggin  and  kissin  goin  on,  and  the  old 
grandsire  seemed  tu  be  about  as  near  runnin  crazy 
with  joy  as  he  had  ben  with  trouble. 

Didn't  that  gal's  face  look  hamsomer  while  all  this 
was  a  goin  on  I  Fust  it  was  wet  with  cryin,  and  then  a 
smile  would  bust  through  that  mouth  and  all  over  her 
face,  till  it  put  you  in  mind  of  the  sun  when  it  cums 
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a  steerin  over  a  bunch  of  wild  rosies  arter  a  shower. 
But  the  old  white-headed  chap  and  the  rest  on  'em 
was  a  bowing  to  us  from  the  stage ;  so  as  the  President 
was  tu  lazy,  I  got  up  and  made  them  a  prime  bow,  for 
if  he  didn't  know  what  good  manners  was,  I  did,  and 
reeled  it  off  without  scrimpin. 

Jest  as  I  got  up,  the  curtain  cum  down  ca-chunk, 
and  the  folks  all  riz  and  gin  me  three  cheers  that 
made  the  blood  bile  in  my  heart  like  maple  sap  in  a 

sugar  kittle.     Then  a  leetle,  lank,  office-seekin  chap 

sticks  hisself  up  in  the  back  seats,  and  yelled  out, 

**  Three  cheers  for  the  President  1 " 

But  lord  a  marcy,  cheers  aint  to  be  hauled  out  of  a 

crowd  of  free-bom  citizens  like  fish  from  a  mill  pond. 

Two  or  three  mean  lookin  shotes  like  him  squealed 

out  "  Hurra  1 "  but  that  bait  wasn't  temptin  enough  for 

knowin  fish.     I  didn't  want  to  make  the  President 
-  feel  bad,  nor  jealous,  nor  nothin,  so  I  jest  gin  old 

bell-crown  a  whirl,  and  hollered  out,  "  Three  cheers 

for  my  friend,  the  captin," 

Gaury,  didn't  they  let  into  it  then  !  the  ruff  with 

all  its  picturs  and  curlecues  seemed  a  liftin  right  up 

from  the  walls,  hats  and  hankerchers  streamed  out, 

and  sich  a  blast  of  human  thunder  aint  heerd  every 

night  at  the  Park  Theatre. 

"  That'll  du,"  sez  I,  a  sinkin  old  bell-crown,  and 

letting  myself  off  in  a  bow  like  an  iled  jack-knife. 

"  That  11  du.     Now,  captin,  I  guess  we'd  better  go 

hum." 
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"  But  IVe  got  to  go  the  Chatham  Theatre  yit,** 
sez  the  captin,  a  takin  up  his  hat.  ^^  The  Democracy^ 
the  Democracy^  you  know,  Mr.  Slick^  that  must  be 
our  fust  consideration." 

'*  You  aint  a  goin^  Mr.  Slick?  "  sez  the  harnsome 
gal,  a  lookin  with  them  two  eyes  right  into  mine,  and 
a  clinchin  them  ere  white  fingers  over  the  edge  of  old 
bell-crown. 

"  I  ruther  guess  not,"  sez  I,  a  droppin  my  yaller 
hankercher  over  that  pesky  white  hand,  for  it  looked 
so  temptin  that  I  was  afeard  the  President  would  want 
to  git  hold  on  it,  and  somehow  a  President  al'ers  does 
purty  much  as  he's  a  mind  to  with  the  gals,  except 
now  and  then  one  that's  got  a  right  idee  of  her 
place. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  captin,  if  you're  detarmined  to 
tackle  in  with  that  amimal  that  you  jest  mentioned, 
make  up  your  mind  to  cut  your  own  fodder.  I  go  for 
human  natur  in  gineral  —  the  best  part  of  human 
natur  I  take  to  be  the  wimmen  folks  —  so,  if  you'd 
jest  as  livs,  Pll  stay  and  go  hum  with  the  gals." 

With  that,  Captin  Tyler  and  the  mayor,  and  the 
chaps  with  the  silk  rosies  went  off;  but  Bobert 
Tyler  and  I  jest  hitched  on  tu  the  wimmen  critters, 
and  took  them  hum  tu  the  Howard  Hotel  The 
landlord,  he  sent  us  some  drink  that  was  enough  to 
make  your  eyes  water ;  besides  a  great  dish  of  pine- 
apples sliced  up,  sugared  off  and  with  wine  poured  all 
oyer  'em,  that  he  sot  right  under  the  glass  dish  ftdl  of 
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fire,  where  they  lay  yaller  and  shiny  enough  to  tempt 
a  tee-totaler  to  break  his  pledge.  The  wimmen,  they 
all  drawed  up  round  the  table,  and  while  they  were 
layin  into  the  eatables  and  drinkables,  I  jest  sidled 
round  to  the  hamsome  gal  and  took  one  of  marm's 
dough-nuts  out  of  my  pocket,  and  I  slid  it  into  her 
hand.     I  gin  her  a  wink,  and,  sez  I  — 

"  Keep  dark !  I  don't  want  tu  be  mean,  nor 
nothin ;  I  haint  got  enough  to  go  all  round." 

She  was  so  tickled  that  she  turned  red  all  oyer,  and 
eenamost  larfed  out;  but  she  took  the  hint  and  rolled 
the  dough^nut  up  in  her  hankercher,  not  to  make  the 
rest  jealous. 

Jest  then,  I  slipped  out  and  run  down  tu  the  sloop, 
for  I  felt  a  dry  agin,  and  them  pine-apples  made  me 
feel  sort  of  womblecropped  about  the  stomach. 

When  I  got  back,  the  captin  he  was  there,  jest  a 
fixin  for  bed;  the  gals  looked  wilted  and  a'most 
tuckered  out,  but  I  hope  I  may  be  kicked  tu  death 
with  grasshoppers,  if  Captin  Tyler  didn't  up  and 
buss  'em  all -^  every  darned  one  —  afore  he  went. 
With  that,  I  got  up,  and  sez  I,  a  wipin  my  lips,  sez 
I  — 

"  Captin,  arter  you  is  manners  for  me." 

The  wimmen  they  huddled  together  like  pullets 
under  an  old  cart,  some  on  'em  gin  a  leetle  scream, 
and  all  on  'em  was  in  a  tamal  twitter.  Poor  critters  I 
I  s'pose  they  raly  were  afeard  that  I  shouldn't  kiss 
any  but  the  hamsomest  —  but  lord  a  marcy,  they 
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didn't  know  me  I  I  al'rs  du  the  fair  thing  —  so,  like 
the  old  wimmen  with  their  winter  taters,  I  tackled 
the  least  temptin  among  'em  fust,  and  gin  'em  all  a 
rale  ginuine  Weathersfield  smack  that  they  seemed 
tu  relish,  for  the  onions  I'd  fed  on  a  hull  week  gin  a 
flavor  to  it,  that  must  a  ben  prime,  arter  the  captin's 
tobaccer  lips.  Besides,  the  captin's  nose  was  so  power- 
ful long  that  he  had  to  kiss  sideways,  which  was  rather 
awk'ard. 

Wal,  when  I'd  gone  round,  straight  ahead,  and  no 
flinchin,  I  tapered  off  with  the  hamsomest  gal ;  but 
I  couldn't  kiss  them  lips  of  her^n,  for  when  a  feller 
raly  takes  a  notion  to  a  gal,  he's  as  skeery  as  a  year 
old  colt.  I  on'y  jest  touched  them  red  cheeks  with 
my  pouters,  but  —  ah,  git  awayl — that  one  leetle 
touch  made  me  tremble  all  over,  and  sot  my  blood  a 
tingling  more  than  all  the  other  kisses  I  give  that 
night,  and  some  on  'em  were  prime,  right  on  the 
lips  and  considerable  lengthy. 

Wal,  jest  as  we  got  through,  the  landlord  of  the 
Howard  Hotel  —  a  nice  hamsome  chap  —  he  cum  in 
with  a  great  candlestick  of  solid  silver  in  his  hand, 
and  sez  he,  a  bowin,  sez  he  — 

"  Does  your  excellency  wish  to  retire  ?  " 

Now  my  opinion  is,  that  he  ought  tu  have  spoken 
to  the  captin,  but  as  I've  been  called  an  excellent 
feller,  ever  since  I  can  remember,  in  course  it  meant 
me,  so  sez  I  — 

**  Wal,  it's  my  natur  to  be  ruther  retirin,  so  I 
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don't  care  if  I  du ;  come  along,  captin,  you  might  as 
well  begin  to  practice  now." 

The  captin  didn't  seem  to  hear  me,  so  we  follered 
the  landlord  into  a  room  sot  off  as  hamsome  as  any 
we'd  seen  yit,  with  a  great  high  bed  pillared  off  aad 
curtined  over  till  it  raly  made  one  sleepy  to  look  at 
it.  There  was  another  glass  bowl  on  a  stem  that 
seemed  chuck  full  of  moonshine,  and  great  chairs,  all 
cushioned  off,  and  a  slab  of  solid  marble  that  seemed 
as  cold  as  a  tomb  stone,  sot  in  wood ;  and  on  that 
was  a  great  white  Chiny  bowl  and  pitchers,  as  big  as 
all  out  doors,  and  brim  full  of  Croton  water ;  and 
every  thing  else  on  arth  that  a  critter  could  think  on. 

The  captin,  he  offs  coat  and  boots  and  gin  a  dive 
at  the  wash  bowl,  and  if  he  didn't  sudze  his  face  and 
hands,  I  never  see  one  that  did. 

**  There,  now,  I  begin  to  feel  better,"  sez  he,  a 
wipin  off  with  a  towel  that  looked  as  fine  as  a  gal's 
hankercher. 

I  was  a  puUin  away  at  them  consarned  new  boots 
of  mine,  but  the  contrary  critters  wouldn't  give  an 
inch,  heel  nor  toe.  I  was  eenajest  out  of  breath,  so  I 
jumped  into  a  great  hamsome  chair  and  histed  my 
leg  over  the  arm,  and  sez  I,  "  Captin,  give  us  a  pull." 

«« That's  it,"  sez  he,  a  larfin,  "  everybody  wants 
me  to  give  'em  a  pull,  but  none  on  'em  think  to  boost 
back  agin." 

But  he  took  hold,  and  pulled  away  like  a  good 
feller.     I  hung  onto  the  chair  and  worked  my  face 
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round  like  a  gun-lock,  for  he  hurt  consamedly,  but 
tu  rights  off  cum  the  boot,  and  over  went  the  captin 
right  on  eend  with  the  stomper  in  his  hand,  and 
keeled  up  a'most  under  the  table.  I  jumped  out  of 
the  chair  and  helped  him  up,  and  sez  I  — 

**  Dear  auz,  you  aint  hurt  now,  are  you  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit,**  sez  he ;  "  Tm  used  to  hard  knocks 
in  the  sarvice  of  my  friends." 

"  Dam  me,  if  I  don't  believe  that's  the  truth,"  sez 
I ;  "  them  friends  of  your'n  will  be  the  death  of  you 
yit  But  never  seem  tu  mind  it ;  chirk  up,  and  jest 
look  a  here." 

With  that,  I  went  up  to  old  bell-crown,  that  I'd 
sot  on  the  table,  and  I  took  out  a  bottle  of  switchel 
that  I'd  brought  from  the  sloop  and  put  handy ;  I 
shook  it  up,  and  arter  taMn  a  swig,  I  handed  it 
over  to  the  President.  He  gin  an  allfired  pull  — 
then  he  took  a  long  sigh  and  went  at  it  agin,  till 
you  could  hear  the  diink  gurgle  in  his  throat  as  it 
went  down.     I  swan,  it  did  me  good  tu  see  him. 

Arter  the  captin  had  purty  well  satisfied  himself, 
he  sot  the  bottle  down  and  went  to  the  marble  table ; 
he  took  up  a  leetle  white  brush  that  lay  there  and 
begun  to  scrub  away  at  his  teeth.  I  kept  a  purty 
good  look  out  to  see  what  he  did,  for  I  didn't  want 
the  captin  to  think  that  I'd  ben  brought  up  in  the 
woods ;  and  so  the  minit  he'd  done,  I  walked  up,  and 
sez  I  — 

"  I  reckon  mine  won't  be  hurt  by  a  leetle  scrubbin." 
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He  kinder  held  on  a  minit,  and  then  he  handed 
over. 

"  You're  a  true  democrat,  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he. 

^^  Jest  so,"  sez  I,  a  scowerin  away  at  my  grinders. 
"  Jest  hand  over  that  are  towel,  if  you've  got  through, 
wont  you  ?  " 

With  that,  I  dived  into  the  wash  bowl  and  made 
the  water  fly  about  right,  while  the  captin  was  a 
skinning  ofl^,  and  by  the  time  I'd  wiped  the  water  out 
of  my  peepers,  he  was  a  standin  there,  all  undressed, 
with  a  kind  of  a  silk  pudden-bag  drawn  on  his  head, 
and  a  great  heavy  tossel  a  hangin  down  to  the  bindin 
of  his  shirt.  Between  you  and  I  and  the  post,  par, 
Captin  Tyler  aint  to  be  sneezed  at,  in  the  way  of 
good  looks,  when  he's  got  his  coat  off —  he's  a  prime 
lookin  old  feller,  and  no  mistake. 

Wal,  the  captin  he  took  another  swig  at  the 
switchel,  and  turned  in ;  so  I  peeled  off  as  fast  as  I 
could,  and  follered  arter. 

I  will  say  this  for  the  captin,  —  he  gives  a  feller  a 
good  half  of  the  bed  and  don't  crowd.  When  I  fiist 
turned  in,  the  bed  was  so  soft  and  sunk  down  so, 
that  I  ketched  hold  of  the  captin  to  keep  from  fallin 
through.  But  insted  of  bein  mad,  as  some  stuck-up 
critters  would  be,  he  thought  I  wanted  to  lie  spoon- 
fashion,  and  turned  over  as  nat'ral  as  could  be.  But 
the  tossel  of  that  silk  consam  on  his  head  begun  to 
tickle  my  nose  so  that  it  sot  my  influenza  a  workin, 
and  I  had  a  purty  severe  coughin  spelL 
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When  I  got  over  it,  the  captin  he  begun  to  ask  my 
opinion  of  things  in  generaL  I  talked  right  up  to 
him,  as  a  free-bom  American  ought  tu,  and  he  and 
I  had  a  purty  considerable  confab  —  I'd  tell  you  all 
about  it,  but  don't  think  it  jest  the  thing  to  get  all  a 
feller's  secrets  out  on  him,  and  then  shell  them  out  to 
the  world.  We  talked  purty  nigh  on  to  midnight, 
and  jest  as  a  ginuine  snore  had  lost  its  way  a  trying 
to  git  through  the  President's  nose,  a  hull  storm  of 
music  bust  out  right  under  the  winder.  The  President 
and  I,  we  jumped  right  on  eend,  and  dived  bead 
for'ard  to  the  winder.  There  was  a  hull  squad  of 
fellers  a  rollin  out  the  music,  and  a  singin  like  so  many 
good  natured  pussy  cats  shut  out  o'  doors.  When 
they  see  the  President  and  I  stick  our  heads  out,  they 
bust  off  into  Yankee  Doodle,  and  reeled  it  off  till  the 
President  and  I  couldn't  stand  it ;  but  we  took  m 
our  heads  and  broke  down  into  a  double  shuffle,  right 
on  the  spot.  Oh  gracious !  didn't  we  put  it  down ! 
It  raly  was  a  sight  to  behold,  —  the  louder  they  let 
off  the  music,  the  harder  we  put  it  down,  till  by  and 
by  they  tapered  off  into  another  tune,  and  we  broke 
right  off  short  as  pie  crust,  and  each  took  a  swig  of 
the  switcheL  Then  we  stuck  our  heads  out  agin,  and 
I  took  off  the  captin's  silk  consam  by  the  tossel,  and 
gin  it  a  swing,  while  he  waved  his  hand  about,  and  I 
yelled^' Hurra  1" 

Oh,  Lord  a  marcy !  if  there  wasn't  that  fust  rate 
critter,  the  mayor,  cum  all  the  way  down  to  see  if  we'd 
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got  to  bed  safe.  Par,  don't  forget  to  send  him  a  hull 
barrel  of  red  onions  by  Captin  Doolittle  the  next  trip. 
I've  took  a  shine  to  that  man. 

The  muzisioners  cleared  out,  and  the  President  and 
I  went  to  bed  agin.  But  let  me  tell  you  one  thing, 
par  —  Captin  Tyler  ain't  a  man  to  be  sneezed  at  — 
he  balks  at  your  consamed  tangled  up  half  for'ener 
music ;  but  give  him  the  ginuine  Yankee  Doodle,  and 
no  demisaniquavers,  and  he'll  go  through  it  heel  and 
toe  like  a  good  feller.  But  if  you  once  put  him  out, 
hell  cut  in  with  a  double  shuffle,  and  as  like  as  not 
smash  the  fiddlers.  I  can't  right  no  more  to-night, 
but  remain. 

Your  loving  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXIX. 

JONATHAN  SLICK  IN  NEW  YORK. 

JONATHAN  GOES  TO  SEE  MR.  MACKEADT. DESCRIPTION  OF 

THE  THEATRE. — INTRODUCES   HIMSELF  TO  A  HANDSOME 

GIRL  AT  THE  THEATRE. ENTERS  INTO  A  FLIRTATION. — 

PROMISES  TO  VISIT    HER. JONATHAN   TAKES   A  NOVEL 

METHOD  OF  PROVIDING  HIMSELF  WITH  A  FASHIONABLE 
DRESS. — QUARRELS  WITH  CAPTAIN  DOOLITTLE.  —  IS  RE- 
CONCILED, AND  STARTS  OFF  TO  MAKE  A  MORNING  CALL 
ON  THE  HANDSOME   GIRL. 

To  Mr.  Zepheniah  Slick,  Esquire,  Jutiice  of  the  Peace  and  Deaam 
of  the  Church,  aver  to  Wether ejidd,  StaU  of  Connecticut. 

Dear  Par, 

Here  I  am  agin,  safe  and  sound,  large  as  life,  and 
chipper  as  a  grasshopper  on  a  high  rock  in  a  sunshiny 
day.  I  tell  you  what,  —  a  few  ginuine  huskings  to 
hum,  with  purty  gals  to  put  the  music  in  a  feller's 
elbows,  as  he  strips  the  husks  off  from  the  com,  is 
jest  the  sort  of  occasions  to  put  the  grit  into  a  feller 
from  top  to  toe, — jest  top  them  off  with  an  apple 
cut  or  so,  sich  as  we  had  to  our  house  when  you  and 
marm  cut  about  amongst  the  gals  and  the  young 
chaps,  like  two  spring  colts  jest  let  out  to  grass ;  and 
taper  the  huU  off  with  a  week  sich  as  I  had  a  ropin 
onions  with  Judy  White,  with  her  pesky  red  pouters 
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a  one  side^  and  two  or  three  prim  Weathersfield  gab 
on  'tother^  a  turning  their  good  natured  eyes  at  a 
feller  every  strings  till  lus  heart  is  a  cuttin  pigeon 
wings  agin  his  ribs  to  the  mnsic  of  their  larf — jest 
let  a  chap  get  used  to  that  sort  o'  pastur/and  consam 
me,  if  it  don't  du  more  towards  making  a  ginuine 
man  of  him  than  a  hull  etamity  of  York  life,  where 
every  other  man  and  gal  you  meet  have  got  their 
hearts  so  tamally  used  up,  that  they  have  to  lean  agin 
their  back  bones  to  rest  more  than  half  the  time,  and 
likely  as  not  git  sound  to  sleep  at  that. 

The  old  sloop  jest  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and 
hauled  in  to  Peck  Slip  the  night  arter  Mr.  Macready, 
a  smashin  actor  from  the  old  country,  got  to  the  Park 
Theatre,  where  he's  been  a  acting  out  things  that'd 
xnake  your  hair  stand  right  up  an  eend,  eenajest  to  see 
it.  I  tell  you  what,  he's  a  hull  team,  and  a  horse  to 
let  —  no  mistake  in  that, 

Wal,  the  minit  I  got  in  and  found  out  what  was 
goin  on,  think,  sez  I,  '^  111  go  and  take  a  squint  at 
this  chap,  —  he  seems  to  be  kickin  up  an  allfired  dust, 
and  I  should  like  to  know  what  it's  all  about."  So  I 
up  and  put  on  a  clean  dicky,  and  slicked  down 
my  hair  with  the  eend  of  a  taller  candle.  Captin 
Doolittle,  the  mean  snipe,  wouldn't  unhead  a  cag  of 
that  lard,  so  as  to  let  me  put  on  the  extra  shine, 
consam  him  I  —  and  arter  brushin  down  with  a 
hamful  of  straw  that  I  took  from  an  onion  barrel,  I 
jumped  on  deck  as  neat  as  a  new  pin.     It  was 
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eenajest  dark^  so  I  pulled  foot  right  to  the  theatre^ 
and  went  straight  ahead  up  the  steps,  jest  a  stoppin 
to  take  a  squint  at  the  buildin,  that  looked  kinder 
like  an  old  friend  with  a  new  coat  on,  or  a  young  gal 
jest  fixed  up  for  a  sabberday.  It's  all  slicked  up  and 
smoothed  down,  and  painted  over  so  consamed  ham- 
some,  I  wish  you  could  see  it  The  man  at  the 
leetle  green  flannel  door,  he  didn't  seem  to  know  me 
at  fust,  but  I  jest  took  off  my  hat  and  gin  him  a  look 
that  did  the  business  for  him  in  no  time. 

"  Mr.  Slick,"  sez  he,  "  how  du  you  du  ?  walk  in." 
I  put  on  my  hat  agin  and  went  in,  —  but,  lord  a 
marcy  1  the  hull  house  was  chuck  full  and  runnin  over 
with  folks.  You  couldn't  a  hung  up  a  flaxseed  edge* 
ways,  they  were  so  aUfired  thick ;  but  the  chap  in 
the  entry  way,  sez  he,  "  Seein  it's  you,  I'U  try  and 
pinch  out  a  corner ;  "  and  sez  I,  "Jest  so." 

Gauly  oppilus  I  but  aint  they  flxed  up  that  Park 
Theatre  in  the  inside !  The  ruff  is  all  curlecued  over 
with  leetle  naked  babies  a  cuttin  about  among  the 
pictur  clouds,  —  and  gals  as  large  as  life,  and  eenamost 
as  nat'ral,  a  playin  up  there  like  all  possessed,  and  a 
flingin  down  posies  that  some  how  never  fall,  or  get 
only  jest  so  fur  down,  night  in  and  night  out.  Then 
there's  the  great  golden  dishes  a  hangin  up  all  round, 
and  a  drippin  over  with  light,  and  chunks  of  gold  a 
shinin  every  which  way,  and  picturs,  and  red  curtins, 
and  red  cushions  on  the  benches,  all  branfired  new 
and  shinin  like  a  gal's  face  when  she's  a  flxin  to  be 
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married.  I  swow,  it  eenamost  dazzled  my  eyes  when 
I  went  in. 

Wal,  I  sot  down  on  a  bench  runnin  over  with  ham- 
some  gals^  that  squoze  close  together  and  squinched 
themselyes  up  to  make  room  for  me.  I  hadn't  room 
to  put  both  arms  down  to  once,  so  one  on  'em  kinder 
fell  over  back  of  the  bench,  and,  afore  I  knew  it,  was 
eenajest  round  the  hamsomest  critter  that  I  ever  sot 
eyes  on  in  my  hull  life.  Did  you  ever  see  a  race 
horse  up  on  eend  for  a  run,  with  his  neck  curled  over 
like  an  ox  bow,  and  his  skin  shinia  like  a  junk  bottle  ? 
Did  you  ever  look  into  the  critter's  eyes,  and  see  the 
fire  dancing  through  the  black  ?  —  amimal  lightning, 
every  darned  spark  on  it.  K  you've  seen  that  are, 
then  you've  got  some  idee  of  the  allfired  smashin 
critter  that  my  arm  was  eenamost  girting  afore  I 
took  a  squint  at  her  face. 

Wal,  she  squinched  a  trifle  and  gin  a  leetle  start, 
and  then  gin  me  a  look  with  them  etamal  long  big 
eyes  that  made  me  a'most  jump  on  eend,  and  yit  I  sot 
like  a  great  gawk  a  staring  right  intu  her  face,  jest 
as  if  I  hadn't  no  mamers.  Quill  wheels  and  cheese 
presses !  wasn't  that  critter  something  worth  while ! 
sich  lips  —  red  as  a  blood  beet,  and  shiny  as  a  hamful 
of  wrntergreen  berries !  Consam  it,  if  ther'd  been  a 
honey  bee  in  the  theatre,  he  couldn't  a  keep  from 
lighting  right  between  'em ;  and  if  he  didn't  find  the 
breath  as  sweet  agin  as  all  the  honey  he  ever  stole 
from  a  clover  top,  I  must  a  been  darndly  cheated  by 
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the  looks  on  'em  —  that's  jest  it  I  Her  neck^  and  that 
great  broad  forred  of  her'n,  looked  sort  a  brown  and 
slick^  alike  a  hazlenut  jest  afore  it  rattles  from  the 
shuck ;  and  I  never  see  a  crow  a  flying  in  the  hot 
sun  BO  black  and  shiny,  as  the  thick  swad  of  hair  that 
hung  braided  and  twistified  up  with  gold  chains,  rale 
ginuine  gold,  all  round  that  hamsome  head  of  her'n. 
I  swan  tu  man,  she  was  the  fust  gal  that  ever  made 
Jonathan  Slick  feel  as  if  he  wasn't  tu  hum  in  good 
company.  Our  black  colt,  with  his  taperin  limbs, 
that  soft  shiny  mane,  and  them  eyes  that  seemed  to 
ketch  fire  when  the  sim  strikes  'em  —  is  about  as 
much  like  a  common  cider-mill  horse,  as  she  is  like 
the  ginerality  of  wimmen  folks.  She  was  eenajest  as 
tall  as  I  be,  and  big  enough  every  way  to  match  — 
a  rale  downright  sneezer  of  a  gal,  that  a'most  took 
away  my  breath  every  time  my  eye  ketched  her'n ; 
and  consam  me,  if  that  wasn't  every  two  seconds 
while  I  sot  there. 

If  somebody  had  knocked  me  into  the  middle  of 
next  week,  I  couldn't  a  kept  my  eyes  off  from  the 
proud  lookin  varmint;  and  arter  the  fust  dive  she 
seemed  to  take  about  as  much  of  a  shine  to  me  as  I 
did  to  her ;  and  when  she  did  kinder  start  up,  it  was 
jest  to  scrouch  a  leetle  closer  to  me  than  she  was 
afore ;  and  it  was  all  I  could  du  to  keep  from  tight- 
enin  my  arm  a  trifle,  right  there  afore  'em  all.  I 
didn't  see  any  more  of  the  acting  that  night,  I  can 
tell  you,  but  sot  there  kinder  scared,  and  then  agiii 
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Sort  a  tickled^  without  knowin  for  sartin  which  eend 
my  head  was  on. 

By-am-by^  she  looked  up  as  soft  as  a  mealy  potater^ 
and  sez  she^  eenamost  a  whisperin,  sez  she^  '^You 
don't  see  well — will  you  take  a  glass  ?  " 

'^  I'm  obleeged  to  you,"  sez  I,  a  straightenin  up  as 
parpindiclar  as  a  man  that's  signed  the  pledge  ought 
to,  when  he^s  led  head  over  heels  intu  temptation. 
'^  I'm  jest  as  much  obleeged  as  if  I'd  drunk  a  quart. 
But  I'm  a  teetotaller  tu  the  back  bone,  as  temperate 
as  a  watercress;  straight  up  and  down  in  that  are 
purticler  as  a  streak  of  lightnin  keeled  eend  up." 

By  gosh,  didn't  them  whoppin  black  eyes  of  her'n 
open  and  grow  lai^er  while  I  was  a  sayin  that! 
Her  cheeks,  tu,  got  redder  and  redder,  like  a  winter 
apple  in  the  fall  time.  Think,  sez  I,  ^^  Jonathan 
Slick,  you've  done  it  now  1  jest  kicked  over  your  own 
milk  pail,  you  tamal  fool  you;  you're  jest  like  all 
the  other  coots  that  can't  keep  from  makin  hog^ 
o'  themselves,  without  raisin  a  touse  about  it,  and 
yellin  out  for  the  hull  arth  to  see  how  much  better 
they  are  than  other  folks."  With  that  I  jest  bent 
over  a  trifle,  and  grinned  jest  enough  to  show  my 
corn-grinders;  and  sez  I — 

"  Them  eyes  of  your'n,  marm,  are  enough  to  in- 
toxicate fifty  jest  such  chaps  as  I  am,  without  the 
help  of  licker.  I'm  ready  tu  mix  spirits  at  them 
kind  o'  wells  tu  all  etamity,  and  a  day  arter ;  so  jest 
put  that  shiny  leetle  bottle  up." 
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The  critter  had  been  holdin  up  a  leetle  bottle,  sort 
o'  long,  and  sprigged  over  with  gold,  with  a  handle 
of  solid  gold,  that  kinder  slid  about  on  it.  It  was  a 
darned  hamsome  consam,  and  wouldn't  hold  more 
than  half  a  pint,  at  the  most.  But  when  I  said  this, 
she  dropped  it  in  her  lap,  like  a  hot  potater;  and 
there  it  lay,  sort  a  buried  in  the  ridges  of  shiny 
black  velvet  that  her  dress  was  made  on ;  and  that 
allfired  hamsome  face  of  her'n  was  kinder  turned  up 
tu  mine,  chuck  full  of  wonderment ;  and  then  a  krf 
bust  right  out,  all  over  it,  tUl  her  eyes  and  her 
mouth,  and  every  purty  spot  in  her  head  seemed  to 
be  a  talkin  to  each  other,  like  a  nest  of  young  robbins 
a  tryin  to  sing,  and  yit  the  critter  didn't  make  a  mite 
o'  noise. 

I  could  feel  the  larf  a  streakin  it  over  my  face  tu, 
for,  think,  sez  I,  "  Jonathan,  you've  made  one  convart 
a'ready."  So,  jest  tu  keep  the  good  cause  a  goin,  I 
took  the  gal's  hankercher,  all  made  out  o'  stitch-work 
and  shiny  lace,  out  of  her  hand,  and  laid  it  over  the 
bottle;  and  sez  I — 

"  There,  cover  the  varmint  up,  that's  a  good  gal, 
and  don't  use  it  agin — there  now — will  you? " 

She  kinder  gin  a  leetle  start,  and  dropped  her 
hand,  as  if  to  pick  the  hankercher  up  agin;  and 
some  how  afore  I  knew  it,  that  pesky  little  soft  hand 
was  tangled  all  up  in  miae,  and  both  on  'em  kinder 
crept  under  the  hankercher,  like  two  mice  in  a  pan 
o'  meal. 
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Oh,  git  outl  but  wasn't  I  skeeredl  At  fust,  I 
wouldn't  a  looked  in  her  face  for  fifty  cents ;  but  sot 
right  up,  pajpendiclar  as  a  cro-bar,  a  lookin  at  the 
stage  afore  me,  with  all  my  might ;  for  I  expected 
every  minit  that  she'd  cuflFmy  ears  right  there,  afore 
all  the  folks. 

But  I  needn't  a  got  into  a  fit  of  the  dreadful  suz, 
on  that  account.  Her  hand  took  tu  mine  as  a  kitten 
does  tu  warm  milk.  It  lay  as  contented  as  a  hum- 
ming bird  gone  tu  sleep  under  a  seed  onion  top. 

By-am-by  I  took  a  squint  at  her,  and  there  she 
sot,  lookin  right  straight  ahead,  jest  as  if  butter 
wouldn't  melt  between  them  tanterlizing  red  lips  of 
her'n,  I  never  see  a  cosset  lamb  cropping  white 
clover  look  half  so  innocent. 

Somehow  I  didn't  seem  to  be  much  skeered  arter 
that,  nor  yet  quite  satisfied.  I'm  one  of  them  sort 
o'  chaps  that  likes  to  club  down  my  pears  and 
peaches.  When  they  get  so  ripe  as  to  tumble  down 
round  my  ears,  they  al'ers  seem  too  meller  for  hearty 
eating.  Grals  don't  know  which  side  their  bread  is 
buttered  on,  when  they  let  a  feller  come  the  soft 
aodder  over  'em  tu  easy.  But  yet,  think,  sez  I,  "  who 
keeres  ?  "  It  aint  every  chap  that  finds  such  a  leetle 
white  plump  hand  a  droppin  into  his  the  fust  night 
he  comes  tu  York,  let  alone  sich  a  face  to  back  it  up. 
Wal,  there  we  sot  and  sot,  till  the  curtin  right 
afore  us  came  down  ca-chunk  agin  the  flooi*,  and 
all  the  folks  riz  up  as  if  it  was  time  tu  be  a  goin. 
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The  gal  got  up,  took  the  bottle  and  hankercher  in 
one  hand,  and  seemed  tu  be  kinder  lookin  aroiind  for 
something.  I  was  jest  a  crookin  my  elbow^  and  had 
eenamost  said,  '*  Shall  I  haye  the  pleasure  to  see  you 
hum,  marm?"  as  we  do  at  singin  school,  when  a 
feller  that  had  been  settin  right  behind  us  riz  up,  and 
stuck  out  his  hand  as  nat'nd  as  git  out. 

The  gal  kinder  gin  a  turn,  and  while  she  made 
bleeve  pin  her  shawl,  chucked  a  piece  o'  paper  into 
my  hand,  and  put  the  consamed  little  hand  that  Pd 
been  a  nussing  in  mine,  right  through  that  tall  chap's 
arm,  and  went  off  as  if  nothing  was  the  matter.  I 
turned  roimd  like  a  great  gawk,  and  took  arter  'em. 
I  jest  ketched  one  sqjiint  at  them  tamal  black  eyea 
and  at  a  swad  o'  hair  that  stuck  out  on  his  upper  lip, 
like  a  gray  cat's  whiskers,  and  then  I  found  myself 
standing,  like  any  other  darned  coot,  all  alone  imder 
a  street  lamp,  a  tryin  to  cypher  out  the  leetle  finefied 
words  writ  out  on  that  piece  o'  paper.  Arter  a  good 
deal  of  extra  spellin  I  found  out  the  meanin,  and 
that  was  an  invite  to  come  and  see  that  gal  in  the 
morning,  at  a  house  in . 

Wal,  I  did  the  paper  up,  put  both  hands  in  my 
trousers  pockets,  and  arter  lookin  at  myself  from  top 
to  toe,  sez  I — 

"  Jonathan  Slick,  you  must  be  a  consamed  sight 
hamsomer  chap  than  ever  I  took  you  to  be,  that's 
my  ginuine  opinion  I" 

Wal,  I  couldn't  ketch  a  wink  of  sleep  all  night, 
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but  kept  up  a  tamal  thinkin  about  that  gal;  and 
there  lay  Captin  Doolittle  a  snorin  away  in  the 
berth  right  above  me,  like  a  tin  peddler's  toot-horn 
run  crazy.  I  swan,  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  du  to 
keep  from  gettin  up  and  chokin  the  varmint.  Tu- 
rights  the  daylight  ciun  a  sneakin  intu  the  cabin  as 
lazy  as  ever  you  see  daybreak  come  on;  and  jest 
arter  the  sun  got  up,  Captin  Doolittle  begun  to  stir 
his  stumps  about  break&st.  He  and  I  and  the 
little  nigger  sot  down,  but  I  felt  kinder  peaked  and 
couldn't  hoe  my  row  a  bit ;  so  the  Captin  and  the 
nigger  did  extra  duty,  and  stowed  away  for  me. 

By-am-by  I  got  the  varmints  out  o'  the  sloop 
cabin  and  begun  to  slick  up.  Fust,  I  pried  open  a 
cag  o'  that  are  lard,  and  arter  rubbin  a  chunk  on  it 
in  my  hand,  I  jest  gin  my  hair  the  damdest  slikin 
down  that  it  ever  got  on  arth.  And  then  I  got 
Captin  Doolittle's  pipe  and  stuck  the  handle  eend 
into  the  stove,  and  when  it  was  about  hot  enough  to 
sizzel  the  lard,  I  sot  down  and  twistified  my  hair 
round  it,  one  lock  arter  tother,  till  it  hung  down  my 
neck  like  ten  thousand  dandelion  stocks,  arter  they've 
been  curld  up  by  the  school  gab.  Arter  I'd  got  it 
purty  weU  fixed  off  behind,  I  took  one  lock  jest  over 
my  forred,  and  gin  it  a  slantindider  twist,  till  it  fell 
with  the  curley  eend  a'most  to  the  roots  of  my  nose, 
and  then  it  quirled  a  sort  o'  accidentally-done-a 
purpose,  that  made  me  seem  more  like  one  of  these 
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ere  new-fangled  poets,  than  half  a  thousand  fast  rate 
Tarses  would  a  done. 

Oh  dear  suz !  I  wish  mann  hadn't  made  them  new 
dieckered  trbusers  of  mine  eo  allfired  tight.  The 
rale  tip  top  chape  down  here,  have  theirs  puckered 
up  around  the  hips  like  a  gal's  petticoat,  with  pockets 
sot  into  each  1^  and  without  a  mite  of  galuses  to 
keep  *em  up.  I  snuggers,  it  made  me  feel  streaked 
all  over,  to  think  of  goin  to  see  a  hamsome  gal  with 
my  legs  a  stickin  tight  to  my  trousers  like  two  tallow 
candles  in  a  tin  mould. 

''  Grauly  oppalus !  that's  jest  the  thing,"  sez  I  all 
to  once,  a  jumpin  up  and  cuttin  a  pigeon  wing  on 
the  locker ;  "  111  make  it  du,  or  there's  no  snakes ! " 

With  that,  I  jest  went  to  Captin  Doolittle's  chist, 
and  took  out  a  branfired  new  pair  of  trousers  that 
he'd  jest  got  made  sailor  fashion,  and  checkered  off 
to  kin  When  the  Captin  stands  up  parpindicler 
he's  about  my  height,  and  more'n  as  pussy  agin.  So 
I  jest  put  on  his  new  trousers,  and  pleated  over  the 
wazebands  with  a  row  of  big  pins,  till  they  stuck  out 
every  which  way,  like  a  sunflower  jest  beginin  to 
op^a.  There  was  no  findin  fault  with  that  sort  o' 
fixin,  it  was  the  ginuine  critter,  and  no  mistake. 
The  pockets  wam't  jest  in  the  right  place,  but  I 
ripped  up  the  sides  a  leetle,  stuck  my  yaller  hanker- 
cher  in,  and  pinned  it  tight  to  the  pletes  to  be  sartin, 
and  not  lose  it,  with  one  comer  jest  a  sticking  out.  I 
tell  you  what,  it  was  the  clear  chalk,  the  ginuine 
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thing.  And  when  I  got  on  my  figgered  vest  and  my 
blue  bob-tailed  coat,  I  guess  you  haint  seen  a  better 
lookin  chap  in  a  hull  month  of  Sundays. 

Wal,  I  brushed  old  bell-crown  up  a  trifle  with  my 
coatsleeve,  and  arter  shakin  a  winrow  or  two  of  the 
captin's  trousers  down  over  my  cowhide  boots,  out  I 
went  on  deck,  as  large  as  life,  but  feeling  like  a 
streaked  snake  that's  jest  lost  his  old  skin  and  baint 
got  used  to  his  new  one  yit. 

Captin  Doolittle  and  the  little  nigger  were  a 
standin  on  deck.  The  nigger  he  snorted  right  out  a 
lafin  when  he  see  me,  but  I  made  him  shet  up  about 
the  quickest,  the  varmint.  The  last  I  see  on  him, 
he  was  a  goin  down  stairs  like  a  streak  of  greased 
lightnin,  with  both  fists  in  his  mouth,  to  keep  from 
haw-hawin  out  agin. 

I  couldn't  help  but  feel  a  leetle  streaked  when 
Captin  Doolittle  turned  round  to  take  an  obsarva- 
tion ;  for  I  was  sartin  that  the  old  fox  would  peel 
me,  as  he  would  peel  bark  for  a  willow  whistle,  if  he 
knew  the  trousers  agin ;  for  he's  a  mean  old  shote 
about  lendin  things,  and  al'ers  was. 

The  old  feller  let  out  his  knees  a  little,  and  kinder 
cruched  down,  while  he  dug  his  hands  intu  both  his 
pockets,  and  eyed  me  from  top  to  toe,  fierce  as  a 
turkey  gobbler  at  a  red  blanket. 

'*  Hello  there ! "  sez  he ;  "  hello,  you  I  Jonathan 
Slick,  what  on"  arth  are  you  doin  with  my  new 
trousers  ?  " 
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I  jest  tamed  round  so  as  to  bring  his  eye  agin  the 
pocket  in  the  leg,  with  my  yaller  hankercher  a  stickin 
through,  and  sez  I,  "  Why,  how  you  talk  I  You 
don't  say  so,  now,  du  you  ?  " 

**  Oh,  you  get  out  I  "  sez  he,  a  puckerin  up  his  lips 
as  if  he  wanted  to  whistle.  '^  If  you  were  in  the 
woods  now,  the  screech  owls  would  die  a  larfin  to  see 
you  in  that  fix  up." 

^'  Per'aps  you  aint  the  best  judge  in  all  creation 
of  what  a  gentleman  ought  to  put  on,''  sez  I,  a  rilin 
up ;  for  there  the  varmint  stood  a  eyeing  me  kinder 
slantindiclar,  whilst  he  whittled  off  a  cud  of  to- 
baccer  and  tucked  it  away  in  his  darned  lantern 
jaws. 

"  Now  don't  get  mad  nor  nothin,"  sez  he,  a  doublin 
up  his  jack  knife,  and  droppin  that  and  his  plug  of 
tobaccer  down  into  his  trousers'  pocket.  "  I  wasn't 
bom  in  the  bmsh  to  be  scared  of  garter  snakes, 
you  ought  to  know  —  and  to  tell  you  a  doMrnright 
honest  truth,  Mr.  Slick,  you  look  more  like  a 
young  rooster  feathered  down  to  his  daws,  than  a 
human  critter,  let  alone  the  son  of  a  deacon  of  the 
church." 

.  *^  Captin  Doolittle  1 "  sez  I,  eenamost  out  o'  breath, 
for  my  dander  riz  up  so  fast  that  it  rolled  together  in 
chunks  and  stuck  in  my  throat,  "  If  you  don't  jest 
leave  off  poking  fiin  at  my  clothes,  and  mind  your 
own  bisiness,  ITil— I'll— "       ' 

**  Wal,  what  on  it  ?  "  sez  he,  a  digging  his  hands 
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down  deeper  yit  into  his  old  pockets ;  "  don't  stop 
your  sled  for  jumpers^  —  what  on  it  ?  " 

"  ril  settle  your  hash  for  you,  you  mean  old  shote ! " 
sez  I,  a  doublin  up  my  fist,  for  I  was  gittin  savage  as 
a  meat-axe. 

"  Du  it,"  sez  he,  "  du  it,  if  you've  got  pluck 
enough ;  who's  afeard?  —  I  aint." 

Par,  you'll  bust  right  out  cryin  here,  I  know  you 
will ;  for  as  true  as  you  live,  I  up  and  I  hit  the  old 
critter  a  lick  that  sent  him  right  back'ards  agin  the 
boom.  I  didn't  mean  to  —  I  was  so  wrathy  I  didn't 
think  what  I  was  a  doin,  till  he  jumped  up  and 
ketched  me  by  the  neck  hankercher  with  both 
hands,  as  if  he  meant  to  shake  me.  He  gin  the  han- 
kercher a  twist  with  one  hand,  and  I  felt  his  breath  a 
pourin  into  my  face  like  the  steam  from  a  biling  kittle 
— but  all  to  once  he  let  go,  his  hands  dropped  down, 
and  his  face  turned  as  white  as  any  curd.  He  kinder 
settled  back  a  trifle  and  sot  down  on  a  cag  of  apple 
sarse,  kivered  his  face  with  both  his  hands,  and  there 
he  sot. 

I  never  felt  so  in  my  bom  days.  I  could  a  crept 
through  a  knot  hole,  I  felt  so  dreadful  n;Lean.  I 
looked  at  the  poor  old  feller  a  sittia  on  the  cag  of 
apple  sarse,  with  his  face  kivered  up,  and  a  lookin  as 
if  his  heart  would  bust  I  could  see  it  a  heavin  agin 
his  red  shirt,  till  by-am-by  his  hands  got  onsteady, 
and  then  the  tears  ciun  a  pourin  right  from  between 
his  old  wrinkled  fingers,  jest  as  you've  seen  the  rain 
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a  beatin  through  the  dry  leaves  that  hang  to  the  tree 
after  winter  comes  on« 

Oh^  par  I  don't  say  nothin  to  me  when  I  git  hum. 
I  felt  bad  enough  for  what  I'd  done,  without  bein 
twitted  on  it.  At  fust,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  that  poor 
old  critter  had  twisted  my  neck  hankercher  around 
my  throat,  I  choked  so.  But  when  I  put  my  hand 
to  tear  it  off,  it  hung  there  all  untied  i  and  I  couldn't 
think  what  it  was  a  stranglin  me  so,  till  the  tears  took 
to  streakin  it  one  arter  t'other  down  my  cheeks,  and 
I  felt  my  legs  sort  or  shakin  in  Captin  Doolittle's 
trousers,  as  if  somethin  dreadful  was  the  matter  with 
me. 

The  leetle  nigger  stuck  his  head  up  through  the 
gangway,  and  kept  a  tumin  his  great  sarser  eyes, 
fust  at  me  and  then  agin  at  the  Captin,  as  if  he 
didn't  know  what  tu  make  on  it.  I  swow.  Par,  I  was 
ashamed  to  look  right  straight  at  the  black  yarmint. 
If  you  or  marm  had  been  by,  I'm  sartin  I  should  a 
wilted  right  down.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  every  thing 
that  Captin  Doolittle  had'  done  for  me  in  my  hull 
life,  cuto  to  my  mind  when  I  was  a  lookin  at  him.  I 
seemed  to  see  him  a  bringin  hum  figs  and  raisins  for 
me,  when  I  was  a  leetle  shaver  in  frock  and  trousers. 
I  thought  of  the  times  when  he  made  my  sleds,  and 
drew  'em  up  hUl  for  me  when  I  tired  out ;  when  he'd 
roped  my  onions  arter  his  own  day's  work  was  done 
up,  and  ciphered  out  sums  arter  ten  o'clock  at  night, 
to  keep  the  master  from  lickin  me  the  next  day. 
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Only  tu  think  that  he'd  slept  at  the  old  humsted,  and 
helped  you  along  afore  I  was  born ;  and  then,  that  I 
should  be  left  to  lift  a  hand  agin  him  I  I  teU  you  what, 
par,  I  felt  like  Judas  Iscariot  with  the  thirty  pieces  o' 
silver  a  burning  into  his  hand,  jest  as  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  hang  himself.  But  yit,  I  didn't  want  tu  say 
so  while  the  nigger  stood  there  a  gawkin  at  us.  But 
the  longer  the  old  chap  sot,  the  more  oneasy  I  begun 
to  feel,  till  I  couldn't  stand  it  no  longer ;  but  I  went 
right  up  tu  him,  and  sez  I,  as  phdn  as  I  could  git  the 
words  out,  sez  I  — 

"  Captin,  don't  take  on  so  like  all  natur ;  I  wish 
tu  goodness  my  mud-grappler  had  been  cut  off  close 
up  to  the  wrist,  afore  it  hit  you  that  way.  Gracious 
knows,  I'm  sorry  enough  for  it  I" 

The  old  chap  clinched  his  fingers  together,  and 
dropped  his  hands  atween  his  knees,  then  he  kinder 
winked  his  eyes,  and  gin  his  head  a  shake  till  the  tears 
flew,  to  make  believe  he  hadn't  been  a  cryin,  and  sez 
he  — 

'*  Jonathan,"  sez  he,  "  du  you  raly  feel  sorry  ?  " 

**  Captin,"  sez  I,  — and  it  was  all  I  could  du  to 
keep  from  boohooin  right  out  loud,  —  "  Captin,"  sez 
I,  "if  you'd  been  my  own  par,  I  couldn't  feel  worse  I 
You  can't  tell  any  thing  about  it  how  streaked  and 
wamblecropped  I'm  a  gittin  every  minit." 

The  old  feller  kinder  shook  his  head  and  winked 
away  the  tears  agin,  harder  than  ever ;  then  sez  he — 

«  Never  seem  tu  mind  it,  Jonathan.     I  was  a 
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consamed  sigbt  more  to  blame  than  70U  was.  I 
hadn't  no  bisness  to  aggevate  you  so." 

That  made  me  feel  worse  agin  than  ever.  *'  Not 
by  a  jug  full,"  sez  I.  **  A  fellow  of  my  size  that  can 
lift  his  fist  agin  an  old  friend  like  you,  with  gray  hair 
a  blowin  about  his  forred,  ought  tu  be  kicked  tu  death 
by  grasshoppers,  and  have  his  buryin  hymn  sung  by 
tree-toads.     Hangin  is  tu  good  for  him." 

**  You  hadn't  ought  to  talk  agin  yourself  in  that 
way,"  sez  the  captin.  And  when  he  looked  up  to  me 
he  kinder  smiled,  till  his  face  looked  jest  like  a  frost- 
bitten russet  apple  when  its  beginin  to  thaw  out.  "  I 
was  a  darned  old  chucklehead  to  stump  you  to  strike 
me.  I  might  a  known  you  couldn't  keep  from  bilin 
over.  Tour  own  par  wouldn't  a  stood  it,  if  he  is  a 
deacon." 

I  wish  to  gracious  the  old  shote  had  got  up  and 
keeled  me  over  with  both  fists  tu  once,  instead  of 
tumin  round  that  way,  and  blamin  hisself,  and  then 
I  shouldn't  a  felt  so  allfired  wrathy  with  myself.  I'd 
a  gin  the  nigger  fifty  cents  if  he'd  a  lent  me  a  kick ; 
but  insted  o'  that,  there  the  cuffy  stood,  eenamost 
cryin,  and  lookin  as  sober  as  a  meetin-house  clock. 
And  there  stood  Captin  Doolittle  with  the  goodnatur 
a  lookin  out  all  over  his  wet  face,  and  the  tobaccer  a 
lyin  still  inside  his  cheek,  for  the  old  critter  had  forgot 
tu  chaw  it,  he  was  so  kinder  hurt.  There  he  stood, 
with  one  hand  held  out  and  t'other  a  wipin  his  eyes ; 
and  sez  he  — 
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'^  Come^  Jonathan,  now  let's  make  up.** 

I  gin  his  hand  a  grip  that  made  the  tears  start 
agin,  and  with  that  we  shook  hands  up  and  down,  as 
if  each  on  us  had  detarmined  to  pump  the  other  dry, 
80  that  he  needn't  take  to  boohooing  agin. 

"Look  a  here,"  sez  I, — for  I  begun  to  feel 
streaked  consamin  the  trousers,  —  "I  didn't  mean 
to  wear  em  off  without  tellin  you  all  about  it" 

**  Wear  what  off?  "  sez  he,  a  giving  my  arm  another 
tug. 

"  Why  the  trousers,"  sez  L 

**Darn  the  trousers  tu  damation,"  sez  he ;  **  go  to 
grass  with  em  for  what  I  care." 

"  I  shall  al'ers  hate  em  like  pison,"  sez  I,  "  for 
makin  us  quarrel  and  brin^  the  tears  into  them  old 
eyes." 

"  Tears  I "  sez  the  old  critter,  a  starting  up  and 
drawin  the  back  of  his  hand  over  his  peepers,  **  now 
Jonathan,  take  care,  and  don't  git  my  grit  up  agin ; 
I  haint  cried  a  mite  this  twenty  years,  and  you  know 
it" 

"  Jest  so,"  sez  I ;  then  we  shook  hands  once  more, 
like  all  natur,  and  jest  that  minit  I  begun  to  think 
about  the  hamsome  gal  agin. 

"  Wal,  I  must  be  goin  now,"  sez  I ;  "  but  look  a 
here  captin,  you  don't  raJy  mean  what  you  said  jest 
now,  about  the  fit  of  these  ere  trousers  ?  Jest  take 
a  squint  and  see  if  they  don't  look  prime." 

"  Wal,  I  aint  much  of  a  judge,  but  I  reckon  they 
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du  set  purty  slick^  considering"  sez  he ;  ^^  and  I  say, 
Jonathan,  mebbj  we'd  better  make  a  trade ;  Pll  sell 
'em  cheap,  seein  its  you." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  wait  till  I  cum  back,  and  we'll  see 
about  it."  With  that,  we  shook  hands  agin,  and  I 
pulled  foot  up  Beekman  street  and  acrost  the  Park 
down  to  the  street  where  the  gal  lived. 

I  haint  got  time  to  write  you  all  about  her  and  the 
house  she  lires  in,  and  what  she  said  to  me ;  but  look 
out  for  the  next  week's  Brother  Jonathan,  I'U  write 
it  all  out  there ;  but  don't  for  goodness  sake  let  Judy 
White  see  it  1  She'd  go  into  a  conniption  fit  the  fust 
minit. 

One  thing  is  sartin:  this  gal  is  a  rale  ginuine 
sneezer,  and  all  the  wimmen  folks,  that  ever  I  sot 
eyes  on,  can't  hold  a  candle  tu  her  in  the  way  of 
beauty  and  hamsome  manners.  But  some  how  it 
puts  me  in  a  twitteration  jest  to  think  on  her  and 
what  I  see  at  that  are  house ;  but  I'U  tell  you  all 
about  it  next  week,  for  sartin.  The  captin  and  I  are 
as  thick  as  three  in  a  bed  now,  so  don't  let  what  IVe 
writ  about  him  make  you  and  marm  feel  bad  nor 
nothin. 

From  your  dutiful  son, 
Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER  XXX 

JONATHAN    VISITS    THE    HANDSOME    GHIL. — DESCRIBES    A 
GAMBLING-HOUSE  IN  THE  MORNING  BEFORE  IT  IS  PUT  TO 

RIGHTS. VISITS    THE     LADy's     BOUDOIR. — DESCRIBES 

THE   FURNITURE,  THE   LADT,    HER  DRESS,  AND  CONVER- 
SATION.  IS  INTERRUPTED  BT  THE  GENTLEMAN  OF  THE 

HOUSE. AND  LEAVES  WITH  A  PROMISE  TO  RETURN  AND 

ESCORT   MISS  SNEERS  TO  MAD.  CASTELLAN's   CONCERT. 

To  Mr.  Zepheniah  Slick,  Esquire^  Justice  of  the  Peace  and  Deacon 
of  the  Church,  over  to  Weathersfidd,  State  of  Connecticut. 

Deab  Pae, 

Wal,  as  I  was  sayin,  I  pulled  foot  down  one  of 
them  streets  that  run  off  kinder  catecomered  by  the 
Park,  till  I  cum  right  agin  the  house  pinted  out  in 
the  paper  which  that  hamsome  gal  had  gin  me.  I 
kinder  cut  across  the  street  and  stood  over  agin  the 
house,  detarmined  tu  take  a  sort  o'  observation  afore 
I  sot  my  foot  inside  the  doorway.  It  was  an  allfired 
hamsome  consam,  with  one  story  piled  atop  of  t'other 
till  you  could  count  four  rows  of  winders,  besides  a 
row  of  young  ones,  stuck  right  in  tu  the  edge  of  the 
ruff.  A  lot  of  stone  steps  run  up  tu  the  front  door, 
and  an  iron  fence  twistified  and  curlecued  round  the 
edges  run  along  each  eend.  The  winders  all  on  em 
had  green  slats  shut  over  em,  the  door  follered  the 
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fashion,  and  the  hull  consam  seemed  tu  be  shut  up 
agin  winter. 

Wal,  I  cut  across  the  street  and  went  straight  up 
the  steps.  There  was  a  great  chunk  o'  silver  sot  intu 
a  kind  of  a  silver  sarser  nailed  agin  the  door  post,  and 
with  a  name  writ  round  the  edge  on  it.  Alter  giving 
the  chunk  a  sneakin  pull,  to  be  sartin  it  would  give 
and  meant  somethin,  I  gin  it  an  aUfired  jerk,  —  and 
turights  there  was  a  tinklin  and  ringin  inside,  as  if  an 
old  weather,  with  a  fust  rate  bell  on,  had  took  to 
scootin  over  the  house. 

I  hadn't  more'n  got  my  hand  off  the  chunk,  when 
the  green  slats  swung  open  jest  easy,  and  a  yaller 
nigger  stood  inside  a  eyeing  me  from  top  tu  toe,  as  if 
he  had  a  sort  of  hankerin  arter  some  human  arnimal, 
but  didn't  think  me  jest  good  enough  tu  eat  hull 
without  considerable  sarse. 

"  How  do  you  du,"  sez  I,  as  mealy  as  a  pink  eyed 
potater  jest  out  o'  the  pot,  — "  How  are  all  the  folks 
this  momin  ?  —  purty  smart  I  reckon  ?" 

The  coot  stared  and  kinder  shook  the  two  great 
swads  o'  curly  hair  that  stuck  out  over  each  side  of 
liis  head ;  and  arter  lookin  back  intu  the  house,  then 
up  the  street,  and  then  agin  at  me,  sez  he,  '^  What  da 
you  want  ?  "  sez  he. 

^*  Wal,"  sez  I,  a  divin  both  hands  down  to  where 
my  pockets  ought  to  a'been,  but  eenamost  keelin 
head  over  heels  with  the  dive  I  gin  without  finding 
bottom,  — . "  I  seem  tu  surmise  that  I  want  tu  see 
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some  body  a  trifle  more  like  folks  than  you  seem  tu 
be  —  so  I  guess  I'll  walk  in." 

With  that  I  gin  the  chap  a  shove  with  one  of 
my  mud-grapplers,  and  walked  right  intu  the  long 
entry-way,  as  crank  as  a  militia  trainer  with  his 
regimentals  on. 

••  What's  your  name  and  who  do  you  want  ?  "  sez 
the  yaller  nigger  kinder  wrathy,  and  a  shakin  that 
swod  o'  curly  hair  at  me  like  a  darned  great  sun 
flower  in  a  foggy  storm. 

*^  Wal,*^  sez  I,  "  you  ought  tu  go  down  East  and 
learn  to  ask  questions.  If  your  tongue  was  only  half 
as  greasy  as  your  face  now,  you  could  a  done  it  as 
shck  agin.  I  aint  got  no  name  tu  speak  on,  and  all 
I  want  o'  you  is  Jest  tu  tell  the  hamsome  critter  that 
lives  here,  that  I'm  on  hand,  a  waitin  down  here  as 
spry  as  a  cricket,  and  about  as  amest  tu  see  her  agin 
as  ever  a  chap  was." 

The  chap  he  kinder  eyed  me  askew.  Fust  he  took 
a  squint  at  my  puffy  trousers,  then  at  old  bell  crown, 
and  then  at  me  all  over. 

"  You  can't  be  the  gentleman  that  she  told  me  to 
let  in,"  sez  he ;  **does  Miss  Sneers  expect  you  ?  " 
"  Wal,  I  kinder  reckon  she  does,"  sez  I. 
"Wal,"  sez  the  feller,  looking  sort  o'  unsartin, 
"jest  step  intu  this  room,  and  I'll  go  and  see." 

"  That's  a  leetle  more  like  folks,"  sez  I,  a  foUowin 
the  chap  intu  a  room  at  one  eend  of  the  entry-way, 
where  I  sot  down  with  old  bell  crown  over  my  knees. 
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and  took  a  squint  round.  It  was  kinder  dark,  for 
them  between  slats  shut  out  the  light ;  but  I  could 
see  that  the  room  hadn't  been  fixed  up  since  over 
night.  Two  of  the  chairs  lay  keeled  up  on  the  carpet 
—  the  kiver  was  a  slidin  off  from  the  table  a'most  tu 
the  carpet,  and  slopped  over  with  wine  that  wasn't 
dry  yit  —  a  decanter  with  a  trifle  o'  wine,  or  per'aps 
brandy,  stood  on  the  table  where  the  cloth  had  left  it 
bare,  and  an  allfired  purty  wine  glass  lay  on  the 
hamsome  carpet  broke  to  smash ;  and  round  under 
the  table  and  close  around  my  chair  was  a  hull  squad 
of  playin  cards,  a'most  new,  as  if  somebody  had  got 
beat  a  playin  high-low-jack  and  the  game,  and  flung 
the  hull  bilin  down  in  a  huff.  I'd  jest  picked  up  two 
or  three  of  the  cards,  when  the  yaller  nigger  turned 
back  and  sez  he,  — 

"  It  aint  of  no  use,  —  I  can't  tell  my  mistress  who 
wants  tu  see  her,  if  you  wont  give  me  your  name,  or 
a  card." 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  "  if  you  must  have  one  or  t'other, 
there's  a  card  —  now  git  out,  and  don't  let  me  see 
that  consamed  yaller  face  agin  till  it's  wanted." 

With  that  I  handed  over  the  jack-o'-spades ;  he 
turned  his  great  sarser  eyes,  fust  on  the  leetle  feller 
that  sot  stuck  up  on  the  card,  and  then  agin  at  me^  as 
if  he  didn't  know  what  tu  make  on't.  There  was  no 
satisfyin  him,  I  could  see  that,  but  I'd  begun  to  get 
tired  o'  waitin,  and  sez  I, 

"Wal,  here's  the  card,  and  a  hamsome  one  tu,  — 
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my  name  is  Jonathan  Slick  of  Weathersfield,  —  my 
father  is  a  Squire  and  a  Deacon  of  the  Church, — 
my  mother  was  Jerusha  Pettebone, — my  but 

dam  me,  if  you  aint  satisfied  now,  you  consamed 
pryin  shote,  you  may  go  tu  grass,  and  the  hamsome 
gal  with  you." 

The  feller  cut  stick  afore  I'd  half  done,  and  cum 
back  a  bowin  and  a  scrapin,  as  if  he'd  got  a  set  of 
new  jints  while  he  was  agoin  up  stairs. 

**  My  mistress  wants  tu  know  if  you'r  the  gentle- 
man that  she  saw  at  the  theatre  last  night." 

"Jest  so,"  sez  I,  a  fligin  down  the  ten  spot  o' 
clubs  and  the  ace-o'  diamonds,  for  somehow  I  didn't 
jest  like  the  touch  of  the  varmints, — "jest  so  I " 

"Walk  up  stairs,"  sez  he,  a  bowin  eenamost  tu 
the  ground. 

"  Wal,  I  don't  care  if  I  du,"  sez  I,  foUerin  the 
chap. 

I  took  off  old  bell  crown  and  riled  up  my  curls 
with  a  leetle  flourish  o'  fingers  amongst  the  thickest 
on  em,  as  I  went  up  stairs, — then  I  kinder  shook 
up  the  pletes  of  my  trousers,  and  pulled  out  the  eend 
of  my  yaller  hankercher,  as  I  went  along  behind  the 
buff  colored  nigger. 

I  swan  tu  man.  Par,  it  was  like  walkin  through  a 
footpath  kivered  over  with  meadow  grass  and  wild 
posies,  as  I  went  up  the  stairs,  all  carpeted  off  and  a 
shinin  with  bars  of  gold.  Jest  at  the  top  stood  a 
black  figger,  a'most  as  large  as  life  and  aU  but  naked. 
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a  holdin  one  finger  tu  his  lips  and  with  a  lamp  in 
t'other  hand,  that  seemed  as  if  it  had  burnt  itself  out, 
for  there  wasn't  any  ile  in  it,  and  the  wick  was  sooty 
as  a  nigger's  eye  lashes. 

Wal,  I  foUered  on  intu  another  entry-way,  where 
another  figger  stood,  as  white  as  if  it  had  been  cut 
out  of  a  fust  rate  cheese  curd.  It  had  one  foot  up, 
as  if  it  was  a  damcin,  one  arm  was  flung  over  its 
own  head,  and  both  its  pesky  leetle  hands  was  chuck 
full  of  posies,  that  looked  as  if  they'd  been  planted  in 
a  snow  bank  and  watered  with  new  milk,  afore  that 
hamsome  half  dressed,  indecent  figger  had  found  em. 
She  looked  like  a  ginuine  purty  gal  froze  tu  death 
for  the  want  of  kiverin. 

Wal,  while  I  was  a  lookin  at  the  poor  critter, 
that  yaller  nigger  he  opened  the  door  and  stood  a 
flurishin  his  hand  about,  jest  as  our  minister  does 
when  he  dismisses  meetin,  and  is  tu  aUfired  lazy  tu 
use  both  hands  tu  once. 

I  went  by  the  varmint .  and  there  I  stood  stock 
still  in  the  door  way  a  starin  about  like  a  stuck  calf. 
I  swan.  Par,  I  never  sot  eyes  on  any  thing  that 
could  shake  a  stick  at  that  are  room  in  my  bom  days. 
The  floor  was  all  spread  off  with  a  carpet,  like  a 
meadow  that  slants  tu  the  fust  spring  sun  when  the 
grass  is  a  springin  up,  and  sot  off  thick  with  dan- 
delions, buttercups  and  clovertops;  and  I  swan  tu 
man,  there  was  something  in  the  room  that  smelt  just 
about  as  sweet. 
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The  room  wasn't  over  large,  and  a  whoppin  winder 
eenamost  took  up  one  eend  on't.  Yet  it  was  kinder 
dark  for  all  that,  for  a  hull  harvest  of  shiny  silk,  —  as 
thin  as  a  locust's  wing,  and  sort  a  rosy  colored,  like 
a  gal's  cheek  jest  arter  a  chap  has  kissed  it — was 
kinder  tumbKn  down  the  winder  in  winrows  turned 
lengthwise,  one  arter  t'other,  till  the  hull  was  grabbed 
up  in  one  alfired  swad,  and  ketched  back  in  a  great 
hook  all  of  solid  gold,  that  glistened  like  a  lookin 
glass  frame  when  the  fire  light  ketches  it  fair. 

There  wasn't  but  two  chairs  in  the  room,  and  they 
seemed  tu  be  made  out  o'  solid  gold  tu,  stuffed  down 
with  shining  silk  figered  off  with  posies  redder  than 
the  winder  silk,  and  yet  kinder  like  it.  There  was  a 
bench  agin  the  winder,  standin  on  chunks  o'  gold 
cut  out  like  a  lion's  paw,  and  that  tu  was  all  cushion- 
ed off  with  shiny  silk  like  the  chairs,  and  on  the  back 
on  it,  right  agin  the  wall,  two  pillars  were  stuck  up, 
all  kivered  over  with  posies  that  looked  good  enough 
tu  smell  on.  Kight  agin  the  door  was  the  hamsomest 
consarn  that  I  ever  sot  eyes  on.  It  was  a  kind  of  a 
round  table  cut  in  tew  in  the  middle,  dressed  up  in 
white  and  ruffled  off  with  hamsome  lace,  like  a  gal 
when  she  means  tu  cut  a  dash.  A  lookin  glass  stood 
on  it  sot  in  a  gold  frame  work,  curlecued  off  like  a 
great  vine,  with  the  golden  grapes  a  bustin  out  all 
over  it,  and  sort  a  droppin  down  over  the  glass.  I 
snum  !  if  it  wasn't  a  sight  tu  behold !  There  was  a 
finefied  gold  watch,  about  as  big  as  a  ninepence,  a 
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lyin  on  the  table,  and  some  leetle  red  morocco  boxes, 
with  a  new  fangled  pitcher  pictured  off  tu  kill,  chuck 
full  of  ginuine  roses  and  green  leaves,  that  looked  as 
if  they'd  that  minit  cum  off  from  the  bushes. 

There  was  one  thing  more,  a  standin  up  in  the 
corner,  that  beat  all  I  ever  did  see.  It  was  an  alfired 
overgrown  candlestick  a  standin  on  legs,  and  eena- 
most  as  tall  as  I  be.  That,  tu,  seemed  to  be  of  solid 
gold,  curlecued  off  with  little  picters.  On  the  top 
was  a  great  golden  sarser ;  and  what  chawed  me  up 
was  a  stream  o'  smoke  that  ris  from  the  sarser,  and 
kinder  spread  all  over  the  room,  jest  enough  to  let  a 
chap  know  that  there  was  a  fire  somewhere  about. 
Jest  behind  the  whoppin  candlestick  was  the  %ger 
of  a  critter,  sort  o'  half  bird  and  t'other  half  baby,  the 
cunninest  varmint  that  I  ever  did  see.  The  wings 
grew  out  of  his  chubby  shoulders,  and  the  pesky 
little  scamp  seemed  tu  be  a  larfin  at  me  through  the 
smoke  all  the  while  that  he  made  believe  that  he  was 
a  droppin  somethin  down  intu  the  gold  sarser.  The 
critter  was  as  white  as  a  tomb  stun ;  but  if  it  hadn't 
kept  still,  I  should  eenamost  thought  it  was  alive. 
There  I  stood  bendin  forrard,  with  my  mouth  kinder 
open  and  old  bell  crown  between  both  hands,  a  lookin 
at  that  little  varmint,  and  there  he  was  a'most  winkin 
at  me,  when  somebody  said, — 

**  Walk  in,  Mr.  Slick, — pray  walk  in  I " 
I  gin  a  jump  and  dropped  old  bell  crown,  for  it 
seemed  tu  me  as  if  the  flyin  baby  had  spoke ;  but  in 
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stoopin  tu  pick  up  old  bell  crown  agin,  I  kinder 
turned  round;  and  there,  on  a  bench  cushioned  off 
with  silk,  like  the  one  I've  told  you  on,  sot  the  gal 
I'd  seen  at  the  theatre  last  night ;  but  oh,  get  out  I 
more  than  as  hamsome  agin.  She  was  all  dressed 
out  in  a  white  gown,  that  hung  kinder  slimsy  from 
that  purty  neck,  till  it  eenajest  kivered  the  pesky 
leetle  feet  that  lay  on  a  footstool  like  two  black 
squirrels  asleep  together.  The  doth  that  her  dress 
was  made  on,  was  so  thin  that  I  could  have  seen  her 
arms  through  dean  tu  the  wrist,  if  the  sleeves  hadn't 
been  made  so  full,  that  every  time  she  moved  the  hull 
arm  got  more  than  half  unkivered.  I  swan,  it  made 
me  ketch  my  breath,  when  she  kinder  half  ris  and 
reached  out  that  are  soft  hand,  a  smilin  all  the  time 
as  if  she  was  tickled  eenajest  tu  death  tu  see  me. 

I  gin  her  hand  a  leetle  mechin  shake,  and  turned 
round  tu  set  down  in  one  of  the  chairs,  for  I 
couldn't  help  but  feel  a  trifle  streaked  amongst  all 
that  heap  o'  silk  and  gold.  But  before  I  was  quite 
sot  down  she  settled  back  aginst  the  pillar,  and  whilst 
she  let  one  foot  drop  from  the  stool,  she  fixed  t'other 
pillar  agin  the  wall ;  and  while  she  was  a  pattin  the 
posies  on  it  with  her  hand,  she  lifted  them  tarnal 
black  eyes  and  gin  me  a  smile  that  had  more  than  the 
sweetness  of  a  hull  bilin  of  sugar  in  it ;  and  there  she 
sot  with  that  hand  kinder  stuck  intu  the  pillar  yet. 

Now,  Par,  you  don't  think  I  was  shote  enough  tu 
set   down  in  the  big  chair  arter   that,  du  you?     I 
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guess  I  wheeled  round,  about  the  quickest,  and  sot 
down  so  close  by  that  hamsome  critter,  that  I  could 
feel  her  breath  on  my  hair ;  and  yit,  I  sot  as  fat  off 
as  I  could,  and  close  on  the  edge  of  the  bench,  but  it 
was  orful  short,  and  I  had  tu  set  close  any  how ;  but 
oh,  gauly!  didn't  my  fingers  tingle.  There  was  that 
leetle  hand,  as  soft  and  white  as  a  snowball,  a  lyin 
among  the  posies  worked  on  that  pillar  right  behind 
me,  and  I  hadn't  but  jest  tu  lean  back,  and  that  are 
arm  would  a  been  a'most  round  me.  But  there  I 
sot,  close  on  the  edge,  all  in  a  flusterfication,  fust  a 
lookin  at  that  are  hand,  then  at  her  smilin  face,  and 
then  agin  at  old  bell  crown,  and  so  oyer  agin.  Arter 
I'd  sot  about  a  minit,  I  hitched  back  a  trifle,  and  gin 
a  kind  o'  skeery  squint  at  her — she  was  eenajest 
larfin.  With  that,  I  gin  another  hitch,  and  looked 
right  straight  at  old  bell  crown,  as  if  I  wanted  tu  eat 
it.  The  hamsome  critter  didn't  seem  tu  rile  up 
any,  so  I  jest  dropped  bell  crown,  dived  tu  pick 
it  up  agin,  and  riz  right  up  parpendicler  agin  the  pil- 
lar. I  could  feel  the  leetle  hand  a  movin  on  the  pil- 
lar agin  my  back,  like  a  chip  squirrel  in  its  nest ;  but 
think,  sez  I,  you'r  ketched  this  time,  any  how,  and  I 
guess  you  may  as  well  lie  stilL  With  that,  I  turned 
my  head  sort  a  slow,  and  larfed  a  leetle,  jest  enough 
tu  show  my  teeth  round  the  edges,  and  sez  I, 

"  How  do  you  du,  marm  ?  " 

Did  you  ever  see  a  spring  begin  tu  gurgle  and 
shine  up  all  tu  once,  when  you've  parted  the  pepper- 
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mint  that  grows  over  it,  and  let  in  the  broad  daylight 
on  the  water  ?  If  you  have,  per'aps  you've  some  idea 
how  consamed  hamsome  the  smile  was  that  cum 
bustin  all  over  that  gal's  face,  a  dimplin  up  them 
pesky  red  lips,  and  a  dancin  through  them  great 
black  eyes.  I  could  see  the  tantelizin  critter  a  bitin 
them  plump  lips  of  hem,  to  keep  from  snickerin 
out  in  my  face;  so  I  put  on  a  leetle  extra  grin 
myself,  for  I'm  a  hull  team  at  larfin,  and  a  boss  tu 
let,  when  I  once  be^.  By-am-by,  sez  she,  as  well 
as  she  could  git  it  out,  sez  she, — 

"  I  hope  you  enjoy  yourself  in  town,  Mr.  Slick." 

"  I  reckon  I  du  jest  now,"  sez  I,  "  quite  a  con- 
siderable deal,  and  upwards." 

With  that  she  sort  a  smiled  agin,  and  somehow 
that  other  leetle  hand  in  her  lap  kinder  crept  along 
under  the  loose  slimsey  sleeve,  as  if  it  wanted  tu  get 
better  acquainted  with  mine.  My  mud-grappler  didn't 
object  tu  be  introduced. 

"  It's  orful  pleasant  weather,  for  this  time  o'  year," 
sez  I,  and  my  hand  kinder  crept  along  towards  hem 
a  mite. 

«  Very,"  sez  she,  a  looking  at  the  tall  candlestick 
as  soft  as  summer  butter ;  "  very." 

"  I  also  kinder  like  tu  go  intu  the  woods  in  the 
faU,  and  see  the  trees  a  tumin  all  sorts  o'  colors,  red 
and  blue  and  yaller;  and  see  the  chesnuts,  jest 
ripe  enough  tu  drop  from  their  prickly  shucks,  and 
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hear  the  but'nats  a  ratlin  down  tu  the  dry  leaves. 
Oh,  gaiilj  I  I  wish  jon  and  I  was  there  now,  if  it 
was  ony  jest  tu  watch  the  chip-munks  and  gray 
squirrels  a  carryin  off  the  nuts  in  their  mouths  and 
fore  paws.  Did  you  ever  see  a  hamsome  black 
squirrel,  with  a  shagbark  between  his  whiskers,  a 
hoppin  among  the  trees,  arter  they're  stript  more'm 
half  naked  by  the  frost?" 

Then  my  fingers  b^un  to  travel  agin  like  any 
thing. 

"  Yes,"  sez  she,  ^*  I  love  a  pet  squirrel  dearly." 

By  this  time  my  hand  had  got  tu  the  eend  of  its 
journey  and  put  up. 

"  Hamsome  critters,  aint  they,"  sez  I,  a'most  out 
o'  breath,  I  was  so  skeared.  **  Captin  Doolittle  has 
got  a  rale  sneezer  down  at  the  vessel,  as  black  as  ^t 
out,  his  tail  curb  up  over  his  side  like  thefeather  in  a 
gal's  bonnet,  and  he's  got  an  eye  as  bright  and  sharp 
as  if  it  had  been  cut  out  o'  youm.  Ill  hook  it  from 
the  old  coot,  cage  and  all,  and  bring  it  up  tu  you,  if 
you've  a  notion  tu  it,  consam  me  if  I  don't ! " 

By  this  time  her  hand  and  mine  had  got  about  as 
intimate  as  tew  young  robins  in  a  nest,  but  I  seemed 
tu  feel  her  fingers  tangle  tighter  and  tighter  round 
mine,  as  I  was  tellin  about  the  squirrel,  and  when  I 
broke  off,  she  kinder  turned  them  eyes  tu  mine,  and 
gin  me  a  look  that  made  my  heart  flounder  like  a  duck 
in  a  mudpuddle. 
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"  You're  very  kind,''  sez  «he. 

"  Oh,  you  git  out  I "  sez  I ;  "  that  aint  a  primin  tu 
what  I  mean  tu  du,  if  you  and  I  can  only  agree  tu 
draw  in  the  same  tacklin.  I  aint  mean  as  some  chaps 
that  I  know  on  —  nobody  ever  ketched  me  a  halving 
a  long  nine,  or  asking  a  gal  tu  pay  her  own  shot  when 
she  went  a  slayin  with  me  —  ask  Captin  Doolittle,  if 
you  don't  believe  iwe." 

The  critter  looked  up  and  kinder  smiled  agin  so 
darned  winnin,  that  I  histed  her  hand  tu  my  lips,  and 
gin  it  a  nibble  afore  I  knew  what  I  was  about.  She 
seemed  tu  try  tu  pull  it  away,  and  turned  ^er  head  so 
that  I  couldn't  see  her  face. 

«  You  aint  mad  nor  nothin  ?  "  sez  I,  a  lettin  go  her 
hand.  *'  I  swan  tu  man,  you  looked  so  darned  sweet 
I  couldn't  help  it.** 

She  got  up  and  went  tu  the  table  that  was  dressed 
off  so,  and  smelt  of  the  posies  on  it,  and  then  she  cum 
back  agin  and  sot  down  as  good  natured  as  a  pussy 
cat ;  but  she'd  put  me  in  such  a  t9iitrum,  for  fear  I'd 
made  her  mad,  that  I  didn't  know  what  tu  say  next ; 
so  there  I  sot,  a  feelin  streakeder  and  streakeder 
every  minit ;  but  arter  a  while  I  bust  out  agin  — 

**  Speakin  of  the  woods,"  sez  I,  "  aint  the  maple 
trees  hamsome  ?  Did  you  ever  see  the  leaves  when 
they're  jest  a  tumin  red,  a  kinder  tremblin  on  the 
limbs,  as  if  every  one  on  'em  was  kinder  afraid  of 
fallin  off  ?  I've  seen  'em  over  night  as  green  as  some 
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of  these  country  chaps  when  they  fust  come  tu  York ; 
and  then  agin  in  the  momin^  as  red  as  your  lips, 
and  a'most  as  bright  when  the  sun  shines  on  'eni." 

I  could  see  them  lips  b^in  tu  pucker  up  agin^  as  if 
they  wanted  to  give  me  a  chance  of  judgin.  So  I 
kept  on  — 

'^  I  swan^"  sez  I,  '^sometimes  it  seems  tu  me  as  if 
the  sugar  had  stuck  up  through  the  leaves  and  turned 
'om  red,  they  look  so  pesky  sweet.  Speakin  o'  that, 
du  you  love  maple  sugar  ?  " 

"  Very  much,"  sez  she. 

**  Wal,"  sez  I,  "next  time  I  cum  111  bring  you  an 
allfired  hunk,  see  if  I  don't." 

Jest  then,  the  chap  that  I'd  seen  at  the  theatre 
with  her  the  night  afore,  opened  the  door,  and  cum 
straight  in.  I  eenamost  jumped  on  eend,  and  dropped 
her  hand,  that  some  how  or  other  had  got  intu  mine 
agin,  as  if  it  had  been  a  hot  chesnut. 

But  the  chap  only  looked  around,  and  made  a  sort 
of  a  slidin  bow,  and  shet  the  door  agin. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  all  in  a  twitter,  for  my  heart  had 
riz  right  up  intu  my  mouth ;  "  I  guess  TU  be  goin." 

"  So  soon  ? "  sez  she,  a  lifkin  them  eyes  sort  o' 
moumfuL 

I  wilted  right  down  agio,  like  a  cabbage  plant  in 
the  sun. 

"  And  who  may  that  chap  be?"  sez  I,  for  I  begun 
tu  feel  ugly  about  the  heart. 
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"  Oh,  he's  only  my  brother,"  sez  she,  "  never  mind 
him.     Are  you  fond  of  music,  Mr.  Slick  ?  " 

"  I  guess  I  be,"  sez  I.  "  When  the  chorister  is 
gone,  I  al'ers  lead  the  singin  at  meetin  tu  hum." 

"  Have  you  ever  heard  Castellan  ?  "  sez  she. 

"  No,"  sez  I,  "  I  don't  know  as  ever  IVe  heard 
that  instrument,  but  I'm  great  on  the  bas-viol,  and 
could  beat  all  natur  on  the  toot-horn  when  I  was  a 
leetle  shaver,  not  more  than  knee  high  to  a  toad." 

Consam  the  critter,  I  couldn't  speak  but  what  that 
pesky  mouth  of  hem  would  brighten  and  pucker  up. 

"  Would  you  like  to  go  with  me  and  hear  her  this 
evening?"  sez  she.  "We  shall  hear  some  fine  mu- 
sic." 

"  If  you'U  only  talk  tu  me,  there  can't  be  a  dout  on 
it,"  sez  I  a  bowin. 

"  Then  you  will  go  ?  "  sez  she. 

"  I  reckon  I  will,"  sez  I,  "  twice  over  if  you  want 
me  tu,  and  tickled  to  death  with  the  chance.^' 

"  Wal,"  sez  she,  "I'll  be  ready  at  half  past  seven." 

"  Youll  find  me  on  hand,"  sez  I ;  "  and  now  I 
guess  I  must  be  a  goin.  I  haint  been  round  tu  the 
Brother  Jonathan  office  yit." 

With  that  I  took  up  old  bell  crown,  and  arter 
makin  a  prime  bow,  was  a  goin  out ;  but  I  happened 
tu  think  what  a  coot  I'd  been,  and  turned  back. 

"  I  swan,"  sez  I,  "  I'd  a'most  forgot  tu  ask  what 
you  wanted  tu  see  me  for." 

L  5 


226  HIGH  LIFE  IN  NEW  TORE. 

I  snum !  it  seemed  as  if  the  maple  leaves  I'd  been  a 
talkin  of  had  been  flung^  a  hull  swad  on  'em^  into  her 
face,  she  turned  so  red ;  but  afore  she  could  speak  I 
heard  that  chap  a  comin  agin ;  so  I  made  her  a  low 
bow,  but  sudden,  like  a  jack-knife  opened  and  ehet 
in  a  hurry,  and  I  cut  for  the  sloop  agin. 

From  your  dutiful  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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LETTER    XXXL 

JONATHAN  SLICK  IN  NEW  YOEK. 

JONATHAN  SELLS  OUT  HIS  OABGO. — VISITS  MISS  SNEERS. — 
FINDS  HER  AT  HER  TOILET. — FRIGHTENS  HER  HALF  TO 
DEATH  AND  HIMSELF  ALSO.  —  DESCRIPTION  OF  HER 
DRESS  AND  MANNER  OF  DRESSING.  —^  WALK  UP  BROAD- 
WAT. — A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  CONCERT  ROOM,  CAS- 
TELLAN,  HER  SINGING  AND   THE   AUDIENCE. 

To  Mr.  2Sepheniah  SUck,  Esquire,  Justice  of  the  Peace,  and  Deacon 
of  the  Church,  over  in  Wethersjidd,  State  of  Connecticut. 

Wal,  Par,  as  I  was  a  sayin,  the  minit  I  sot  my 
foot  on  the  stun  pavement  agin,  I  dug  right  into  tra- 
din  like  a  good  feller.  Captin  Doolittle  and  I  flew 
about  and  bartered  off  some  of  the  sloop  load  about 
the  quickest.  The  garden  sarse  and  the  onions  cum 
right  up  tu  the  chalk,  cash  down;  the  hog's  krd, 
apple-sarse  and  beehives  did  purty  well,  and  the 
buckwheat  flour  went  like  a  house  afire.  The  folks 
are  gittin  their  stoves  up  now,  and  arter  that  they 
al'ers  do  a  heavy  business  in  hot  cakes. 

Speakin  of  stoves.  Par,  I  got  the  harnsomest  con- 
sam  you  ever  see  for  my  room  this  winter,  if  I  stay 
in  York.  It's  what  they  call  an  air  tight,  and  a  little 
teenty  tointy  handful  of  wood  keeps  'em  warm  as 
blazes  a  hull  day  and  night  tu ;  they  don't  want  no 
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tendin  hardly^  and  eenajest  bum  up  their  own  ashes. 
I  wanted  the  ginuine  article^  and  so  went  up  tu  Mr. 
Thompson's^  in  Laurens  Street,  that  made  the  fust 
one  that  was  ever  thought  on  in  York,  and  got  him 
tu  manufacter  mine.  I  tell  you  what,  it's  a  sneezer 
— draws  like  a  yoke  of  oxen,  when  you  want  it  tu, 
and  kinder  goes  to  sleep  like  a  nussin  baby,  when 
you'd  ruther  it  wouldn't  go  it  quite  so  strong. 
They're  as  cheap  as  dirt  tu,  and  I  wouldn't  take  a 
winter  apple  for  mine,  if  I  couldn't  git  another. 

But>  dam  the  air  tight  stoves  I  what's  the  use  of 
writin  about  them,  when  the  gals  are  handy  ?  By  the 
time  we'd  sold  out  all  but  the  mare  and  young  boss, 
it  was  arter  dark ;  so  we  hurried  like  every  thing,  and 
arter  slickin  up  in  the  cabin,  about  an  hour,  I  come 
up  dressed  off  as  neat  as  a  new  pin,  and  a  smellin  of 
the  essence  of  peppermint  so  strong  that  I  cured 
Captin  Doolittle  of  a  pain  in  the  stomach,  ony  jest 
passin  by  with  the  comer  of  my  hankercher  stickin 
out 

Wal,  I  pulled  foot  for  the  house  where  Miss  Sneers 
lived,  purty  swift,  I  tell  you,  and  got  there  jest  about 
the  right  time,  I  reckon.  The  buff  colored  nigger 
begun  a  bowin  and  scrapin  the  minit  he  sot  eyes  on 
me. 

"  Please  tu  walk  up  stairs,"  sez  he,  a  wavin  his 
hand. 

"  Jes  so,"  sez  I,  and  up  I  streaked  it,  a'most  tew 
steps  at  a  jump,  for  I  felt  orful  springy  about  the  jints. 


BY  JONATHAN  SLICK^   ESQ.  229 

The  leetle  black  figger  at  the  top  o'  the  stairs  had 
a  lamp  stuck  in  his  hand^  and  the  white  figger  at 
t'other  eend  the  entry  was  kinder  half  hid  in  the 
dark,   and  lookin  kinder  scroochy,   as  if  she  felt 
ashamed  of  standin  there  all  unkivered.     I  on'y  gin 
it  one  squint,  as  I  was  takin  off  old  bell  crown,  and 
a  poldn  up  my  hair  with  t'other  hand  —  for  the  buff 
nigger  opened  the  room  door,  and  there  stood  that 
harnsome  varmint  right  afore  me,  dressed  out  till 
she  eenamost  dazzled  my  eyes.     She  was  a  standin 
right  afore  the  lookin-glass,  that  I  told  you  was  sot  on 
the  white  table.     Two  great  tall  candles  was  stuck  in 
each  side  o'  the  gold  frame,  and  there,  right  in  the  glass, 
I  could  see  the  critter's  face  a  smilin  at  itself,  and 
them  pesky  white  arms  a  lifted  up,  while  she  was  a 
twistin  a  leetle    gold    chain  aroimd  amongst  that 
etamal  swad  o'  shiny  hair.     Oh,  didn't  it  look  ham- 
some  tho'  1  — there  it  was,  braided  like  five  hundred 
big  whip  lashes,  and  all  wove  together  clear  down  the 
back  of  her  neck  in  an  alfired  hank,  that  was  all  held 
up  with  two  smashing  great  gold  pins,  with  heads  to 
'em  as  big  as  a  robin's  egg,  and  jest  about  as  blue. 
Then  that  gold  chain  was  kinder  twistified  up  with 
the  braids,  till  it  put  me  in  mind  of  heat  lightnin  in 
a  thunder  cloud  —  and  from  there  it  gin  one  sweep 
right  round  her  head,  and  jest  girt  in  the  top  of  her 
forred,  and  dropped  in  a  pint  where  a  sort  o'  star 
shone  out,  that  seemed  to  be  made  of  five  or  six  drops 
of  water  froze  together,  and  left  there  tu  make  twenty 
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rainbows  in  the  candle-light.  Oh^  g^uly  I  Par^  I  wish 
you  could  a  seen  how  the  light  came  a  pourin  down 
on  those  shiny  braids,  and  how  they  glistened  a'most 
as  much  as  the  gold.  I  swow,  it  seemed  tu  me  as  if 
every  hair  gin  out  a  spark  o'  fire  every  time  the 
critter  moved  She  had  on  a  goimd,  tu,  that  was 
enough  to  make  a  feller's  eyes  snap ;  it  was  kinder 
blue,  and  then  agin  yaller,  jest  as  the  light  happened 
to  hit  it,  like  the  top  eend  of  a  cloud  when  the  sun  is 
goin  to  roost.  The  shiny  silk  lay  in  win'ows  all 
over  her  bosom,  and  kivered  a  considerable  deal 
higher  up  than  I  thought  it  ought  tu.  Jest  where 
that  neck  kinder  bent  forred,  like  a  pigeon's,  there 
was  a  black  ribbon,  wove  out  of  velvet,  and  hitched 
together  with  a  golden  buckle,  and  that  was  sot  over 
with  some  kind  of  stones,  that  glistened  like  drops  o' 
rain  on  an  onion  top.  That  black  ribbon  kinder 
made  her  neck  look  whiter  than  ever ;  and  when  she 
sort  a  smiled  I  could  see  the  edges  of  her  teeth  in 
that  are  looking-glass,  and  it  seemed  as  if  she'd  got  her 
moutli  half  full  of  cocoanut  meat,  and  might  swaller 
it  while  you  was  a  looking. 

I  stood  stock  still  while  she  was  a  smoothin  them 
silk  sleeves  tight  down  tu  her  arm,  and  a  girdin  them 
at  the  bottom  with  a  golden  handcuff,  and  then  she 
took  up  one  teenty  glove,  put  it  up  tu  them  pesky 
smilin  lips,  and  gin  a  blow  that  puffed  it  up  like  a 
snow  ball;  then  she  stuck  one  leetle  hand  in  it 
kinder  slow  and  cozy,  till  it  sot  to  it  like  the  down 


BY  JONATHAN   SLIGK^   ESQ.  231. 

tu  a  goslin's  breast.  When  she'd  sarved  t'other  the 
same  sarse^  I  begun  tu  git  in  a  twitter  for  fear  she'd 
ketch  me  a  peakin  at  her  when  she  didn't  know  it ; 
BO  jest  as  she  was  a  takin  up  a  slimpsy  white  han- 
kercher,  mor'n  half  lace-work,  I  teetered  up  tu  her  a 
tiptoe,  and  puttin  my  mouth  a  most  agin  her  ear, 
I  bust  right  out — "Bool"  sez  I. 

Quillwheels  and  cheesepresses !  didn't  she  jump 
and  squeal !  I  thought  she'd  go  into  a  conniption  fit, 
all  I  could  du. 

**0h,  git  out!  don't  be  skeared  nor  nothin,  its 
nobody  but  me,"  sez  I  all  in  a  twitteration. 

I  raly  believe  the  hamsome  varmint  n  would  a 
keeled  over  if  I  hadn't  a  ketched  her  right  roimd  the 
waist.  Oh,  consam  it  I  there  her  head  ftU  right  on 
my  shoulder,  and  them  plump  lips  lay  a'  most  agin 
my  cheek,  and  I  darsen't  no  more  touch  'em  than  if 
they'd  been  made  of  sole  leather.  I  swan,  it  was  tu 
darned  tough;  — a  little  chap  with  his  hands  tied  be- 
hind him  and  a  basket  of  ripe  strawberries  right  under 
his  nose — a  pussy  cat  lookin  at  a  pan  of  warm  milk 
through  the  winder  slats  of  a  cheese  room,  might 
understand  somethin  of  my  feelings.  I  swan,  I  du 
believe  my  mouth  would  a  lit  on  the  temptin  plump 
critter's,  like  a  bumblebee  on  a  onion  top,  if  she 
hadn't  kinder  turned  her  head  and  a  sort  a  pushed  me 
away,  with  a  little  finefied  larf,  as  much  as  tu  say  — 
"  Shew  I  git  out  I"  as  Harm  would  tu  our  gray  cat,  if 
she'd  ketched  her  hankerin  arter  the  cream.     I  let  go 
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on  her,  and  stood  there  feelin  as  streaked  as  a  tiger 
in  the  show,  for  I  was  afeared  that  she'd  be  mad  at 
me  for  skarin  her  so. 

"  Now  don't  git  wrathy  nor  nothin,"  sez  I,  a 
fingerin  the  rim  of  old  bell  crown  sort  of  uneasy ;  **I 
didn't  mean  tu,  I  swan  I  didn't  I  You  won't  git  intu 
a  tantrum  now,  will  you  ?" 

The  critter  had  took  off  her  glove  and  was  a 
slickin  over  her  hair,  for  my  coat  sleeve  had  tusseled 
it  up  a  trifle.  She  didn't  answer  me  all  tu  once,  but 
tu  rights  she  turned  round  as  smilin  as  a  basket  of 
chips,  and  sez  she  — 

"  Oh,  its  no  matter ;  you  only  startled  me  a  little." 
And  with  that  she  held  out  that  pesky  hand,  with 
the  glove  half  on,  so  darned  winnin,  I  gin  it  a  grip, 
and  shook  it  as  our  cat  would  a  mouse  that  he 
wanted  to  tantelize,  afore  he  chawed  it  up. 

"  Won't  you  button  it?"  sez  she,  a  tumin  that 
white  wrist,  till  it  bent  round  to  me  like  a  goose's 
neck. 

"  Wal,  I  ruther  guess  I  will,"  sez  I,  a  settin  old 
bell  crown,  on  the  floor.  Arter  takin  off  my  yaller 
gloves,  I  laid  them  in  the  crown,  and  tumin  up  the 
cuffs  of  my  coat,  sort  o'  deliberate,  not  to  let  her 
know  how  tickled  I  was ;  then  I  gripped  that  bent 
wrest  between  my  thumb  and  finger,  and  sot  tu  work 
in  amest. 

But  a  feller  needn't  eat  a  biled  onion  at  a  swaller, 
you  know,  if  he  does  love  'em ;  and  it  wasn't  tu  be 
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expected  that  I  should  get  through  with  that  job, 
while  that  hand  was  a  layin  in  mine,  as  contented  as 
a  dove  settin  on  its  eggs.  But  there  must  al'ers  be 
an  eend  tu  every  thing  that's  sweeter  than  conmion, 
that's  the  damdest  of  it.  Arter  I'd  fumbled  over 
the  button,  as  awk'ard  as  git  out — for  I  made 
believe  as  amest  as  a  minister — the  button  got 
ketched  jest  tu  spite  me,  and  I  had  tu  let  go.  Con- 
sam  it,  why  can't  sich  things  hang  on  for  ever. 

While  I  was  puttin  on  my  gloves  and  takin  up 
bell  crown  agin,  she  went  out  a  minit  and  cum  right 
back,  with  a  kind  of  red  and  black  yam  cap  tied  on 
her  head,  all  rolled  up  round  her  face,  and  a  hangin  in 
ruffles  and  strings  and  tossles  all  over  her  shoulders. 
It  was  kinder  stuck  on  one  side,  and  looked  so 
cunnin  I  couldn't  but  jest  keep  my  hands  off  from 
it.  She'd  put  an  alfired  big  cape,  made  out  of 
shiney  velvet,  and  all  edged  about  with  fur,  over  her 
silk  gound,  and  the  hull  on  it  looked  so  scrumptious 
that  I  bust  right  out  — 

"  I  swow.  Miss  Sneers,"  sez  I,  **you  look  good 
enough  tu  eat  —  dam  me  if  you  don't." 

She  gin  me  one  of  them  soft  smiles,  and  kinder 
sot  her  head  a  one  side,  as  roguish  as  a  chip  squirrel, 
while  she  went  up  tu  the  table  and  tied  a  bunch  of 
flowers  with  a  ribbon.  Then  she  took  a  little  hom, 
all  wove  out  of  curlecued  gold,  out  of  one  of  the 
morocco  boxes,  and  arter  stickin  the  stems  in,  she 
held  it  up,  and  sez  she  — 
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"Aint  it  sweet!" 

**  I  ruther  think  it  is/'  sez  I,  a  bendin  for'ard^  and 
a  lookin  right  intu  her  face ;  "  sweeter  than  all  the 
posies  on  earth." 

She  took  up  the  teenty  watch,  and  arter  layin  it 
down  agin,  snuggled  herself  up,  a  hull  heap  of 
beauty,  in  the  velvet  cap. 

"  It's  about  time  tu  be  a  joggin,  I  s'pose,"  sez  I,  a 
puttin  on  old  bell  crown ;  but  I  kinder  felt  awk'ard 
about  lockin  arms,  for  I  wasn't  sartain  whether  it  was 
the  fashion  tu  link  elbows  in  the  house,  or  wait  till 
we  got  out  doors,  as  we  do  tu  hum.  While  I  was 
makin  up  my  mind,  she  slid  through  the  door  and 
down  stairs,  and  I  arter  her  full  chisel  When  we 
got  on  the  stun  side  walk,  I  crooked  my  elbow,  and 
sez  I,  jest  as  I  used  tu  to  hum,  sez  I — 

"  Will  you  accept  my  arm,  marm  ?  " 

She  didn't  say  "  If  you  please,  sir,"  and  clinch  in, 
as  one  of  our  gals  tu  hum  would  a  done;  but  jest  laid 
her  hand  on  my  coat  sleeve,  with  the  fingers  layiu 
agin  the  edge  of  my  yaller  glove,  till  the  leetlest  one 
touched  my  wrist,  kinder  cozy,  as  if  it  was  her  pro- 
perty—  coat,  puffy,  trousers,  old  beU  crown  and  alL 

We  turned  intu  Broadway,  and  mixed  in  a  hull 
stream  of  human  natur,  that  was  a  runnin  up  town, 
and  then  we  cut  along,  a  talkin  together  and  a  smilin 
in  each  other's  faces,  as  chipper  as  two  birds  teeterin 
on  an  appletree  limb  in  spring  time.  I  kinder  let 
my  head  drop  a  one  side^  as  if  old  bell  crown  was  a 
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trifle  top-heavy,  and  that  brought  my  face  kinder  in- 
timate with  hem ;  and  there  she  hung  on  my  coat- 
sleeve,  as  lovin  as  a  grape  vine  round  an  oak  limb, 
with  them  soft  eyes  lifted  up  tu  mine,  and  that  are 
consamed  mouth  now  shet,  and  then  agin  open,  jest 
like  a  red  rozy  a  tryin  to  blow,  but  hindered  from  the 
hefb  of  tu  much  moisture  on  the  leaves.  Then  agin, 
when  she  spoke  it  was  eenajest  in  a  whisper,  and  I 
had  tu  bend  down,  or  some  of  them  consamed  sweet 
words  would  a  got  lost  on  their  way  tu  my  ear. 

Wal,  we  went  intu  a  great  hamsome  house,  up  a 
long  entry  way,  and  there  sot  a  chap  with  a  hull  heap 
of  little  square  pieces  of  paper  a  lyin  on  a  table :  he 
reached  out  tew,  and  I  took  *em  jest  tu  satisfy  him — 
he  looked  so  amest — and  I  was  a  going  along,  when 
the  chap  he  spoke  up,  and  sez  he — 

''  It's  tew  dollars.'' 

''  What's  tew  dollars  ?  "  sez  I. 

"  The  tickets,"  sez  he,  a  pintin  tu  the  papers. 

**  What !  these  leetle  queer  chunks  of  bunnet 
paper  ?  "  sez  I ;  "  they  aint  worth  tew  coppers." 

**  You  won't  git  in  without  'em,"  sez  he. 

"  You  git  out,  now,"  sez  I,  "  you're  only  pokin 
ftin  at  a  feller.  Say  three  and  ninepence — cash  down 
—can't  you?" 

"  Nothin  less  'an  tew  dollars,"  sez  he  as  stiff  as  a 
crow  bar. 

^'  Take  it,  and  be  darned ! "  sez  I,  a  shellin  out  tew 
hard  silver  dollars ;  "  but  if  it  wasn't  for  disappointin 
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this  hamsome  critter  a  lockin  arms  with  me,  I'd  lam 
you  tu  impose  on  a  feller  this  way." 

With  that,  I  riz  right  up  parpendicular,  and  went 
on  with  a  stiff  upper  lip,  jest  about  as  mad  as  a  feller 
ought  tu  be,  that's  gin  tew  dollars  for  tew  squares  of 
paper. 

I  swow,  I  couldn't  help  but  feel  a  trifle  womblecrop- 
ped  all  the  way  up  stairs,  till  we  cum  tu  a  great  room 
all  pictered  off  agin  the  walls  with  fire  red  trees  and 
bushes  and  houses,  all  as  red  as  blazes ;  a  lot  of  great 
whoppin  lookin-glasses  was  sot  in  all  amongst  the  red 
picturs,  and  I  guess  there  was  a  blazin  and  a  glitterin 
amongst  'em  all,  that  was  enough  to  dazzle  a  feller's 
eyes.  Kight  in  the  middle  of  the  room  was  three  or 
four  great  golden  hoops,  strung  together  with  golden 
chains,  and  hung  all  over  with  long  chunks  of  glass, 
that  looked  like  a  hull  grist  of  icicles  a  droppin  from 
the  roof,  with  a  squad  of  lamps  set  a  blazin  right  in 
the  heap,  tu  see  how  soon  the  consam  would  be  melt- 
ed down.  Another  great  heap  of  blazin  lamps  and 
glistenin  glass,  himg  at  either  eend  of  the  room,  and 
the  benches  imder  was  cKuck  full  of  hamsome  women 
a'most  all  on  'em  bareheaded,  and  some  on  'em  tar- 
nal  good  lookin,  but  no  more  tu  be  sot  up  agin  my 
gal,  than  chalk's  like  cheese.  There  was  a  purty 
genuine  sprinklin  of  men  scattered  amongst  them, 
some  on  'em  whiskered  off  on  the  upper  lip  like  a 
black  cat,  and  some  on  'em  lookin  like  awk'ard  gals, 
all  but  the  coat  and  trousers,  they  were  curled  off  so. 
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I  swan.  Par,  it  seemed  like  goin  in  tu  a  dower 
garden,  jest  a  passin  through  so  many  purty  faces,  all 
first  rate  without  paint  or  white- wash.  I  rather 
guess  a  chap  about  my  size,  with  his  hair  all  a  hang- 
ing in  dandaUon  stem  curls,  his  coat  square  at  the 
tail,  puffy  trousers,  and  the  harnsomest  critter  on  his 
arm  that  ever  trod  shoe  leather,  wasn't  a  feller  tu  be 
sneezed  at  in  a  hurry.  There  he  went  right  through 
'em  all,  with  a  stiff  upper  lip,  and  takin  step  like  a 
trainer,  till  he  cmn  tu  a  settee  agin  the  wall.  Then 
he  jest  took  the  tip  eend  of  that  leetle  hand  that  lay 
on  his  coat  cuff  so  dreadful  lovin,  between  the  fingers 
of  his  yaller  glove,  and  steppin  back  a  trifle,  jest  tu 
git  a  fair  sweep,  he  stuck  out  his  right  foot,  cut  a 
half  pigeon  wing,  that  was  broken  off  short  in  the 
hollow  of  t'other  foot,  and  bent  for'ard  till  the  crown 
of  his  hat  a'most  touched  that  harnsome  critter's  face. 
Gauly  oppolus,  didn't  the  folks  stare  at  us !  I  guess 
they  didn't  see  tew  such  good  lookin  critters  every 
night ;  fust  they  looked  at  me  and  then  at  the  ham- 
some  gal ;  the  women  folks  all  took  tu  whisperin,  and 
the  men  they  stared  like  so  many  shotes;  I  didn't 
seem  tu  mind  it,  but  sot  there  as  independent  as  a 
cork  screw,  with  old  bell  crown  between  my  knees, 
and  my  yaller  glove  kinder  clinched  in  my  lap,  and 
both  thumbs  a  playin  together,  jest  tu  let  'em  see  that 
I  could  feel  as  easy  as  all  out  doors,  if  folks  did  gawk 
at  me  so. 

By-am-by,  one  eend  of  the  room  began  tu  run  over 
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with  fiddlers  and  toot-horn  players;  then  they  sot 
out  a  great  chist  on  legs^  with  a  row  of  teeth  in  one 
edge^  and  a  feller  he  cum  out  and  begun  to  poke 
about  with  both  hands  on  the  white  consams  in  the 
edge,  that  looked  like  a  row  of  boss's  teeth  new  sot ; 
and  they  let  out  a  stream  of  fust  rate  music  every 
time  he  touched  'em;  then  the  toot-horns  and  the 
fiddles  they  sot  up.  The  chap's  fingers  begun  tu  hop 
over  the  rows  of  teeth,  and  danced  about  from  one  tu 
t'other  like  hot  chesnuts  in  a  fire ;  and  turights  a  hull 
storm  of  music  cum  swellin  and  pourin  through  the 
room,  swellin  and  risin  like  a  thunder  clap  dying  for 
love. 

They  gin  up  at  last,  and  whilst  the  lamps  was  a 
flarin,  and  the  glass  chunks  a  tremblin  over  head,  the 
man  at  the  chist  he  got  up  and  openc?  a  door,  and 
then  agin  out  he  cum,  a  leadin  a  proper  purty  gal, 
that  looked  as  mealy  mouthed  as  if  butter  wouldn't 
melt  in  her  mouth,  right  in  amongst  the  squad  of 
fiddlers. 

I  snuggers  I  Par,  she  looked  like  a  water  lily  arly  in 
the  mornin,  when  it's  eenajest  scared  by  the  sunshine. 
Her  dress  was  jest  the  color  of  the  sky,  when  white 
clouds  are  a  creepin  over  it ;  her  hair  was  all  twisted 
up  in  a  squad  behind,  jest  like  my  gal's,  and  some 
white  roses  seemed  to  be  a  blowin  right  amongst  the 
thickest  on  it.  She  had  a  wide  gold  shackle  on  one 
arm,  but  oh,  git  out!  that  round  arm  beat  the  gold  all 
tu  nothin.     The  chaps  all  begun  tu  clap  and  stamp. 
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afi  if  they  waa  determined  tu  split  all  their  white 
gloves  when  she  cum  out. 

I  never  did  see  fellers  make  such  an  alfired  touse. 
But  she  on'y  jest  curchied  a  trifle,  gin  one  look  round 
with  them  soft  black  eyes,  kmder  like  a  scared  bird ; 
then  she  took  up  a  sheet  of  paper,  the  feller  he  sot 
down  to  the  chist  agin,  and  she  opened  her  mouth, 
kinder  as  a  mocking  bird  parts  his  bill  when  he's  bus- 
tin  with  music.  Oh,  gauly  I  I  eenajest  jumped  on 
eend  the  minit  she  let  off  the  fust  breath.  It  seemed 
as  if  tew  thousand  yaller  birds  were  a  singing  down 
her  throat;  she  was  all  over  music — eyes,  lips, 
cheeks,  and  every  part  of  her.  It  bust  out  through  * 
her  eyes  in  flashes,  and  poured  from  her  pesky  sweet 
mouth,  like  maple  molasses  from  our  sugar  kittle. 
It  made  the  lights  dance  afore  my  eyes,  and  every 
drop  of  blood  in  my  body  begun  to  cut  capers  and 
fire  up  all  over  me,  as  if  somebody  had  ducked  me  in 
a  wine  barrel  and  let  the  spirits  all  soak  in.  I  didn't 
know  how  she  got  through,  for  that  music  had  sent 
me  intu  the  middle  of  next  week  without  my  knowin 
it ;  but  the  folks  they  begun  to  stamp  agin :  then  the 
toot-homs  and  fiddles  they  sot  up  anew,  and  the  fel- 
ler with  the  chist  cut  in.  By-am-by  in  she  slid  agin, 
and  poured  out  the  sweetness  louder  and  more  killin 
than  ever.  I  snuggers !  the  critter  must  live  on  new 
honey  and  mellow  peaches. 

I  du  believe  if  they'd  kept  on  much  longer  I  should 
a  gone  off  intu  a  conniption  fit,  or  went  intu  a  double 
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8hu£9e  right  on  the  spot^  that  music  riled  me  up  so. 
But  arter  a  while  the  whole  consam  broke  up,  and  I 
started  off  agin  with  that  purty  critter  on  my  arm, 
and  went  dovm  Broadway  as  large  as  life,  and  with 
that  music  a  working  in  my  blood  yet,  like  yeast  in  a 
bakin  of  bread.  Miss  Sneers  was  as  soft  and  as 
sweet  as  a  critter  could  be,  and  she  seemed  to  think 
so  much  of  every  thing  I  did — as  true  as  you  live, 
she  seemed  tu  be  jest  about  as  much  interested  in 
what  I  told  her  about  the  cargo  and  horses  and  other 
things,  as  if  she'd  been  my  own  sister.  Aint  it  a 
purty  good  sign.  Par,  when  a  gal  begins  to  talk  in 
amest  about  your  bargains  ? 

I  went  in  up  stairs  and  sot  a  while  with  Miss 
Sneers.  That  tall  candlestick  was  a  spoutin  out  a 
grist  of  smoky  sweetness  that  raly  made  me  feel 
sleepy  and  kinder  wilted  me  down  like  a  posy  in  the 
sun.  Miss  Sneers  she  took  off  her  cap  and  cape,  and 
cum  and  sot  down  by  me  so  sociable,  and  kept  on 
talkin  about  the  vessel  and  cargo  and  your  farm,  till, 
I  swan  tu  man  1  I  could  a  kissed  her  for  it,  if  I  dared; 
for  a  York  gal,  she  has  a  sneakin  turn  for  business 
that  tickles  me  considerably. 

It  was  considerable  late  when  I  got  up  tu  go,  but 
she  kinder  hung  on  to  have  me  stay  longer,  and 
wouldn't  give  up  till  I  promised  to  cum  agin  the 
night  arter,  and  eat  supper  with  her  brother,  and 
some  chaps  that  he'd  asked  a  purpose  to  get  ac- 
quainted with  me.     She  gin  me  her  hand  as  I  was 
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agoin  out,  and  [I  took  a  considerable  of  a  nibble  at 
the  fingers,  consam  em !  She  didn't  git  mad,  but 
kissed  the  same  hand  arter  I  dropped  it,  and  kept  a 
wayin  it  tu  me  till  I  lost  sight  on  her  a  goin  down 
stairs.  There  seemed  tu  be  a  good  many  lights  and 
considerable  talkin  in  the  rooms  below,  but  that 
wasn't  my  business,  so  I  cut  stick  for  the  sloop. 

Par,  I  hope  you  don't  let  Judy  White  see  these 
ere  letters;  it  will  nigh  about  set  her  inter  fits,  if  you 
du.  When  I've  been  tu  see  this  temptin  critter,  I 
feel  dreadful  uneasy  about  Judy.  She's  a  good  gal. 
Par,  and  if  I  should  take  a  notion  tu  hitch  tackle  to 
this  takin  York  gal,  I'm  afeared  it  would  eenamost 
kill  her.  Don't  let  her  see  these  letters,  I  beg  on 
you  —  it  makes  me  feel  melancholy,  ony  jest  to 
think  on  it.  Poor  critter  I  I  kept  a  thinkin  on  her 
almost  all  night. 

I'll  tell  you  about  the  supper  next  week,  per'aps. 
Your  dutiful  son, 

Jonathan  Slick. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIL 

JONATHAN  SLICK  IN  NEW  YOBK. 

To  Mr.  Zephaniah  SKck,  E»qutre,  Justice  of  the  Peactj  and  Deacon 
of  the  Church,  over  in  Weaiherifield,  StaU  of  Conneetiad, 

Deab  Pab, 

I've  tried  tu  write  tu  you  agin  and  agin  since  my 
t'other  letter,  bnt  I  felt  so  dreadful  bad,  there  was  no 
makin  it  out,  all  I  could  du.  I've  been  dreadful  sick, 
and  about  the  damdest  melancholy  critter  that  ever 
sot  up  an  eend  in  bed. 

I  own  it  eenamost  kills  me  to  begin,  but  the  truth 
will  out  some  time  or  other;  and  a  feller  that  sunt 
ashamed  tu  du  wrong,  must  be  a  sneakin  shote  if  he 
can't  pick  up  courage  tu  own  up  tu  the  truth,  like  a 
man.  It's  a  tough  job,  though,  to  own  that  you've 
been  made  a  darn'd  coot,  and  a  leetle  wus  than  that — 
but  all  I've  got  to  du  is  to  grin  and  bear  it.  I  was 
a  tellin  you,  that  Miss  Sneers  gin  me  an  invite  to 
supper.  I  slicked  up  and  went,  nigh  about  dark, 
a  feelin  sort  a  steaked,  I  couldn't  tell  why,  and  a 
thinkin  of  Judy  White  all  the  way;  that  pesky 
hamsome  critter  had  riled  up  my  feelins  so  des- 
perately that  I  raly  hadn't  known  which  eend  my 
head  was  on  —  but,  somehow,  as  I  went  along,  Judy 
seemed  close  by  me,  with  her  hand  on  my  arm. 
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kinder  holdin  me  back;  and  once  I  was  eenamost 
tempted  tu  turn  back,  and  never  think  o'  this  York 
gal  agin  on  arth.  I  swow,  I  raly  believe  the  tears 
stood  in  my  eyes  when  I  went  up  the  steps — for  I 
couldn't  keep  from  thiokin  of  hum  all  I  could  du, 
and  it  seemed  jest  as  if  you  and  marm  were  a  holdin 
family  prayers,  and  all  for  my  sake,  jest  then.  I  do 
believe.  Par,  that  the  spirits  of  live  folks  that  love 
you  are  as  likely  agin  to  haunt  a  feller  when  he's  in 
danger  as  them  of  dead  people.  Wal,  I  rung  the 
door-beU  kinder  loth,  for  I  hadn't  felt  very  chipper 
all  day,  and,  somehow,  thinkin  of  hum  and  sich 
things  gin  me  a  kind  of  timersome  feelin.  The  buff 
nigger  was  on  hand  in  no  time.  He  swung  open  the 
door,  and  stood  a  bowin  and  a  shakin  that  etarnal 
swad  of  hair  till  I  got  clear  into  the  entry-way.  I 
was  a  goin  right  up  stairs,  but  the  nigger  he  opened 
a  side  door,  and  says  he,  "  walk  in." 

"Jest  so,"  sez  I,  and  I  went  through  the  door 
inter  a  room  that  was  sot  off  tu  kill  with  all  sorts  o' 
notions  and  foreign  fixins.  The  winders  were  shet 
up  close,  and  kivered  from  top  tu  bottom  with  a  hull 
Niagara  of  red  silk.  The  benches  and  settees  and 
chairs  shone  and  glistened  all  around,  and  overhead 
was  one  of  them  concerns  of  fire  and  chink  glass,  a 
blazin  and  flashing  round  us  till  it  seemed  as  if  the 
ruff  overhead  was  made  of  solid  gold.  The  walls 
were  kivered  all  over  with  picters — them  golden 
frames  was  all  curlicued  off,  and  shone  out  dreadful 
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hamsome^  I  can  tell  you.  Right  under  that  heap  of 
swingin  glass^  and  jest  where  the  fire  felt  strongest, 
there  was  a  table  about  as  large  round  as  marm's 
cheese  tub,  and  kivered  over  with  a  red  cloth,  all 
figured  off,  that  fell  clear  to  the  carpet,  and  looked 
sort  o'  rich,  like  a  pile  of  winter  apples  heaped  afore 
a  cider-mill. 

Two  or  three  chaps  sot  afore  the  table,  larfin  and 
a  talkin  together,  while  they  kinder  tilted  back  the 
chairs  they  sot  in,  and  seemed  to  make  themselves  tu 
hum  all  over. 

I  looked  around  for  Miss  Sneers,  but  she  wasn^t 
there  yit,  and  the  chaps  by  the  table  didn't  seem  tu 
know  that  I  was  standin  there,  and  a  lettin  off  my 
prime  bows  all  for  nothin.  But  jest  as  I  was  a  goin 
to  back  out,  a  feller  that  lay  on  one  of  these  new- 
fangled settees  that  have  an  arm  chair  at  each  eend, 
and  a  bench  in  the  middle  all  cushioned  off  with  red 
silk,  he  kinder  riz  up,  and  I  see  it  was  the  chap  that 
waited  on  Miss  Sneers  at  the  theatre  the  first  time 
I  ever  saw  her.  He  cum  for'ard  on  seein  me,  and  a 
lookin  eenamost  tickled  tu  death  tu  think  I'd  cum. 
He  told  the  chaps  by  the  table  who  I  was,  and 
they  got  up  tu,  and  was  in  a  mighty  takin  about 
my  bein  there.  I  sot  down  on  a  chair  and  histed 
one  leg  top  of  t'other,  and  begun  tu  teeter  my 
right  foot  sort  of  independent,  and  looked  about 
for  Miss  Sneers.  She  wasn't  there  jest  then, 
and  I  begun  to  feel  rather  awkward.  But  the 
nian  that  Td  seen  with  her  at  the  theatre,  he  sot 
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down  dose  by  me^  and  begun  to  talk  as  ehipper  as  if 
he'd  known  me  a  hundred  years*     I  hadn't  had  a 
good  chance  tu  look  at  the  feller  before  in  amest^ 
but  now  as  he  sot  agin  me,  I  gin  him  considerable 
observation.     He  was  a  tall^  harnsome  chap,  with 
hair  as  thick  and  black  as  midnight.     His  eyes  were 
black  tu,  and  as  sharp  as  darning-needles,  but  you 
never  could  ketch  them  a  lookin  at  you  more'n  a 
minute  at  a  time — they  al'ers  shied  when  a  feller 
looked  right  straight  into  them.     His  voice  was  as 
soft  as  a  mealy  potater,  and  he  kinder  slid  up  tu  you 
across  the  room  like  a  gray  cat,  and  seemed  tu  be 
jest  about  as  innocent.     He  begun  tu  talk  about 
farmin,  and  the  Brother  Jonathan,  and  the  price  of 
produce  in  York,  jest  as  cozey  as  ^t  out,  and  seemed 
tu  be  right  tu  hum  on  any  subject  that  cum  up. 
The  other  chaps  they  jined  in,  and  laid  on  a  con- 
siderable soft  sodder  about  my  letters  in  the  Jonathan 
: — ^but  they  did  it  slick,  I  can  tell  you,  smoothed  it 
down  nice  and  ily,  till  you  couldn't  jest  tell  exactly 
whether  it  was  soft  sodder  or  not. 

Arter  a  few  minutes.  Miss  Sneers  she  cum  in — 
I  felt  my  heart  jump  intu  my  mouth,  and  the  blood 
bile  up  over  my  face,  like  hot  flip  when  the  iron  is 
put  in.  It  seemed  tu  me,  as  if  she  never  did  look 
so  harnsome  afore — her  frock  was  all  blue  shiny 
velvet,  as  bright  as  a  damson  plum — that  are  round 
neck  so  pesky  white,  hadn't  no  kiverin  on,  but  a 
leetle  finefied  gold  chain,  and  another  gold  chain  was 
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tangled  up  with  the  great  swad  of  hair  that  was 
twistified  up  on  the  nap  of  her  neck.  She  kinder 
slid  intu  the  room  sort  of  easy^  jest  like  a  trout  sailin 
along  the  bottom  of  a  brook — her  cheeks  looked  as 
fresh  as  a  full  blown  rosy,  and  her  mouth,  the  darned 
provokin  thing,  looked  jest  like  a  bunch  of  ripe 
strawberries,  jest  ready  tu  drop  from  the  stems. 

She  kinder  bowed  tu  the  chaps  that  sot  by  the 
table,  and  then  cum  right  up  tu  where  I  stood  with 
both  her  hands  out  tu  once,  as  if  she  was  tickled  all 
over  tu  see  me  agin. 

Both  them  little  white  hands  wasn't  more  than 
one  handful  for  me,  and  I  wasn't  in  no  very  great 
hurry  tu  let  go,  when  I  once  got  a  good  grip  at  em — 
she  didn't  seem  tu  mind  my  hayin  em,  but  sot  down 
right  between  me  and  her  brother,  and  Ihere  she  sot 
a  smilin  right  intu  my  eyes  and  a  askin  so  amest 
arter  my  helth,  that  I  couldn't  but  jest  speak,  my 
heart  riz  so.  The  critter  really  seemed  tu  have  took 
a  notion  tu  you,  and  marm.  She  was  dreadful  amest 
tu  know  if  I'd  beam  from  you,  and  how  you  stood 
the  cold  wealher ;  and  then  consam  me !  if  she  didn't 
ask  how  Captin  Doolittle  did,  jest  as  if  the  old  coot 
had  a  ben  her  own  Par.  By-am-by,  she  bent  over, 
and  kinder  whispered  tu  me,  and  sez  she — 

"  I  must  go  and  speak  tu  the  gentlemen  there — 
you  make  me  forget  every  thing  but  yourself." 

With  that  she  gin  my  fingers  a  leetle  grip  and 
went  up  tu  the  table* 
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**  You  seem  dull,"  sez  ske ;  "  supposin  you  take  a 
game  at  cards  till  supper  is  ready  ?" 

**  If  Mr.  Slick  hain't  no  objection"  sez  her  brother, 
a  lookin  at  me,  kinder  anxious.  ''His  fadier's  a 
Deacon  you  know." 

They  all  turned  on  their  chairs,  and  looked  at  me, 
as  if  a  man  that  didn't  like  cards  must  a  have  been 
brought  up  in  the  woods.  It  made  me  feel  kinder 
streaked — so  sez  I,  "  Oh  never  seem  tu  mind  me, 
I  aint  a  skeered  at  a  pack  of  cards,  if  my  Far  is." 

'*  Du  you  ever  play,"  sez  Miss  Sneers,  a  smilin 
on  me  like  a  June  sun. 

"  Wal,"  sez  I,  speaikin  up  crank,  **  I  haint  done 
much  at  it,  once  I  was  a  little  shaver,  and  used  tu 
play  high,  low,  jack,  and  the  game,  with  one  of  our 
workmen  in  Par's  bam  tu  hum,  but  I  was  a  con- 
siderable of  a  sneezer  at  it  in  them  days,  I  reckon." 

Miss  Sneers's  brother,  sez  he, ''  Wal  then,  supposin 
you  take  a  hand  here?" 

I  felt  kinder  bad  at  the  idea  of  touching  cards, 
arter  promisin  you  not  tu.  Par,  when  you  ketched 
me  at  it  and  gin  me  that  allfired  lickin  in  the  bam; 
— but  Miss  Sneers  stood  right  afore  me,  shuffling  a 
bran  new  pack  o'  cards  in  them  little  white  hands, 
and  a  lookin  at  me  so  cunnin  that  I  couldn't  stand 
it — yet  I  felt  sort  o'  loth,  and  held  back. 

"I'm  afeared  I've  eenajest  forgot  how,"  sez  I; 
a  loungin  back. 

*'  Oh,  never  mind,"  sez  one'of  the  chaps  in  a  red 
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and  green  vest,  and  with  checkered  trousers  on, 
"  Miss  Sneers  will  show  you  how." 

*'  Certainly,*'  says  the  hamsome  critter- — a  smilin 
right  in  my  face  again ;  "  Shall  I  be  your  teacher, 
Mr.  Shck?" 

"Jest  so,"  sez  I, — "I'd  jump  down  my  own 
throat,  if  you  on'y  told  me  tu." 

With  that  I  sot  down  by  the  table — crossed  one 
leg  a  top  of  t'other  and  wiped  my  nose.  Miss  Sneers, 
she  leaned  her  arm  on  my  chair,  and  the  rest  sot 
down# 

"  Wal,  what  shall  we  play?"  sez  the  chap  in 
checkered  trousers. 

"  Oh,  high,  low,  jack,  and  the  game  —  Mr.  Slick 
understands  that" — sez  the  rest,  sort  a  larfin.  I 
begun  tu  rile  a  trifle — "I  guess  Mr.  Slick  knows  a 
thing  or  two  brides  that,"  sez  I ;  "he  wasn't  bom 
in  the  woods  tu  be  skared  at  owls,"  sez  L 

They  all  choked  in  at  that — one  feller  shuffled 
the  cards,  I  cut,  and  the  checkered  trousers  took 
the  deal.  I  got  an  allfired  good  hand  the  first  dive 
—  ace,  jack  and  the  two  spot  of  trumps,  besides  a 
ten.  Miss  Sneers  she  bent  over  till  I  could  feel  her 
breath  agin  my  cheek,  as  warm  and  sweet  as  the 
steam  from  an  apple-sarse  cag  when  the  sarse  is  sot 
off  to  cool.  I  swow,  it  made  me  feel  so  kinder  un- 
settled, that  the  cards  danced  afore  my  eyes,  like 
picters  run  crazy.  We  begun  to  play.  Miss  Sneers 
kept  a  pokin  that  pesky  little  finger  of  hem  amongst 
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my  cards  every  minute,  puttin  out  them  that  I 
ought  to  play,  one  by  one — and  afore  I  knew  it 
myself,  I'd  beat  the  hull  biling  on  em — three  games 
without  stoppin.  Miss  Sneers  she  seemed  to  be 
eenamost  tickled  to  death  to  think  I'd  done  em 
up  so  slick,  and  the  men  they  looked  streaked 
enough,  I  tell  you  —  that  one  in  the  checkered 
trousers  above  alL  Jest  as  we  was  cuttin  in  for  a 
new  deal,  the  doors  right  afore  me  slid  back  inter  the 
wall,  and  there  was  another  room  spread  out  afore 
us  Uke  a  picter.  It  was  as  light  as  day  from  one 
eend  of  the  room  tu  t'other — and  it  was  enough  to 
dazzle  one's  eyes  to  see  the  shiney  silk  tumblin  down 
from  the  golden  poles  over  the  winders — the  great 
whoppin  lookin  glasses  a  blazin  all  over  that  eend 
of  the  room— the  carpet  kivered  over  and  trod 
down  with  posies — the  picters  agin  the  walls  and 
leetle  marble  babies  a  standing  round,  with  the 
candle  light  a  pourin  down  over  em.  Oh,  gosh  1  it 
was  enough  to  make  a  feller  loose  his  breath,  and 
never  ketch  it  agin.  There  right  in  the  midst  of  the 
room,  was  a  table  a  shinin  and  a  glistenin,  like  a 
heap  of  ice-chunks  and  new  half  dollars  piled  up 
together  in  the  hot  sun.  The  plates  and  the  knives 
and  forks,  spoons  and  all,  was  solid  silver — every 
thing  else  was  silver  but  the  glasses,  and  they  were 
all  pinted  and  pictered  off,  and  cut  down  in  lines, 
till  there  was  nothing  but  flash,  flash,  flash  !  wherever 
the  light  fell,  and  tfcat  was  strong  enough ;  for  right 
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overhead  was  another  of  them  great  gold  spangles 
branching  out  every  which  way,  and  runmn  over 
with  fire. 

Miss  Sneers  she  put  her  hand  on  my  arm,  jest  so 
as  tu  let  the  tip  eend  of  her  little  finger  lie  agin 
my  wrist.  I  swan !  it  made  the  blood  tingle  up  my 
arm.  We  went  intu  the  room  with  the  rest  a  fol- 
lerin  arter,  Indian  file.  A  great  strappin  nigger 
stood  at  each  side  of  the  door-plaoe,  when  we  went, 
with  white  gloves  on,  and  towels  in  their  hands — 
they  bowed  a'most  tu  the  carpet  as  we  went  by,  and 
when  we  sot  down,  then  they  stood  right  up  on  eend 
behind  our  chairs,  like  militia  trainers  jist  tryin  tu 
drill.  They  lifted  up  the  kivers  from  a  lot  of  dishes, 
and  up  ris  the  steam  amongst  the  glasses  and  silver, 
till  it  seemed  as  if  they  hung  in  a  doud.  O  gracious, 
I  can't  begin  to  tell  you  all  that  them  dishes  had  in 
'em.  There  was  leetle  teinty  tonty  birds  cooked  hull, 
claws  and  all  — partridges  with  their  stomachs  stuffed 
till  they  looked  as  pussey  as  cousin  Jason — squirrels 
a  lyin  there,  like  human  babies,  jest  baked  over  a 
trifle,  and  all  sorts  of  wild  varmints  that  a  feller  ever 
thought  of  killin. 

The  niggers  they  dodged  about,  fillin  plates  and 
a  handin  em  round  like  lightnin.  They  gin  Miss 
Sneers  and  I  each  on  us  a  leetle  bird — darn  me  if 
I  know  what  it  was,  without  it  was  a  woodpecker 
stewed  huU.  It  raly  seemed  tu  be  a  sham^  tu  stick 
a  fork  intu  the  teinty  varmint*     I  kinder  diddled 
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my  knife  and  fork  about,  till  Miss  Sneers  got  purty 
intimate  with  her  bird,  for  I  wanted  tu  see  if  it  was 
the  fashion  tu  swaller  em  down,  inards  and  all. 
She'd  used  her  little  chap  purty  well  up,  when  I  sot 
my  jaws  a  workin  in  amest.  The  bird  went  down 
my  throat  about  the  quickest.  It  was  awful  sweet 
tastin ;  and  the  leg  bones  scratched  a  trifle  as  they 
went  down,  but  nothin  tu  speak  on. 

Wal,  we  laid  inter  the  squirrels  and  other  wild 
critters  rather  hard,  till  I  begun  tu  feel  a  dry.  There 
was  a  leetle  bottle  of  water  stood  agin  each  plate. 
I  poured  some  out  of  mine,  and  was  goin  tu  drink, 
but  Miss  Sneers,  she  laid  her  hand  on  the  glass,  and 
sez  she — 

"  Mr.  Slick,  let  me  help  you  tu  wine." 

"  Not  as  you  know  on,"  sez  I,  a  bowin,  and  a 
takin  the  tumbler  from  under  her  hand — "I'm  a 
teetotaler,  marm,  tu  the  back  bone  I" 

"  Oh,  Fd  forgot,"  sez  she,  a  lookin  at  her  brother. 
He  took  up  a  bottle  with  leetle  chunks  of  sheet  lead 
a  stickin  tu  the  neck,  and  sez  he — 

"  You  wiU  not  refuse  a  glass  of  this  cider,  Mr. 
Slick — there's  no  alcohol  in  this,  I  can  tell  you. 

I  was  jest  a  goin  tu  say  no,  but  Miss  Sneers,  she 
held  out  her  glass,  and  all  the  time  that  cider  was  a 
gurglin  out  of  the  bottle,  and  a  sendin  up  sparkles 
in  her  glass,  she  kept  them  smilin  eyes  a  pourin  their 
brightness  right  intu  mine.  When  the  glass  was 
full,  she  touched  it  tu  her  mouth,  and  gin  a  leetle 
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sip,  jest  enough  tu  make  them  pesky  lips  look  atiifle 
damp,  and  redder  than  ever^  and  sez  she,  a  reacfain 
the  glass  towards  me — 

"  You  must  drink  this,  Mr.  Slick." 

I  felt  the  blood  bile  intur  mj  face  agin.  I  kinder 
part  reached  out  my  hand — then  I  pulled  it  back, 
and  sez  I — 

"  I've  signed  the  pledge." 

**  Not  agin  this  harmless  cider,"  sez  they  all  to- 
gether. 

"  Not  when  a  lady  kisses  the  glass,"  says  Miss 
Sneers — aholdin  out  the  tumbler  yit,  and  a  lookin 
kinder  anxious,  as  if  she'd  cry  right  out  if  I  didn't 
give  up. 

'^  Take  it  for  my  sake,"  sez  she,  a  bendin  close  tu 
me,  and  a  holdin  the  glass  right  up  tu  my  lips. 
They  were  all  a  lookin  at  me,  and  kinder  larfin,  as  if 
they  thought  I  darsent  take  it. 

**  You  see  Mr.  Slick  will  not  give  up  the  point, 
even  tu  you.  Miss  Sneers,"  sez  the  man  with  check- 
ered trousers.  "  Allow  me  to  drain  the  glass  your 
sweet  lips  have  kissed." 

^^  You  be  darned  I "  sez  I,  a  takin  the  cider  and 
drinkin  it  down  a'most  at  three  swallers. 

"  Bravo ! "  they  all  sung  out  tu  once.  "  Here's  to 
the  ladies  I "  Miss-  Sneers,  she  held  out  my  glass 
agin.  Her  brother  lifted  the  bottle,  and  this  time 
the  cider  splashed  over  that  leetle  white  hand,  and 
come  drippin  over  the  table  all  the  way  tu  my  mouth, 
I  felt  streaked  about  makin  any  more  touse  about  a 
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leetle  cider,  and  poured  the  glass  down  without  squin^ 
chin.  By  the  time  I  found  the  bottom  of  that  glass, 
I  didn't  feel  askeared  of  the  next  one,  the  leastest 
might  in  the  world.  But,  somehow,  the  more  I 
drank,  the  plates  seemed  to  grow  brighter  and  more 
unsteady.  The  birds  that  lay  yet  in  one  of  the  sil- 
ver dishes  seemed  to  grow  smaller,  but  more  on  em, 
like  young  robins  in  a  nest,  when  they  jest  begin  tu 
feather  out.  The  wine  decanters  blazed  out  redder 
and  redder,  and  the  cider-bottles  popped  and  foamed 
like  ginger-beer  in  the  summer  time.  The  folks,  tu, 
sot  orful  oneasy,  and  somehow,  the  feller  that  sot  agin 
me  looked  jest  as  if  he'd  found  a  twin  with  checkered 
trousers,  and  a  red-and-green  vest  as  much  like  his'n 
as  two  peas  in  a  pod. 

I  kinder  seem  tu  remember  that  Miss  Sneers  kept 
a  kissin  the  glasses  for  me,  till  by-am-by  I  sot  out  tu 
do  it  myself,  and  kissed  her  instead.  With  that  she 
went  intu  t'other  room.  We  followed  arter,  and  th6 
two  niggers  arter  us  with  the  cider  and  wine  decan- 
ters in  their  hands. 

*^  Now,"  sez  Miss  Sneers's  brother  sez  he,  *^  let's 
have  another  game,  I'll  bet  Mr.  Slick  wont  beat  three 
times  runnin  agin." 

"  I'll  bet  he  will,"  sez  Miss  Sneers,  a  pintin  tu  a 
seat  by  the  table,  and  a  looMn  good  enough  tu  eat 

I  sot  down,  and  the  chap  in  checkered  trousers,  he 
begun  to  shuffle  away  like  a  house  a  fire. 

Miss  Sneers  she  bent  over  me  agin,  and  her  brother 
he  sot  down  and  cut  cards.   I  beat  agin  right  straight 
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ahead;  the  hull  swad  on  em  b^on  tu  grow  kinder 
wamblecroped  at  that,  and  Miss  Sneers  she  larfed  so 
good  natured,  and  bent  for'ard  so  much  that  her 
cheek  a'most  hj  agin  mine  all  the  next  game. 

By  gauly,  I  beat  agin,  and  by  that  time  they  all 
begun  to  look  a  trifle  rily.  The  checkered  trousers, 
he  took  the  cards  and  gin  em  a  snap  along  the  eends 
that  might  a  ben  heard  in  the  street.  With  that  he 
slapped  em  down  on  the  table,  and  sez  he  a  noddin 
his  head  at  me,  sez  he,  "I'll  bet  fifty  dollars  you 
don't  beat  this  time."  With  that  he  larfed  till  the 
hair  on  his  upper  lip  curled  up  and  showed  his  teeth 
like  a  dog  when  he  snarls." 

"  Nonsense,"  sez  Miss  Sneers,  ^'  we  can  beat 
twenty  such  fellers — you  and  I,  Mr.  Slick,  can't 
we?" 

"  I  ruther  thinks  so,"  sez  L 

"  111  bet  fifty  dollars,"  sez  checkered  trousers, 
"  that  we  beat  you  all  hollow." 

<*  I'll  bet  you  don't,"  sez  I,  a  rilin  up. 

^^  Plank  the  money,"  sez  he,  a  slappin  the  cards 
agin,  '^  plank  the  chink." 

I  took  your  old  wallet  from  the  leetle  ]X)cket  in 
my  imder  vest,  and  unrolled  the  bills  that  I'd  put 
there  arter  sellin  out  the  sloop  load —  '^  I  spose  you 
think  I  haint  got  it,"  sez  I,  a  shakin  the  hamfol  of 
bills  that  was  left  —  "  Hurra  for  old  Connecticut ! " 
The  other  chaps  they  shell'd  out,  and  a  hull  heap  of 
bills  lay  on  the  table.     Miss  Sneers  she  went  away 
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It  minute  and  then  bent  over  me  agin,  with  another 
glass  of  that  white  cider  in  her  hand  —  she  held  the 
glass  to  my  lips,  and  wouldn't  take  it  away  till  I'd 
drunk  the  hull. 

That  was  prime  cider,  and  I  was  a  beginin  to  feel 
dry  agin,  so  I  drunk  another  glass,  and  at  it  we  went, 
shovel  and  tongs.  As  true  as  you  live,  they  raly  did 
beat  that  game,  and  when  they  saw  how  wrathy  I 
was,  they  offered  tu  bet  a  hundred  dollars  on  my  luck 
the  next  time.  I  don't  know  who  beat  arter  that, 
for  somehow  I  seemed  tu  be  sort  o'  dreamin,  the  can- 
dles seemed  tu  be  a  damcin  round  us,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  the  cards  were  leetle  teenty  folks,  all  alive  and 
a  grinnin  at  us  as  we  handled  em.  I  took  out  the 
old  wallet  every  few  minutes — I  du  seem  tu  remem- 
ber that  —  and  arter  it  was  empty,  Miss  Sneers's  bro- 
ther sez  he,  "  never  mind  my  boy,  we'll  take  your 
autograph." 

"  I  don't  keep  any  such  new-fangled  varmints," 
sez  I. 

*'  Oh,  on'y  jest  write  your  name  here,"  sez  he,  a 
handin  over  a  strip  of  paper. 

*'  Jest  so,"  sez  I,  a  takin  the  pen  he  held  out ; 
"  jest  so,  but  good  gauly,  du  hold  the  paper  stilL  I 
can't  ketch  up  with  it,  if  it  moves  about  the  table  this 
way." 

"  It's  your  hand,"  sez  he. 

''  My  hand  I "  sez  I— «  you  git  out  1 " 

I  gin  a  dive  at  the  paper  and  held  it  kinder  still. 
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while  I  did  up  a  long  tailed  J.  I  had  tu  b^in  a^ 
at  the  S»  but  arter  a  diye  or  ta,  I  corlecaed  it  up 
about  ri^t,  and  then  we  went  tu  playin  cards  a^n* 
They  seemed  tu  take  a  great  shine  tu  my  name  that 
night,  and  kept  a  askin  me  for  it  eyery  few  minutes^ 
till  I  went  away.  I  don't  jest  know  when  Miss 
Sneers  went  away^  or  exactly  how  I  got  away  my* 
self;  but  the  next  morning  I  woke  up  in  my  bunk 
with  the  damdest  head  ache  that  I  eyer  dreamed  on ; 
Captin  Doolittle  he  sot  in  the  cabin  a  lookin  at  me^ 
and  a  cryin  like  a  great  baby. 

*'  TVTiat's  the  matter^  Captin  ?  "  sez  I,  a  tumin 
over. 

'*  Jonathan^"  sez  he,  a  risin  fix>m  the  locker,  and 
diggin  both  hands  in  his  old  trousers  pocket,  *<  Jona- 
than, it's  time  for  us  tu  haul  up  stakes  and  go  hum." 

The  tears  run  down  the  old  diap's  face,  as  he  said 
this,*  and  he  turned  his  face  away  that  I  shouldn't  see 
them. 

I  tried  tu  think  of  what  had  turned  up  tu  make  the 
captin  take  on  so.  My  head  beat  like  a  drum — I 
partly  remembered  the  cider,  the  cards  and  Miss 
Sneers.  I  looked  at  Captin  Doolittle;  be  had  the 
poor  old  empty  wallet  in  his  hands,  and  I  could  see 
the  tears  drop  into  it. 

I  lay  down  agin,  kivered  my  face  with  the  piUer, 
and  burst  out  a  cryin. 

I  guess  I  lay  still  a  cryin  like  a  baby  as  much  as 
ten  minutes,  and  there  sot  Captin  Doolittle  a  holdin 
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the  empty  wallet  all  the  time.  At  last  I  sot  up  an 
eend  and  looked  at  the  captin  as  well  as  I  dare,  and 
sez  I, 

^'  Captin,  what  shall  I  du  ?  " 

The  Captin  he  looked  up,  and  sez  he, 

"  Jonathan,  you'd  better  fust  tell  me  jest  what  you 
have  done  a'ready."  I  sot  to  as  well  I  could  and  told 
him  the  hull  story  about  Miss  Sneers,  the  theatre, 
playing  cards,  the  bird  supper,  and  the  cider.  When 
I'd  got  through  he  shook  his  head  sort  of  mournful, 
and  sez  he — 

^^  Jonathan,  this  is  a  bad  bisness ;  you've  made  a 
shote  of  yourself  and  gambled  all  your  father's  money 
away ;  it's  eenamost  as  bad  as  stealin." 

"  Oh,  don't  say  that  are,"  sez  I,  a  kiverin  my  face 
with  both  hands,  "  I  feel  bad  enough  without  bein 
twitted  of  what  I've  done.  Gracious  knows  I" 

"  Wal,  I  know  it  aint  generous  tu  strike  a  feller 
when  he's  down,"  sez  the  Captin. 

"  But  what  is  to  be  done  ?     That's  the  question." 

"  Wal,"  sez  the  Captin,  "  supposin  you  put  on 
your  things,  and  we'U  go  up  tu  that  consamed 
gamblin  hole,  and  see  if  any  thing  can  be  done  to  git 
the  money  back.  I  hain't  no  doubt  but  that  Miss 
Sneers  will  be  tickled  tu  death  tu  see  you  agin." 

I  got  up  and  dressed  myself  as  well  as  I  could,  for 
my  head  ached  as  if  it  would  crack  open.  The  Cap- 
tin  he  was  as  good  as  any  thing ;  he  poured  a  hull 
pitcher  fuU  of  cold  water  over  my  hair,  and  arter 


258  HIGH  LIPE  IN  NEW  YORK. 

making  me  drink  a  strong  cup  of  tea,  I  felt  kinder 
better  about  the  head,  but,  O  Lord  a  massy,  how  my 
heart  achedl 

I  felt  so  down  in  the  mouth  that  I  couldn't  talk ; 
so  we  both  started  off  towards  that  consamed  house 
agin. 

^'  Now,  Jonathan,"  sez  the  Captin  as  we  got  agin 
the  steps,  *^  It  goes  agin  the  grain  tu  say  so,  but 
you  jest  make  believe  that  I  am  a  police  officer  and 
keep  a  stiff  upper  lip,  ring  the  beU  and  walk  right  in; 
111  come  arter  and  we'll  du  their  bisness  for  em,  in 
less  than  no  time." 
I  rung  the  belL 

'^  Is  Miss  Sneers  tu  hum? "  sez  L 
"  No,"  sez  he,  as  quick  as  lightning,  **  she  went 
into  the  country  this  morning." 

I  was  a  going  tu  say  that  I'd  seen  her,  when  Cap- 
tin  Doolittle  pushed  right  by  and  giving  the  nigger  a 
shove  on  one  side,  sez  he, 

ff  Walk  in,  Jonathan,  walk  in  and  make  yourself 
tu  hum."  With  that  he  dove  into  the  hall  and  I 
arter  him — he  opened  the  side  door  intu  the  room 
we  were  in  the  night  before,  and  gin  a  peak  round. 

**  Nobody  there,"  sez  he ;  **  go  up  stairs,  I'll  settle 
the  nigger,  if  he  gets  obstropulous,  and  then  follow 
arter." 

I  went  right  up  stairs,  and  was  jest  a  knocking 
at  the  door  of  Miss  Sneers's  room,  when  I  see  that  it 
was  open  a  trifle;  and  as  I  gin  a  peak  through, 
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there  was  the  chap  that  she  called  her  brother  shying 
out  through  the  eend  door — I  jest  gin  a  knock  that 
sent  the  door  a  flyin  open  and  went  in.  Miss  Sneers 
was  settin  on  that  silken  bench  dressed  out  in  a 
ruffled  white  frofek,  and  with  her  hair  twisted  back 
in  a  hurry  and  kinder  tousled  up  with  a  gold  chain 
in  it,  as  if  she  hadn't  touched  it  since  the  night 
afore.  She  jumped  half  up  when  she  see  me,  and 
then  settled  down  agin  with  her  lips  shet  tight  to- 
gether and  a  lookin  hard  in  my  eyes  as  if  uncertain 
who  it  was. 

I  walked  right  up  tu  her  and  held  out  my  hand, 
"  How  do  you  du  this  morning.  Miss  Sneers  ?"  sez  I. 

She  kinder  leaned  back  and  lookin  right  straight 
in  my  eyes,  sez  she, 

"  You  must  have  mistook  the  room,  Sir,  I  do  not 
usually  receive  company  here." 

I  swow,  it  seemed  as  if  the  critter  had  swaQered 
a  chunk  of  ice,  she  spoke  so  stiff  and  cold.  I  looked 
around  the  room  a  minit,  and  then  I  turned  tu  her 
agin,  and  sez  I, 

"  Look  a  here,  marm,  you  don't  seem  tu  be  over 
tickled  tu  see  me  this  morning,  so  I'll  make  myself 
scarce  the  minute  youll  give  me  a  chance  tu  see 
that  brother  of  yourn." 

**  You  are  laborin  under  another  mistake,"  sez 
she,  as  frosty  as  ever.  "  My  brother  is  not  in  the 
house." 

"  Perhaps  youll  tell  me  by-am-by  that  I  mustn't 
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believe  my  own  eyes,"  sez  I  a  getting  wrathy, 
'*  Just  ask  that  mean  shote  to  come  out  of  the  other 
room  there — I  saw  him  sneak  off  with  my  own  eyes, 
not  three  minutes  ago." 

She  turned  a  trifle  red  when  I  talked  up  to  her 
so,  and  arter  chokin  a  second,  sez  she,  as  cool  as  a 
oowcumber,  sez  she, 

'*  Not  my  brother,  you  did  not  see  my  brother,  he 
is  my  husband,  sir." 

I  felt  the  blood  bile  up  in  my  veins  and  my  face 
seemed  afire.  '*  Your  husband,  marm?"  sez  I,  a 
getting  up  a  laugh  that  eended  off  in  a  savage  grin, 
**  and  so  you're,  you're ^ 

*^  His  wife,  sir,"  sez  she,  with  a  cold  tamtalisin 
smile;  '^  and  now,  as  I  am  particularly  engaged,  per- 
haps you  will  leave  the  house." 

'^  Not  jest  yet,"  sez  Captin  Doolittle,  a  boltin  intu 
the  room.  **  We've  got  some  business  with  that  hus- 
band of  your'n,  marm." 

"  And  who  are  you,  sir  ?  "  sez  the  woman,  a  tumin 
white  as  curd  and  sittin  down  half  scared  tu  death. 

"  I  don't  know  as  that  is  any  concam  of  you'm." 
sez  he,  a  hauling  a  piece  of  paper  folded  up  square 
from  his  pocket.  I  want  that  swindlin  scamp  that 
you  call  husband,  and  it's  my  opinion  that  he  and  J 
get  better  acquainted  afore  I  leave  these  ere  premises." 

I  never  see  a  poor  critter  wilt  down  as  she  did,  her 
face  was  as  white  as  snow,  so  was  her  mouth,  and  I 
could  see  it  begin  tu  tremble  all  she  could  du  to 
help  it. 
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"  Surely,  surely,  you  havn't  brought  a  police  offi- 
cer here?"  sez  she,  a  lookin  at  me,  and  them  soft 
eyes  of  her'n  were  a  swimmin  in  tears.  I  begun  to 
relent 

**  Jonathan,  don't  make  a  coot  of  yourself,"  sez  the 
Captin,  a  givin  me  a  sly  poke  in  the  ribs ;  then  he 
went  right  up  tu  her,  and  sez  he, 

"  I  don't  wonder  you're  surprised,  marm;  it  aint 
often  that  you  get  a  decent  chap  like  me  in  this  nest 
of  varmints ;  but  when  one  on  us  du  come,  we  gene- 
rally make  purty  clean  work  of  it,  I  can  tell  you 
that !  Perhaps  your  husband  won't  be  the  only  one 
that  will  get  hauled  over  the  coals.  I've  seen  purtyer 
women  than  you  are  afore  the  police  magistrates 
afore  now." 

The  critter  begun  tu  tremble,  and  looked  at  me  as 
pitiful  as  a  rabit  in  a  trap. 

**  It  ain't  of  no  use,"  sez  Captin  Doolittle  a  pushin 
me  back,  ^*  salt  won't  save  you  if  that  scamp  of  your'n 
don't  shell  out.  Mr.  Slick  here  haint  nothin  tu  du 
with  the  bisness  now  that  he's  gin  it  up  tu  the  law. 
You  haint  got  sich  a  mealy  hearted  chap  as  him  to 
deal  with,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  But  what  du  you  want  ?  "  sez  she,  a  shakin  as  if 
she  was  a  cold. 

"  I  want  the  money  you  swindled  out  of  this 
young  feller  last  night,"  sez  he.  *^  The  money  and 
th^  notes  you  made  him  give;  and  by  the  living 
hokey  if  it  aint  handed  over  in  less  than  ten  minutes. 
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I'll  have  every  darned  varmint  in  the  house  marched 
offtu  the  tombs." 

The  poor  critter  grew  wuss  and  wuss;  arter  a 
minute  she  turned  to  me  and  sez  she^  a  sobbin  like 
all  natur, 

"  So  youVe  indicted  the  house^  have  you  ?  " 

I  didn't  jest  Jmow  what  she  meant>  and  the  Captin 
seemed  as  bad  off,  but  he  gin  me  a  poke  tukeep  stilly 
and  sez  he^  *'  Youll  find  out,  I  reckon ;  but  as  that 
are  husband  of  youm  seems  loth  tu  come  out.  111  jest 
give  him  a  little  invite."  With  that  he  went  intu 
t'other  room,  and  arter  a  little  noise  of  scuffling  cum 
out  agin  a  leadin  the  woman's  brother  or  husband  by 
the  ear.  He  had  taken  an  orful  hard  grip,  and  the 
critter's  souse  looked  as  red  as  if  it  had  jest  been  scalded. 

**  Are  you  a  goin  to  shell  out  or  not?"  sez  the  Cap- 
tin.  The  feller  gin  a  pull,  and  the  Captin  follered 
suit,  which  stretched  his  ear  rather  more  than  he 
seemed  to  relish. 

"  Come,  we're  in  something  of  a  hurry,"  sez  the 
Captin,  "  we'd  jist  as  lieve  have  you  as  the  money." 

The  feller  gin  his  head  a  jerk,  but  the  Captin's 
fingers  made  a  fust  rate  vice,  and  the  old  feller  put 
on  the  screws  tight  enough. 

"  Jake,  Jake  1 "  the  feller  yelled  out 

"  If  your  nigger's  name  is  Jake,  I'm  afeared  he 
won't  hear,"  sez  the  Captin  a  puttin  a  chaw  of  to- 
baccer  intu  his  mouth  with  one  hand,  while  he  gin 
the  ear  an  extra  pinch  with  the  other.     '^  I  locked 
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him  up  in  a  pantry  down  stairs, — plenty  of  wine  bot- 
tles there,  he's  comfortable  enough,  don't  disturb  the 
poor  nigger  now,  don't.** 

The  feller  gin  the  Captin's  side  a  dig  with  his  fist ; 
with  that  the  Captin  jest  gin  him  a  jerk  towards  the 
door  and  sez  he,  a  turning  tu  me  as  cool  as  get  out, 
sez  he,  "  call  the  rest  on  em  up,  Mr.  Slick,  I  can  du 
this  feller's  business ;  but  the  lady  there  may  want 
two  beaus  agin — call  em  up." 

I  really  felt  sorry  for  the  poor  woman,  she 
jumped  up  and  flung  her  arms  around  the  chap,  and 
sez  she, 

**  Du  give  it  up,  du  1  I  cannot  bear  this,  they  will 
do  it,  you  see  they  will." 

"  Tell  him  to  let  go  my  ear,"  sez  the  feller  a 
turning  his  tamal  white  face  tu  mine,  **  and  I'll  give 
you  the  money,  provided  you  don't  molest  us  agin." 

*^  Jest  so,"  sez  the  Captin,  undoing  his  grip,  "  shell 
out,  shell  out." 

The  feller  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  hauled 
out  a  swad  of  bills  and  five  slips  of  paper  with  my 
name  on  em,  all  rumpled  up  together. 

"  Jest  see  tu  him,"  sez  the  Captin  a  nodden  his 
head  towards  the  chap,  **  while  I  see  if  it's  all  right." 
So  he  sot  down  on  the  silk  settee  close  by  that  poor 
woman,  and  histing  one  leg  over  t'other,  spit  on  his 
fingers  and  counted  over  the  money.  It  was  all 
fair,  so  he  rolled  it  up  in  a  swad,  put  it  intu  the  old 
wallet  and  handed  it  over  to  me. 
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"  There,**  sez  he,  "  Mr,  Slick,  I  spose  we  may  as 
wellbe  ajoggioL 

With  that  he  told  the  chap  that  he'd  find  the  key 
in  the  doeet  door  and  the  nigger  safe,  and  we  went 
down. 

**  There,  Jonathan,"  sez  the  Captin,  **  I  rather 
guess  weVe  done  it!  But  what  makes  you  look 
so  womblecroped  ? 

'^  I  don't  know,"  sez  I,  a  brushin  my  hands  across 
my  eyes,  ^^  but  it  seems  tu  me  that  I've  lost  something 
more  than  all  that  money's  worth." 

"  And  what  is  that?"  sez  he. 

'^  It's  the  fiist  time  on  arth  that  I  could  believe 
that  women  could  raly  be  so  deceitful  and  bad.  I 
fed  as  though  I  never  should  think  so  well  of  them 
agin — as  if  a  part  of  my  own  heart  had  dried  up 
all  tu  once.  Captin  I  Captin  I  I'd  rather  work  night 
and  day  for  the  money  than  feel  so  lonesome  about 
the  heart  as  I  do  now ;  I'd  as  lives  stay  in  a  world 
without  sun,  as  to  have  no  sartinty  in  the  truth  of 
women  folks." 

I  remain  your  humble  but 

loving  Son, 
Jonathan  Slick. 

THE   END. 
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